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Introduction
I perceive that in Germany as well as in Italy there is a great struggle about what they call Classical and Romantic, terms which were not subjects of Classification in England – at least when I left it four or five years ago.
(Byron, in the rejected Dedication to Marino Faliero, dated 14 August 1820)
When Lyrical Ballads first appeared in 1798 the word ‘Romantic’ was no compliment. It meant ‘fanciful’, ‘light’, even ‘inconsequential’.1 Wordsworth and Coleridge would have resisted its application; twenty years later, the new generation of writers would recognize it only as the counter in a debate conducted among European intellectuals, barely relevant to what they were doing. And that, after all, is the nature of theoretical discourse: even when conducted by practitioners, it may not bear greatly on the creative process.
Romance was originally a descriptive term, used to refer to the verse epics of Tasso and Ariosto. Eighteenth-century critics like Thomas Warton used it in relation to fiction, often European, and in that context Novalis applied it to German literature. The idea didn’t take flight until August Wilhelm Schlegel used it in a lecture course at Berlin, 1801–4, when he made the distinction mentioned by Byron. Romantic literature, he argued, appeared in the Middle Ages with the work of Dante, Petrarch and Boccaccio; in reaction to Classicism it was identified with progressive and Christian views. In another course of lectures in Vienna, 1808–9, he went further: Romanticism was ‘organic’ and ‘plastic’, as against the ‘mechanical’ tendencies of Classicism. By 1821, when Byron dedicated Marino Faliero to Goethe, the debate was in full flood: Schlegel’s ideas had been picked up and extrapolated by Madame de Staël, and in 1818 Stendhal became the first Frenchman to claim himself un romantique – for Shakespeare and against Racine; for Byron and against Boileau. Within a year Spanish and Portuguese critics too were wading in.2
Having originated in disagreement, and largely in the academe, the concept has remained fluid ever since, and although many definitions are suggested, none command universal agreement. In that respect Romanticism is distinct from movements formed by artists, which tend to be more coherent, at least to begin with. When the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood turned themselves into a school, they knew exactly how they wanted to challenge received notions about pictorial representation; the Imagists published a manifesto of sorts in Blast that presented an agreed line of attack. The British Romantic poets could not have done this. Blake, Wordsworth, Coleridge, Byron, Shelley and Keats never met in the same room and, had they done so, would probably have fallen out immediately.
One factor was the generation gap. Byron, Shelley and Keats might have enjoyed the company of Wordsworth as he was in his later twenties and early thirties, but by the time they reached artistic maturity – c.1816 for Shelley and Byron, 1819 for Keats – he was well into middle age, had accepted the job of Distributor of Stamps for Westmorland, and appeared to have abandoned the religious and political views of his youth. His support for the Tory Lord Lonsdale in the 1818 general election confirmed his allegiance to a conservatism they despised. So far as they were concerned, he had betrayed the promise of Tintern Abbey for a sinecure. All this makes it doubly unfortunate that they were unable to read The Prelude, unpublished till 1850, by which time they were dead. Had they done so, they would have seen him differently.
Byron caught up with the critical debate surrounding the concept of Romanticism in 1821, but Coleridge beat him to it by a year. In 1820 the sage of Highgate compiled a list of ‘Romantic’ writers in which the only English poets of the day were Southey, Scott and Byron.3 The oddity of this serves to underline the inbuilt resistance of the concept to satisfactory definition – something that guarantees its usefulness as a critical and pedagogical tool. Critics continue to adapt it to their various needs while teachers use it to make connections between sometimes disparate writers of the period.
The pre-eminence of Blake, Wordsworth, Coleridge, Keats, Byron and Shelley was largely the invention of the twentieth century, and is now superseded by a growing consensus that Charlotte Smith, Hannah More, Anna Laetitia Barbauld, Helen Maria Williams, Felicia Dorothea Hemans and Letitia Landon be read alongside them. In this introduction, I want to address ways in which they might be considered part of a community for which the concept of Romanticism, however ill-defined, has meaning.
Romanticism: Culture and Society
The Romantic period has an immediacy which earlier ones tend to lack. This is because so many of our own values and preoccupations derive from it. It coincides with the moment at which Britain industrialized itself. Factories sprang up in towns and cities across the country, and the agrarian lives people had known for centuries stopped being taken for granted. Instead labourers began to move into conurbations, working long hours in close proximity to each other. This had a number of consequences, not least that they began to fight for their ‘rights’. Today we take our rights for granted, forgetting the length of the intellectual journey working people had to make merely to understand they had such things. For many, something very similar to the feudal system of medieval times continued to dictate their place in society – though things were changing.
The process by which people were awakened to a sense of self-determination was global. It began with the American Revolution and continued with that in France. And the impact of those upheavals cannot be overstated. Whole populations began to question the legitimacy of hereditary monarchs whose right to rule had once been accepted without question. It was not surprising that struggles elsewhere to do away with monarchical government affected the British; in fact, the real surprise is their failure to take the same step – a grim testament to the determination with which their government stifled unrest. By the summer of 1817, it had in place a sophisticated network of spies practised in thwarting popular uprisings in Yorkshire, Derbyshire and Nottinghamshire. A favoured technique was for agents provocateurs to incite revolutionary activity, and for the government to execute its supporters.4
Revolution in America and France generated conflict because of the effect on international trade. By the time Wordsworth was in his mid-twenties, Britain was embroiled in nothing less than world war which, unlike those in the twentieth century, would last not for years but for decades. From 1793 to 1802, and then from 1803 until 1815, Britain grappled with France across the globe, often fighting single-handedly against a well-equipped and resourceful enemy who, for much of that time, had the advantage. On an island-bound people like the British, the constant threat of invasion over more than two decades was bound to have a powerful effect. Whatever one’s sympathies with the ideals of the American and French Revolutions, it became difficult to express anything other than support for the national cause. Patriotic feeling in its most jingoistic form ran high, something vividly indicated by the caricatures of James Gillray. In The French Invasion; or John Bull bombarding the Bum-boats (1793), he depicts George III, transformed into a map of England and Wales, excreting onto a swarm of French gunboats. In this context the monarch’s bowel movements become an emblem of British defiance – one that reveals both contempt for Europe and the centuries-old tendency to insularity. (See Plate 1.)
Then as now, the cost of war was exorbitant and, in order to pay its outstanding debts, the post-war government of Lord Liverpool had to levy higher taxes. On 14 June 1815, additional expenditure arising from Napoleon’s escape from Elba and its consequences led Nicholas Vansittart, Chancellor of the Exchequer, to raise £79 million (roughly £3,330 million/US$6.1 billion today) through tax revenues. On 18 March 1816, the government was compelled to repeal income tax altogether, causing the burden disproportionately to fall upon the poor, in the form of duties on tobacco, beer, sugar and tea. This generated intense hardship at a time when jobs were scarce and pay was low.
International conflict, the threat of invasion by Napoleon, social and political discontent – the writers in this book lived with these things, and were shaped by them. To that extent, it is helpful to consider Barbauld, Wordsworth, Williams, Coleridge, Smith, Blake, Keats, Byron, Hemans and Shelley as war poets, surrounded by upheaval and conflict, and passionately engaged with it. That engagement was made possible by another important development: the rise of the media.
This period was the first in history in which the population could keep abreast of political developments through newsprint. Historians have long acknowledged that the French press played an important part in the Revolution, enjoying unprecedented freedom between the fall of the Bastille in July 1789 and that of the monarchy in August 1792.5 It was not for nothing that J. L. Carra and Antoine-Joseph Gorsas, both journalists, were among those guillotined by Robespierre. The inventions of the steam-press (by which The Times was produced from 1814 onwards) and the paper-making machine (in 1803) meant it was easier than ever to produce newspapers on an industrial scale. And from around 1810 the boom of the mail-coach, which travelled at the hitherto unimaginable speed of 12 miles per hour, enabled publishers to distribute on a nationwide scale. For the first time, it was possible for Coleridge in Keswick to receive the papers the day after publication before sending them on to Wordsworth in Grasmere;6 there is no sense in which those living in the provinces were cut off from world affairs.
Figure 1 Leigh Hunt’s Examiner for 14 December 1817, showing the paper’s motto which appeared on the front page of every issue: ‘Party is the madness of many for the gain of a few’. That Sunday, Hunt wrote about press freedom, increasingly circumscribed by a government anxious about public hostility.
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Nor was it only well-educated poets in the Lake District who kept up with the news: bulletins were now available to the poor and illiterate. Cobbett sold his Political Register at a price that made it accessible to the labouring folk he addressed – twopence (34 pence/US$0.60 today), which led Tory critics to christen it ‘twopenny trash’.7 Groups of men would club together and buy a single copy, which would be read aloud. This is the subject of David Wilkie’s masterpiece, The Chelsea Pensioners Reading the Waterloo Dispatch,8 which portrays retired soldiers at a haunt near the Chelsea Royal Hospital, one of their number reading to them from the Waterloo gazette (see Plate 3). It’s difficult to imagine such a scene from an earlier time, but by 1822 it seemed so precisely to capture the historical moment that the painting was besieged when put on show, forcing the Royal Academy to place rails in front of it.
The new-found influence of the press was hard to control,9 but the government did its utmost to suppress unfavourable comment: Peter Finnerty was imprisoned in October 1797 for his report of the trial and execution of William Orr, which criticized Lord Castlereagh;10 Cobbett was imprisoned in June 1810 for having condemned the flogging of five English militia-men by German mercenaries; in 1813 John and Leigh Hunt were imprisoned for comments on the indulgent lifestyle of the Prince Regent in The Examiner (see p. 816). All of them received sentences of two years. It could have been worse. There were calls for even stiffer penalties such as transportation, not least from such erstwhile revolutionary sympathizers as Robert Southey, regular contributor to the Quarterly Review. In an article published in February 1817, less than a month prior to the suspension of habeas corpus, he asked:
Why is it that this convicted incendiary [Cobbett], and others of the same stamp, are permitted week after week to sow the seeds of rebellion, insulting the government, and defying the laws of the country? … Men of this description, like other criminals, derive no lessons from experience. But it behoves the Government to do so, and curb sedition in time; lest it should be called upon to crush rebellion and to punish treason.11
Not content with this public plea that liberal journalists be arrested when the suspension of habeas corpus allowed it, Southey took it upon himself to write a private memorandum to the Prime Minister, Lord Liverpool, telling him that laws, however repressive, are ‘altogether nugatory while such manifestoes as those of Cobbett, Hone, and the Examiner, &c., are daily and weekly issued, fresh and fresh, and read aloud in every alehouse where the men are quartered, or where they meet together’.12 This was supported by a typically convoluted letter by that other distinguished former revolutionary, Samuel Taylor Coleridge, who expressed his ‘support of those principles … of the measures and means, which have at length secured the gratitude and reverence of the wise and good to your Lordship and your Lordship’s fellow-combatants in the long-agonizing contest’13 – by which he meant the government’s suppression of dissident opinion. This was not Coleridge at his best, in terms of either sentiment or eloquence, and Liverpool confessed that, despite the distinction of his correspondent, ‘I cannot well understand him.’14 The Prime Minister felt less threatened by the liberal press than did his correspondents, for he declined to take precisely the steps they urged. Cobbett, however, was taking no risks: believing that suspension of habeas corpus in March 1817 would curtail his freedom, and not relishing the prospect of another spell in prison, he fled to America where he remained for two years.
Time and again, newspaper and journal reports were the means by which authors in this volume learnt of developments at home and abroad: it was how Wordsworth kept up with events in France when he returned from Paris in late 1792, and how Shelley heard of the Peterloo Massacre in 1819. Not only that; many of these writers published their poems (some of which dealt with current events) in newspapers – including Barbauld, Robinson, Coleridge, Southey, Wordsworth, Seward, Williams, Keats and Shelley. Coleridge was invited to write for the Morning Chronicle in early July 1796, and possibly to edit it.15 In June 1794, avowing his disapproval ‘of monarchical and aristocratical governments’, Wordsworth proposed to his friend William Mathews that they co-edit a journal addressed to ‘the dispassionate advocates of liberty and discussion’.16 Not only were these writers shaped by their historical moment – they shaped it.
The most obvious evidence of the media’s effect on the populace was the new-found appetite for scandal. As is the case today, the press became particularly excited by stories in which sex and politics were intertwined. Mary Anne Clarke hit the headlines in early 1809 when it was revealed she had been paid by army officers to commend them for promotion to her lover – Frederick Augustus, Duke of York and Albany, second son of George III, and the army’s commander-in-chief. The matter was raised in the Commons and referred to a select committee, which found the Duke culpable, precipitating his resignation (though he was reappointed in 1811). Eight years later Hazlitt could refer in passing to ‘the droll affair of Mrs Clarke’,17 confident his readers would remember how much entertainment it had given them.
Another symptom was the cult of celebrity, the first and biggest beneficiary being one of the authors in this volume – Byron. He was colourful enough not to have required the assistance of gossip-columnists, but he had it anyway, and during his years in London, 1812–16, day-to-day reports of his affairs and adventures filled their pages. It is hard to imagine any poet now generating such speculation, or crowds of people following him (or her) in the streets. The world, as Samuel Rogers observed, went ‘stark mad’ about him. Byron found fame both intoxicating and tiresome. And not surprisingly: he was sufficiently indiscreet about his incestuous passion for his half-sister for London to have been ablaze with it in the weeks prior to his exile from Britain. When he died, helping Greece in its fight for independence, scenes of mass hysteria greeted his coffin as it journeyed from London to Nottinghamshire, the like of which had not previously been seen.
The new mass society even had its own entertainment industry – which, more than the media, gripped the imaginations of the writers in this book. Another century would pass before radio would enable performers to address the nation, but in the meantime, the two main theatres in London – Drury Lane and Covent Garden – were capable of accommodating audiences of over 3,000 each, more than three times the size of the Olivier Theatre in London’s National Theatre today. Every night of the working week these theatres drew capacity crowds from across the social spectrum. They quickly learnt how to exercise a collective influence: when the management attempted to increase admission prices in September 1809, they orchestrated sixty-seven nights of riots, making performance impossible – a state of affairs that ended only by negotiation with the management. It is hard to imagine such a thing happening today.
Should there be any doubt as to the importance of theatre to the Romantics, it is worth recalling that one of the distinctions of which Byron was most proud was his seat on the committee of management of Drury Lane Theatre. Along with Wordsworth, Coleridge, Keats, Hazlitt and Lamb, he was an enthusiastic playgoer. Hazlitt collected his theatre reviews into the greatest theatre book of the time – A View of the English Stage (1818). Lamb, Godwin, More, Hemans, Coleridge, Shelley, Wordsworth and Byron wrote for the stage. And Mary Robinson was the most popular Shakespearean actress of her day.
Romantic Poets
For all this, there were reasons for being cynical about the affairs of the world during the Romantic period. The everyday squalor of the lives of working people made it all but impossible to believe they could revolt against the conservative interests that kept them in their place. To Burke, they were ‘a swinish multitude’ (p. 13), while for Shelley, who believed in change, the Dublin poor were ‘one mass of animated filth’ (p. 1071). Extreme poverty and lack of education meant that social and political justice were many years in the making, with no political reform until 1832 (after the deaths of Barbauld, Blake, Smith, Keats, Shelley and Byron). In the meantime there were obstacles aplenty, one being the inherent instability of the monarchy. George III, to whom the British looked for leadership, was subject (1788 onwards) to periodic fits of insanity, and judged totally mad in 1811. This was more serious than it would be today, when the monarch is little more than a figurehead; in those days he had the power to dissolve Parliament, appoint and dismiss governments, and declare wars. Without his consent laws could not be passed. When he suffered relapses, his administration was effectively suspended, arousing the power-hungry tendencies of his son, the Prince of Wales, who (though not himself insane) was a byword for volatility and over-indulgence.
Figure 2 The title-page of Anna Laetitia Barbauld’s Eighteen Hundred and Eleven (1812). The book drew hostile reviews that effectively ended her career as a poet (see p. 36).
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Perhaps we have seen too much in our lifetimes to feel much hope. If so, that is where we differ from the Romantics, whose capacity for belief defines them. They were optimists for human nature. Some were activists, seeking to foment revolution where they could – Shelley during his stay in Ireland, or Byron, willing to die in the cause of Greek independence; others, though not activists, sided with revolution – Helen Maria Williams, who exiled herself to France in 1791; Wordsworth, who lived in France, 1791–2; Paine, who became a member of the French National Assembly in 1791; or Charlotte Smith, who visited Paris to witness the Revolution for herself. Even those who seem to us conservative, such as Hannah More, were prepared to fight the slave trade – a cause that aligned her with such radical temperaments as Barbauld, Coleridge and Wordsworth.
They were products of their time in believing in a more just world than that in which they lived. When Williams wrote that philosophy would ‘renovate the gladdened earth’ (see p. 307), she was thinking first and foremost of the writings of Voltaire and Rousseau, but also of Paine and Price. And if philosophy could generate revolution, so too could poetry. Such a faith cannot have been easy to maintain, especially after the Terror gave rise to the Revolutionary Wars, when it became virtually impossible to hold fast to radical principles without being seen as a traitor. There is little doubt that political (as much as moral) intolerance made Williams, Shelley and Byron reluctant to return home. For those who remained, the government had ways of making life unpleasant: Thelwall was harassed on his lecture-tours by spies and hecklers. When he proposed settling in Somerset in August 1797, Coleridge told him they would be accused of creating ‘plot and damned conspiracy – a school for the propagation of demagogy and atheism’.18 Even after the Napoleonic Wars, the government did not relax its grip: the Ely and Littleport bread-riots of 1816 resulted in the execution of five ringleaders, who were no threat to anyone; 600 starving weavers set out from Manchester in March 1817 to petition for help for the ailing cotton trade, but were rounded up by government forces as they crossed from Staffordshire into Derbyshire; and in August 1819, in the worst example, armed militiamen cut down hundreds of men, women and children demonstrating peacefully at St Peter’s Fields, Manchester – a measure that won the public endorsement of the Prince Regent.
In spite of this, the writers in this book refused to succumb to despair, preferring to believe in the possibility of a better, fairer world. It is not just their capacity for optimism that distinguishes them, but the kind of belief to which they clung. Where earlier generations looked to an afterlife, the Romantics tended to reject formalized religion. This was partly because the Church of England then wielded a degree of political power it no longer possesses, and was complicit in the injustice the writers opposed. Typical of this is the reference by Blake’s chimney-sweeper to ‘God and his Priest and King / Who make up a heaven of our misery’.19 Instead, they thought they could create, through their writing, a promised land in which property was of no consequence and people would live in harmony. It lay neither in the distant future nor in the abstract; to them it was attainable, imminently, in the here and now. Wordsworth’s philosophical epic, The Recluse, was supposed to describe how it would be made real.20 Although he sometimes discussed it in biblical terms, he tends at this stage of his career (1797–9) to betray little commitment to Christian theism; instead, he writes of
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.
       (Tintern Abbey 95–103)
The feeling he has while standing on the banks of the Wye is in itself divine, generated by a ‘presence’ that will redeem humanity from the post-lapsarian ‘weariness’ encountered earlier in the poem. Wordsworth is famous for having said he had no need of a redeemer;21 when he wrote Tintern Abbey, he had little need of God, at least in the generally accepted sense.22 For him, mankind is capable of redemption through an act of self-realization – something that explains the appeal of Tintern Abbey to Shelley and Keats. What excited them was its faith – not in formalized religion, but in the redemptive potential of the mind. It can be traced to The Eolian Harp (1795), in which Coleridge had asked himself whether all living things might be
    organic harps diversely framed,
That tremble into thought, as o’er them sweeps,
Plastic and vast, one intellectual breeze,
At once the soul of each, and God of all?
      (ll. 37–40)
The answer Coleridge receives from his wife-to-be is (in effect) ‘no’, reflecting his awareness of the radical nature of what he asks. Although as a Unitarian he could not accept many aspects of the Anglican faith, Coleridge was emphatically Christian in his poetry, more so than Wordsworth. What they shared was a profound belief in the power of the mind to change the world. The conceit that human beings were instruments waiting to be struck by the divine afflatus of the universe is precisely such a notion, valuable for affirming our susceptibility en masse to God’s will. This was what revolution meant to Coleridge: he reconceived it as a religious event on a universal scale, by which God’s ‘intellectual’ (spiritual) influence would redeem fallen humanity.
Recent critics have accused Wordsworth of suppressing his knowledge of the hardships of working people in his poetry, particularly Tintern Abbey.23 This is not the occasion for a refutation of that view, but it is worth saying that Wordsworth thought his work engaged fully with life as it was lived; indeed, it was on those grounds he was attacked by reviewers.24 He considered that his millenarian aspirations had to be grounded in an awareness of suffering – the ‘still, sad music of humanity’ (l. 92). When Keats raved about Wordsworth to John Hamilton Reynolds in May 1818, it was to commend his ability to sharpen ‘one’s vision into the heart and nature of man, of convincing one’s nerves that the world is full of misery and heartbreak, pain, sickness, and oppression’.25 And he was right. In that respect, Wordsworth was a crucial influence on how Keats conceived Hyperion: A Fragment – a poem about the aspirations that spring out of dispossession (see p. 1390).
Though in some ways a more abstract writer than Wordsworth, Shelley was no less conscious of the conditions under which people laboured. Perhaps more than any other poet of his class (he was heir to a baronetcy), he wanted to speak to the disenfranchised poor of a future similar to that described by Wordsworth:
Man, oh not men! a chain of linked thought,
Of love and might to be divided not…
   Man, one harmonious soul of many a soul,
    Whose nature is its own divine control,
Where all things flow to all, as rivers to the sea…
        (Prometheus Unbound IV 394–5, 400–2)
In Shelley’s promised land, humanity is a ‘harmonious soul’ redeemed from hatred and hostility by the Christ-like quality of pity and forgiveness. But where Coleridge needed a Unitarian God, and Wordsworth demanded only an unspecific ‘presence’, Shelley reduces the deity to the ‘divine control’ deep within the self. In that formulation, God is so marginalized he almost disappears. Shelley isn’t consistent about this – and no one has the right to demand intellectual consistency of poetry – but such scepticism is certainly typical. At the end of Mont Blanc, he entertains the possibility that ‘Silence and solitude were vacancy’; that is to say, despite his wish to celebrate the ‘still and solemn Power’ that inheres within the mountain, it might nonetheless be without meaning.
Byron shared the radical aspirations expressed by Wordsworth and Coleridge in their youth, but rejected their philosophizing. For him, the word ‘metaphysical’ was an insult. He was more practical, something underlined by his readiness to die in the Greek War of Independence (for which he remains a national hero in Greece, with streets and squares named after him). Yet even he is capable of expressing, in Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage Canto III, something of Wordsworth’s pantheist conviction in the redemptive power of nature:
I live not in myself, but I become
Portion of that around me; and to me
High mountains are a feeling, but the hum
Of human cities torture.…
     (ll. 680–3)
If these lines sound unpersuasive, Byron remained true to himself in that he knew the Wordsworthian response to nature affirmed something he took seriously – inner potential. Frustration with the restrictions of our earthly state permeates his poetry, compelling him to aspire to a level of existence beyond the merely human. Hence his ambiguous praise for that arch-overreacher Napoleon,26 the divinations of Manfred, who can command the spirits, and his admiration for Prometheus, the archetype of the Byronic hero. As Wordsworth put it, ‘We feel that we are greater than we know.’27
In Don Juan, which stands as Byron’s greatest achievement in verse, his setting is not the natural world favoured by Shelley and Wordsworth, nor is it the arena of philosophical disquisition to be found in Coleridge’s ‘Religious Musings’; it is the ‘real’ world of human affairs, masked balls, the perils of travel, and the passion of men and women. For Byron, the seclusion sought by Wordsworth was little more than a posture, one he was unwilling to adopt. He seeks to understand the random and the everyday in all its meaningless variety. He studies human behaviour, marvels at the follies and foibles of his characters, and addresses his reader in disarmingly familiar style, as if he were speaking from an armchair holding a glass of hock. The life assumed by the poem seems to have surprised even him. ‘Confess, you dog’, he wrote to his friend Douglas Kinnaird, ‘It may be profligate, but is it not life, is it not the thing? Could any man have written it who has not lived in the world? – and tooled in a post-chaise? In a hackney coach? In a gondola? Against a wall? In a court carriage? In a vis-à-vis? On a table – and under it?’ (p. 1065).
Blake is sometimes considered the exception to virtually anything one might want to say about other writers of the time – and so, in a sense, he is. He was born in 1757 – and thus is as much an eighteenth-century writer as a Romantic one. And if, like his contemporaries, he read Wordsworth, it was late in life, and without much pleasure.28 However, it was he who, in 1789, on the brink of tumult in France, described the ‘son of fire’:
Spurning the clouds written with curses, stamps the stony law to dust, loosing the eternal horses from the dens of night, crying, ‘Empire is no more! And now the lion and wolf shall cease.’ (p. 223)
Revolution as apocalypse: to Blake, events in France were harbingers not merely of political liberation, but of the spiritual millennium predicted in the Bible. And in this he was no less Romantic than the writers who were to follow. For him, as for them, the fallen world was a conundrum the resolution to which led back to paradise. He would spend much of his creative life explaining to the world, in his own distinctive manner, how paradise had been lost, and how it might be reclaimed. And never without grief at the ‘Marks of weakness’ and ‘marks of woe’29 on the faces around him.
It would be remarkable were the poetry of female Romantics not to reflect their natural pragmatism – an inevitable by-product of the fact that they were often (as in the cases of Charlotte Smith and Felicia Hemans) single mothers providing for their children. Yet their work is permeated by the same aspirations to be found in their male contemporaries. After all, Smith’s natural milieu is her beloved Sussex Downs, where she draws strength from the flora and fauna that surround her. In Beachy Head she does so in a manner that transcends a purely taxonomic urge, ranging across millennia to speculate on the ‘strange ferment’ that produced the hills (l. 387), after attempting to recreate the more recent past.
      Haunts of my youth!
Scenes of fond daydreams, I behold ye yet,
Where ’twas so pleasant by thy northern slopes
To climb the winding sheep-path…
     (Beachy Head 297–300)
These lines exemplify the larger project of Smith’s poetry – to reclaim childhood happiness as a means of understanding the troubled context of the present. Her distant relative Wordsworth was attempting something similar in The Prelude, written at around the same time.
None of this is to underestimate the sexual politics of female poetry. Hemans’s Records of Woman sequence is a serious attempt to explore the experience of women within a male-dominated society. Some critics have suggested her concerns are primarily ‘domestic’, but that hardly establishes the terms in which we might speak of a ‘female romanticism’ – which could be as much the invention of commentators as ‘Romanticism’ itself. It is true that Records of Woman is concerned with the plight of those lumbered with feckless, unreliable, weak or ineffectual men: Seymour saves himself, but fails to save Arabella Stuart; Werner Stauffacher is saved only by ‘the entreaties of his wife, a woman who seems to have been of an heroic spirit’; Properzia Rossi lavishes her love and art on a man unworthy of her; the Indian Woman is deserted by her husband for another woman, and so forth. To that extent the sequence presents a distinctively female perspective, but it would be a mistake to describe Hemans’s as a purely feminist agenda, at least in the sense we understand the term.
Critics tend to downplay the value she places on the relationship between the sexes. Gertrude, or Fidelity till Death describes how its heroine nurses her husband in his final tormented hours with what Hemans calls ‘the most heroic devotedness’, to become the exemplar of a mode of behaviour on which Hemans set great store. Even Juana, notwithstanding her husband’s neglect, is praised for wifely devotion after his death: ‘Surely that humble, patient love must win back love at last!’30 These women are models of heroic conduct. It is true that Hemans has her own preoccupation: the limits of human (often female) endeavour. But that cannot of itself define such an all-embracing concept as ‘female romanticism’.
Gender is but one factor among many when we analyse a writer’s work. Were we to believe it determines subject-matter, genre and poetic form, we would need also to prove that certain subjects, genres and forms were selected only, or at least predominantly, by women. But that is not the case. After all, Southey chose to write about Joan of Arc and her sufferings (one of the subjects of Records of Woman), as did other male writers before him, while More, Yearsley, Barbauld and Williams composed anti-slavery poems alongside those of Cowper, Blake, Southey and Coleridge.31 The obvious conclusion is that Hemans and her contemporaries saw themselves as participating in a literary forum with male writers. And when it came to visionary experience, Hemans could describe it with as much conviction as Blake:
And then a glorious mountain-chain uprose,
   Height above spiry height!
A soaring multitude of woods and snows
    All steeped in golden light!
         (Despondency and Aspiration 75–8)
Figure 3 The title-page of Felicia Hemans’s Records of Woman, the complete sequence of which appears on pp. 1298–1359. The two epigraphs are from Wordsworth’s ‘Laodamia’ and Schiller’s Wallenstein: ‘Das ist das Los des Schönen auf der Erde!’ (‘That is the lot of the beautiful on earth!’).
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It has been argued that ‘male’ romanticism is characterized by a preoccupation with the sublime, but female writers could be just as persuasive in their understanding of it – as in Hemans’s ‘Second Sight’ and ‘The Spirit’s Mysteries’, Barbauld’s ‘A Summer Evening’s Meditation’, or ‘Mrs Robinson to the Poet Coleridge’, all of which are included here. Of course women brought to their art insights deriving from female experience, but it is our duty as readers to appreciate those insights in their historical context, rather than impose on the past assumptions that belong in the present.
Figure 4 The title-page of Hazlitt’s The Spirit of the Age, one of the first (and best) books about Romanticism, published as early as 1825. Its epigraph, ‘To know another well were to know one’s self’, is from Hamlet V ii 139–40.
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Of course, women writers of the period were at times conscious of their sex, and in ways that seem to anticipate gender-based struggles in our own society. Many prided themselves on their ability to articulate the female perspective on political and social issues of the day; one need only consider Hannah More on the slave trade; Helen Maria Williams on the French Revolution; Felicia Hemans on Welsh nationalism. But in none of this were they sectarian, nor did they perceive themselves as antagonistic either to the times in which they lived or to the norms by which they were governed. They were participants in the republic of letters, and it is as members of that larger community – which also included men – that we strive to understand them.
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Editor’s Note on the Fourth Edition


This is the fourth edition of Romanticism: An Anthology since its first publication in 1994, a decade and a half ago. My aim in producing it, as in previous years, is to provide readers with a comprehensive guide to one of the richest periods in literary history, including as many ‘major’ and ‘essential’ texts within the necessary physical constraints. I have striven to achieve this in a manner that reflects the latest developments in critical and scholarly thought. It contains almost everything required for a course on Romantic poetry that focuses on the ‘big six’ male poets, and a large range of other materials, including important poems by female writers; non-fiction prose by principal essayists; and background works on the politics and philosophy of the 1790s.

Texts are edited for this volume from both manuscript and early printed sources. Typically, readers are not restricted to highlights but have access to complete works, with all their fluctuations of tone, mood and rhythm. Limitations of space compel me to extract from De Quincey’s Confessions of an English Opium-Eater and Suspiria de Profundis, although ‘On the Knocking at the Gate in Macbeth’ is presented whole. No attempt has been made to encompass the rich and extensive corpus of Romantic novel-writing; fiction is best digested whole, and there is no way of extracting from the works of Maturin, Peacock, Mary Shelley, Jane Austen, Fanny Burney, Lewis or Scott without some degree of misrepresentation. I have therefore worked on the assumption that teachers will adopt separate volumes for novels they wish to teach. Texts by European writers are not included either, on the grounds that Romanticism on the Continent is a world to itself, deserving more space than I have to hand. There could be no justice in squeezing highlights from Rousseau, Goethe, Schiller, Friedrich Schlegel, A. W. Schlegel, Novalis, Hölderlin, de Staël, Chateaubriand, Lamartine, Hugo, Leopardi, Manzoni, Zorrilla, José de Espronceda, Larra, or Rosalía Castro, to name but a few, into the Appendix of an anthology of British Romantic writing. They are subjects of their own volume. I continue to regret that limitations of space detain me from including a complete text of Wordsworth’s Thirteen-Book Prelude. It was a feature of the first edition of this anthology, but occupied close to 200 pages, and responses from teachers indicated that selections from the poem would be preferable.

In addition to those texts included in the third edition, all of which are included here, readers will find poems of Walter Scott, as well as Shelley’s Epipsychidion and Keats’s Isabella. Furthermore, editorial materials from the third edition are updated: author headnotes have been rewritten, footnotes throughout revised, and all texts re-examined, with the result that minor revisions, usually of punctuation, have been entered. I hope that readers will find this fourth edition to be as useful a survey of the period, if not more so, as previous ones.

It is my hope that those using the fourth edition of Romanticism: An Anthology will find it helpful, and regard themselves as free to inform me of ways in which it may be further improved. The shaping of this book has been a gradual process that has continued at regular intervals since 1994, and the advice of readers continues to be of paramount importance in determining how it should continue.




Editorial Principles


This edition adopts the policy advocated by Coleridge on New Year’s Day 1834, widely accepted as the basis for contemporary scholarly editions: ‘After all you can say, I think the chronological order is the best for arranging a poet’s works. All your divisions are in particular instances inadequate, and they destroy the interest which arises from watching the progress, maturity, and even the decay of genius.’1 Authors are introduced successively by their dates of birth; works are placed in order of composition where known and, when not known, by date of publication.

The edition is designed for the use of students and general readers, and textual procedures are geared accordingly. Except for works in dialect or in which archaic effects were deliberately sought, punctuation and orthography are normalized, pervasive initial capitals and italics removed, and contractions expanded except where they are of metrical significance (for instance, Keats’s ‘charact’ry’ is demanded by the exigencies of metre, but ‘thro’’ is expanded to ‘through’). Although the accidental features of late eighteenth- and early nineteenth-century printed texts have their own intrinsic interest, and are of importance in considering the evolution of any given work, it should be noted that most poets were content to leave such matters to the printers or their collaborators. In many cases, therefore, accidental features of early printed texts cannot be assumed to be disposed according to the author’s wishes. Conversely, I have taken the view that, on those occasions when capitalization is demonstrably authorial, and consistently applied, it should be allowed to stand – as in the case of Shelley’s Adonais and The Mask of Anarchy. The punctuation applied by writers to their own works is another matter, as styles vary from one person to another, are sometimes eccentric, and can mislead the modern reader. I have treated authorial punctuation as a good (though not infallible) guide as to emphasis, meaning and sentence structure, but have not followed it without question.

For this fourth edition I have checked and double-checked many editorial decisions I once took for granted. All texts have been edited for this anthology. I have followed procedures designed to produce a clear reading text. In editing from manuscript, I have aimed to present each draft as it stood on completion. Deletions are accepted only when alternative readings are provided; where they are not, the original is retained. Alternative readings are accepted only when the original has been deleted; where they are not, the original is retained. Where the original reading is deleted but legible, and the alternative fragmentary, illegible or inchoate, the original has been retained. Where, in the rush of composition, words are omitted, they have been supplied from adjacent drafts or manuscripts. As a rule, I have silently corrected scribal errors. Ampersands are expanded to ‘and’ throughout.

There is, perhaps inevitably, an exception to this: John Clare, for whose texts I am indebted to the editorial labours of Eric Robinson. It should be noted that Robinson’s policy of transcribing ‘exactly what Clare wrote’ with minimal intervention, leaving his spelling and punctuation intact, remains the subject of debate.

Dates of composition, where verifiable, are indicated alongside titles with details of publication. Copy-text details are provided alongside titles, whether early printed sources (usually presented in small capitals over the title of the work), or manuscript. Headnotes are provided for each author, including biographical materials, critical comments on the selection and useful secondary reading. Annotations gloss archaisms, difficult constructions, allusions, echoes, other verbal borrowings, and provide points of information. On occasion they direct the reader to secondary materials with a particular bearing on the work in question.
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Richard Price (1723–1791)
    No man was more thoroughly a product of the Enlightenment than Richard Price – except, perhaps, his friend, Thomas Jefferson. Philosopher, theologian, mathematician, he became an expert on insurance and advised the newly founded Society for Equitable Assurances on Lives and Survivorships on actuarial matters. He also suggested to the Prime Minister, William Pitt the Younger, ways in which to reduce the national debt. A leading Dissenter, he campaigned vigorously for legal recognition of the right to freedom of worship.
    It is as a political pamphleteer that Price bears most on our understanding of the Romantics. A believer in liberty and representative government, he supported the American Revolution, and discussed with John Adams and Thomas Jefferson ways in which they might consolidate its achievements. He found the French Revolution no less inspiring and, shortly after the fall of the Bastille (14 July 1789), described it as ‘the commencement of a general reformation in the governments of the world which hitherto have been little better than usurpations on the rights of mankind, impediments to the progress of human improvement, and contrivances for enabling a few grandees to oppress and enslave the rest of mankind’.
    Price’s famous Discourse was delivered as a sermon to the London Revolution Society, 4 November 1789, founded in honour not of the recent uprisings in France or America, but of the Glorious Revolution of 1688 (the expulsion of the Catholic James II from England, and the transfer of sovereignty to the Protestant William and Mary). The Society contained members of the established church, and ‘many persons of rank and consequence from different parts of the kingdom’. At annual anniversary meetings it held a religious service in the morning, followed by a more festive gathering at a tavern; it was at the religious service that Price delivered his Discourse. For Price, the Glorious Revolution had established the principles of just and stable government: the right to liberty of conscience in religious matters; the right to resist power when abused; and the right of the people to choose their own governors. His Discourse, with its praise for the French, was received with acclaim by the Society, whose members voted immediately to encourage the establishment of similar groups throughout the country, and to congratulate the National Assembly in Paris on the Revolution. It was sent to the Assembly and read out there on 25 November, when it was greeted with equal enthusiasm. To many in Britain this was an incendiary act, establishing Price as the hate-figure of choice for the Tories, making him the subject of scurrilous caricatures, most famously James Gillray’s brilliant (and funny) Smelling Out a Rat (3 December 1790).
    The Discourse sparked off a pamphlet war that inspired some of the most important political works in the language. It began with a scorching response from the great Whig orator Edmund Burke, who offered a conservative reaction in Reflections on the Revolution in France (1790), arguing in support of the monarchy and the existing system of government (see pp. 11–r7). Articulated with characteristic brilliance, his Reflections was nonetheless the work of an old man, motivated in part by fear of revolutionary change. It drew responses from a host of younger writers: within a month Mary Wollstonecraft had published herVindication of the Rights of Men; her Vindication of the Rights of Woman followed in 1792 (pp. 284–90). Thomas Paine, who was old enough to have fought in the American War of Independence, would publish his great apology for republicanism, The Rights of Man, in 1791–2 (pp. 26–9).
    If there was a literary event at the end of the eighteenth century that heralded the cultural, political and social change of the Romantic period, this was it. No one realized that at the time, of course; anxiety about war with the French was uppermost, and would remain so for the next two decades. All the same, Price’s declaration of a new world in prospect would be the rallying cry not just for radical fellow-travellers, but the visionaries who would shortly precipitate a literary renaissance the effects of which resonated for many decades to come. Among those following the pamphlet war as it unfolded was a young Cambridge undergraduate called William Wordsworth who, years later in The Thirteen-Book Prelude, would recall having read ‘the master pamphlets of the day’ (ix 97).
    Price was treading dangerously; a few years later his ‘ardour for liberty’ would have led him and his publisher to be tried for sedition. These two brief extracts from the Discourse offer something of its remarkable courage and energy. When they were composed the storming of the Bastille was still news; less than a month before, 20,000 people had stormed Versailles and ‘escorted’ the King and Queen to Paris in what many saw as one of the most sinister developments in the Revolution so far. Louis’s execution would wait until January 1793, but for many it was prefigured in the events of the summer and autumn of 1789.
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[On Representation]
From A Discourse on the Love of our Country (I789)
When the representation is fair and equal, and at the same time vested with such powers as our House of Commons possesses, a kingdom may be said to govern itself, and consequently to possess true liberty. When the representation is partial, a kingdom possesses liberty only partially; and if extremely partial, it only gives a semblance of liberty. But if not only extremely partial, but corruptly chosen, and under corrupt influence after being chosen, it becomes a nuisance, and produces the worst of all forms of government: a government by corruption, a government carried on and supported by spreading venality and profligacy through a kingdom.
May heaven preserve this kingdom from a calamity so dreadful! It is the point of depravity to which abuses under such a government as ours naturally tend, and the last stage of national unhappiness. We are at present, I hope, at a great distance from it. But it cannot be pretended that there are no advances towards it, or that there is no reason for apprehension and alarm.
The inadequateness of our representation has been long a subject of complaint.1 This is, in truth, our fundamental grievance, and I do not think that anything is much more our duty (as men who love their country and are grateful for the Revolution)2 than to unite our zeal in endeavouring to get it redressed. At the time of the American war, associations were formed for this purpose in London and other parts of the kingdom, and our present Minister himself has, since that war, directed to it an effort which made him a favourite with many of us.3 But all attention to it seems now lost, and the probability is that this inattention will continue and that nothing will be done towards gaining for us this essential blessing till some great calamity again alarms our fears, or till some great abuse of power again provokes our resentment – or perhaps till the acquisition of a pure and equal representation by other countries (while we are mocked with the shadow)4 kindles our shame.
On Representation
1 The inadequateness…complaint Few working people, and no women, had the vote.
2 Revolution the Glorious Revolution of 1688, when the Protestant William of Orange displaced the Stuart dynasty that dated back to James I.
3 At the time…us In the early 1780s the Prime Minister, William Pitt the Younger (‘our present Minister’), advocated peace with the American colonies, economic reform, and reform of parliamentary representation. Such organizations as the Constitutional Society (established 1780) lobbied for parliamentary reform.
4 ‘A representation chosen principally by the Treasury, and a few thousands of the dregs of the people, who are generally paid for their votes’ (Price’s footnote).
Prospects for Reform1
From A Discourse on the Love of our Country (I789)
What an eventful period is this! I am thankful that I have lived to see it, and I could almost say, ‘Lord, now lettest thou thy servant depart in peace, for mine eyes have seen thy salvation.’2 I have lived to see a diffusion of knowledge which has undermined superstition and error; I have lived to see the rights of men better understood than ever, and nations panting for liberty which seemed to have lost the idea of it. I have lived to see thirty millions of people,3 indignant and resolute, spurning at slavery, and demanding liberty with an irresistible voice, their King led in triumph, and an arbitrary monarch surrendering himself to his subjects.4
After sharing in the benefits of one revolution, I have been spared to be a witness to two other revolutions, both glorious.5 And now, methinks, I see the ardour for liberty catching and spreading; a general amendment beginning in human affairs; the dominion of kings changed for the dominion of laws, and the dominion of priests giving way to the dominion of reason and conscience.
Be encouraged, all ye friends of freedom, and writers in its defence! The times are auspicious. Your labours have not been in vain. Behold kingdoms admonished by you, starting from sleep, breaking their fetters, and claiming justice from their oppressors! Behold the light you have struck out, after setting America free,6 reflected to France and there kindled into a blaze that lays despotism in ashes, and warms and illuminates Europe!
Tremble all ye oppressors of the world! Take warning all ye supporters of slavish governments and slavish hierarchies! Call no more (absurdly and wickedly) reformation, innovation. You cannot now hold the world in darkness. Struggle no longer against increasing light and liberality. Restore to mankind their rights, and consent to the correction of abuses, before they and you are destroyed together.
Prospects for Reform
1 This was one of the most celebrated parts of Price’s Discourse, thanks to the fact that the first paragraph of it was quoted by Burke in his Reflections, with the following introduction:
   Plots, massacres, assassinations seem to some people a trivial price for obtaining a revolution. Cheap, bloodless reformation, a guiltless liberty appear flat and vapid to their taste. There must be a great change of scene; there must be a magnificent stage effect; there must be a grand spectacle to rouse the imagination grown torpid with the lazy enjoyment of sixty years’ security and the still unanimating repose of public prosperity. The preacher found them all in the French Revolution. This inspires a juvenile warmth through his whole frame. His enthusiasm kindles as he advances; and when he arrives at his peroration it is in a full blaze. Then viewing, from the Pisgah of his pulpit, the free, moral, happy, flourishing and glorious state of France as in a bird’s-eye landscape of a promised land, he breaks out into the following rapture …
2 Lord…thy salvation from Luke 2:29–30.
3 thirty millions of people the population of France.
4 their King…subjects A reference to the storming of Versailles by 20,000 people, and compelled ‘escort’ of the French royal family to Paris, less than a month before.
5 After sharing…glorious Price sees himself as a beneficiary of the Glorious Revolution; he also witnessed (and supported) both the American Revolution, which resulted in independence from Britain in 1776, and the French Revolution.
6 setting America free The Treaty of Paris, confirming the independence of America, was signed on 3 September 1783. Washington was elected first President of the Republic in 1789 (until 1797).

Thomas Warton (1728–1790)
    ‘Thomas Warton was a man of taste and genius’, Hazlitt wrote. ‘His sonnets I cannot help preferring to any in the language.’1 It may seem odd to us that Hazlitt preferred Warton to Surrey, Shakespeare, Sidney, Donne, Daniel and Wyatt, but his endorsement is a reminder of Warton’s standing among the Romantics, and should alert us to the qualities they valued in him.
    The son of Thomas Warton the elder (c.1688–1745), Warton the Younger was to become one of the foremost poets and literary historians of his time. He studied at Trinity College, Oxford, where he remained as Fellow and Tutor (1751 onwards), Professor of Poetry (1757–67), and Camden Professor of History (1785). Though appointed Poet Laureate in 1785 much of his best verse was by then behind him – and in many ways his most enduring achievement turned out to be his History of Poetry (1774–81). Three volumes were published by the time he died, and although 88 pages of a fourth were printed during his lifetime they were not to be published until it was finished by others in 1824. The History revived interest in medieval and sixteenth-century poetry, and anticipated the Romantic movement in its shift away from the neo-classicism of earlier periods.
    Wordsworth and Coleridge were not 21 at his death (Wordsworth was up at Cambridge, Coleridge a schoolboy at Christ’s Hospital in London), but they knew his poetry, and like many young writers found their interest in the sonnet roused by his efforts. They recognized the influence of To the River Lodon on Bowles’s To the Itchin and Smith’s To the River Arun (see p. 99), a tradition which would inform Coleridge’s To the River Otter (p. 618) and Wordsworth’s address to the Derwent in the Two-Part Prelude. David Fairer helpfully observes of Warton’s famous sonnet:
In this meditation on loss, continuity, and gain, the crucial concept is the return to the source, the re-establishing of contact with the ‘native stream’. The gap between past and present selves does not close, but each is thrown into relief by the experience. The ‘sweet native stream’ here is not a Painite originating moment when his identity was inaugurated, but a Burkean recovery of history. ‘Tracing back’ the interval between, Warton recognizes ‘marks’ both of pleasure and of sorrow, but thanks to the river he remains in touch with a sense of his developing life and what it owes to the past.2
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Sonnet IX. To the River Lodon1
From Poems (1777)
Ah! what a weary race my feet have run
   Since first I trod thy banks with alders crowned,
   And thought my way was all through fairy ground
   Beneath thy azure sky and golden sun,
Where first my muse to lisp her notes begun.2       5
   While pensive memory traces back the round
   Which fills the varied interval between,
   Much pleasure, more of sorrow, marks the scene.
Sweet native stream, those skies and suns so pure
No more return to cheer my evening road;       I0
   Yet still one joy remains – that not obscure,
Nor useless, all my vacant days have flowed,
   From youth’s gay dawn to manhood’s prime mature,
   Nor with the muse’s laurel3 unbestowed.
To the River Lodon
1 The River Loddon runs through Basingstoke, where Warton was born, and where his father was vicar and headmaster of the Grammar School.
2 Where first…begun Warton lived in Basingstoke until 1744, when he matriculated at Trinity College, Oxford, and his earliest poems were composed there. His earliest known poem is Birds Nesting in Dunsfold Orchard, written when he was 7 or 8.
3 muse’s laurel i.e. poetic fame. Warton was well established as a major poet by the time he became Professor of Poetry at Oxford in 1757.
Thomas Warton
1 Howe ix 242.
2 David Fairer, Organizing Poetry: The Coleridge Circle, 1790–1798 (Oxford, 2009), pp. 108–9.

Edmund Burke (1729/30–1797)
Burke founded modern Conservative thought in Britain, and for his intellectual contribution to philosophical and political thought might be regarded as a godfather of Romanticism. He was raised in an atmosphere of religious tolerance – his father was a Protestant, his mother a Catholic. A native of Dublin, he was brought up as a Protestant and graduated from Trinity College (1747–8) before moving to London where he studied law at the Middle Temple. The legal profession was never to his taste, and he was not called to the bar; literary work was more appealing.
    He was only 19 when he composed one of his most influential and important books, A Philosophical Enquiry into the Origin of our Ideas of the Sublime and Beautiful (1757), which explores the nature of ‘negative’ pleasures – the mixed experience of pleasure and pain, attraction and terror. Its central innovation was to question the classical ideal of clarity, arguing that vagueness and obscurity were more evocative of the unknown and the infinite. Fear (a desirable sensation for Burke) is diminished by knowledge, but heightened by veiled intimations – something he demonstrates by citing Milton’s description of Death, where ‘all is dark, uncertain, confused, terrible and sublime to the last degree’. Burke’s central conceit, that the instinct for self-preservation was associated with apprehensions of pain and danger and thereby with a sense of the sublime, would strike a chord not merely among intellectuals, but among admirers of the Gothic, a genre that enjoyed its heyday in the decades following the appearance of Horace Walpole’s Castle of Otranto in 1765. The Philosophical Enquiry was a revolution in artistic and literary thought, and besides providing a licence for the popular cult of the Gothic would have a tremendous impact on the Romantic poets; see, for instance, Wordsworth’s climbing of Snowdon (pp. 578–82), De Quincey’s account of opium addiction (pp. 839–41), Byron’s Childe Harold Canto III (p. 890), and Shelley’s Hymn to Intellectual Beauty (pp. 1101–3).
    In 1765 Burke was appointed secretary to the Marquis of Rockingham, then Prime Minister, entering Parliament in the same year as MP for Wendover. A Whig, he was not afraid to champion liberal causes. He favoured liberty of commerce and defended the rights of the colonies, especially America – a subject on which he published. He opposed the control exercised over Parliament by allies of George III; supported the cause of Irish Catholics; campaigned for the emancipation of British India and the abolition of the slave trade. His efforts to halt slavery in British colonies won him the admiration and friendship of Hannah More and the Bluestockings. By this time he had acquired the reputation of an orator; it was said ‘he was the most eloquent man of his time: his wisdom was greater than his eloquence’.1
    He was 60 by the time the Bastille fell in July 1789. The storming of Versailles in October, and Price’s Discourse (see pp. 4–6), led him to compose Reflections on the Revolution in France (1790). The selections below include his lament for the age of chivalry and paean to Marie Antoinette, ‘glittering like the morning star, full of life and splendour and joy’. It is interesting to compare his view with that of Charlotte Smith in The Emigrants (see p. 104).
    His Whig colleagues (particularly Charles James Fox) were horrified by his abandonment of liberal politics, and Reflections alienated him from them. George III was delighted: he declared it to be ‘a book which every gentleman ought to read!’ (Wu vi 215). In subsequent works, Burke would go further, advising the government to suppress free opinion at home. This apparent inconsistency can be explained by the fact that the American Revolution (which he supported) was, as he saw it, fought on behalf of traditional rights and liberties which the English government had infringed. The French Revolution was intended to introduce a new order of things based on a rationalistic philosophy which he regarded as bogus. To him, it seemed that liberty was championed as a metaphysical abstraction; equality was contrary to nature and therefore impossible to achieve; fraternity was ‘cant and gibberish’.
    Burke saw man as essentially evil and in need of strict regulation. He believed not in the egalitarian principles that drove the French revolutionaries, but in judgements derived from the reason of the ages. Released from belief in a divine creator, Burke could regard the wisdom of the human mind as no more than a poor substitute. In his view society depended on safeguards which had stood the test of time – hence his support of Englishness, and the view that the English form of government (for all its faults) was divinely sanctioned. If this seems eccentric, it is worth remembering that the Reflections has remained an enduringly popular work. Priced at three shillings (the equivalent of £10 or US$18 today), it sold 30,000 copies in the first two years of publication. It was quickly translated into both French and German, and its arguments became common currency in ideological discourse of the 1790s. It was in response that Thomas Paine composed his manifesto for republicanism, The Rights of Man (1791–2).
    At the time Reflections appeared, Wordsworth was (as he later recalled) ‘hot’ in the radical cause, and reacted with outrage, composing a defence of regicide entitled ‘A Letter to the Bishop of Llandaff’, which fortunately for him was not published. (Had it been, it would almost certainly have precipitated his arrest and trial.) In later years he came to revise his judgement, valuing Burke for his achievement as a conservative thinker, and inserted a tribute to him in The Fourteen-Book Prelude (see pp. 591–2). Though Coleridge seems not to have held Burke in particularly high regard, his later prose works,Lay Sermons (1816–17) and On the Constitution of Church and State (1830), were strongly influenced by him. Of all the Romantics, Hazlitt was perhaps one of the most openly admiring: Burke was one of his heroes, along with Rousseau. He loved his oratory, even if he did not always agree with what he said. ‘I cannot help looking upon him as the chief boast and ornament of the English House of Commons’, he wrote, adding that he was a ‘man of clear understanding, of strong sense, and subtle reasoning’. 2
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Obscurity
From A Philosophical Enquiry into the Origins of our Ideas of the Sublime and Beautiful (1757)
To make anything very terrible,1 obscurity seems in general to be necessary. When we know the full extent of any danger, when we can accustom our eyes to it, a great deal of the apprehension vanishes. Everyone will be sensible of this who considers how greatly night adds to our dread in all cases of danger, and how much the notions of ghosts and goblins (of which none can form clear ideas) affect minds, which give credit2 to the popular tales concerning such sorts of beings.
Those despotic governments which are founded on the passions of men – and principally upon the passion of fear – keep their chief as much as may be from the public eye. The policy has been the same in many cases of religion; almost all the heathen temples were dark. Even in the barbarous temples of the Americans3 at this day, they keep their idol in a dark part of the hut, which is consecrated to his worship. For this purpose too the druids performed all their ceremonies in the bosom of the darkest woods, and in the shade of the oldest and most spreading oaks.4
No person seems better to have understood the secret of heightening, or of setting terrible things (if I may use the expression) in their strongest light by the force of a judicious obscurity, than Milton. His description of Death in the second Book is admirably studied; it is astonishing with what a gloomy pomp, with what a significant and expressive uncertainty of strokes and colouring he has finished the portrait of the king of terrors.
                                             The other shape
(If shape it might be called) that shape had none
Distinguishable in member, joint, or limb;
Or substance might be called that shadow seemed,
For each seemed either. Black he stood as night,
Fierce as ten furies, terrible as hell,
And shook a deadly dart. What seemed his head
The likeness of a kingly crown had on.
                                                Paradise Lost ii 666–73)
In this description all is dark, uncertain, confused, terrible and sublime to the last degree.
Obscurity
1 terrible terrifying.
2 credit credibility.
3 the Americans Red Indians.
4 For this purpose…spreading oaks In the eighteenth century it was believed, erroneously, that druids performed human sacrifices in woods. They were frequently described doing so in antiquarian or poetic works.
History will record…1
From Reflections on the Revolution in France (1790)
History will record that on the morning of the 6th of October 1789, the King and Queen of France, after a day of confusion, alarm, dismay, and slaughter, lay down, under the pledged security of public faith, to indulge nature in a few hours of respite, and troubled, melancholy repose. From this sleep the queen was first startled by the sentinel at her door, who cried out to her to save herself by flight – that this was the last proof of fidelity he could give – that they were upon him, and he was dead. Instantly he was cut down. A band of cruel ruffians and assassins, reeking with his blood, rushed into the chamber of the Queen and pierced with a hundred strokes of bayonets and poniards the bed, from whence this persecuted woman had but just time to fly almost naked and, through ways unknown to the murderers, had escaped to seek refuge at the feet of a King and husband not secure of his own life for a moment.
This King, to say no more of him, and this Queen, and their infant children (who once would have been the pride and hope of a great and generous people) were then forced to abandon the sanctuary of the most splendid palace in the world, which they left swimming in blood, polluted by massacre and strewed with scattered limbs and mutilated carcasses. Thence they were conducted into the capital of their kingdom.
Two had been selected from the unprovoked, unresisted, promiscuous slaughter, which was made of the gentlemen of birth and family who composed the king’s bodyguard. These two gentlemen, with all the parade of an execution of justice, were cruelly and publicly dragged to the block and beheaded in the great court of the palace. Their heads were stuck upon spears and led the procession, whilst the royal captives who followed in the train were slowly moved along, amidst the horrid yells, and shrilling screams, and frantic dances, and infamous contumelies, and all the unutterable abominations of the furies of hell in the abused shape of the vilest of women. After they had been made to taste, drop by drop, more than the bitterness of death in the slow torture of a journey of twelve miles, protracted to six hours, they were, under a guard composed of those very soldiers who had thus conducted them through this famous triumph, lodged in one of the old palaces of Paris, now converted into a bastille for kings.2
Is this a triumph to be consecrated at altars? to be commemorated with grateful thanksgiving? to be offered to the divine humanity with fervent prayer and enthusiastic ejaculation? These Theban and Thracian orgies,3 acted in France and applauded only in the Old Jewry,4 I assure you, kindle prophetic enthusiasm in the minds but of very few people in this kingdom, although a saint and apostle, who may have revelations of his own and who has so completely vanquished all the mean superstitions of the heart, may incline to think it pious and decorous to compare it with the entrance into the world of the Prince of Peace, proclaimed in a holy temple by a venerable sage, and not long before not worse announced by the voice of angels to the quiet innocence of shepherds.
History will Record
1 This lurid account of what took place at Versailles, when a mob stormed the royal palace and escorted Louis XVI and Marie Antoinette to Paris, is vividly recounted by Burke.
2 one of the…for kings the Tuileries.
3 Theban and Thracian orgies Thebes, the principal city of Boeotia, was associated in Greek legend with Dionysiac orgies, which were commonly believed to have been imported from Thrace. The orgiastic rites of Cotys were also introduced to Athens from Thrace.
4 applauded only in the Old Jewry where Richard Price delivered his sermon and discourse.
The age of chivalry is gone
From Reflections on the Revolution in France (1790)
I hear that the august person1 who was the principal object of our preacher’s triumph,2 though he supported himself, felt much on that shameful occasion. As a man, it became him to feel for his wife and his children, and the faithful guards of his person that were massacred in cold blood about him; as a prince, it became him to feel for the strange and frightful transformation of his civilized subjects, and to be more grieved for them than solicitous for himself. It derogates little from his fortitude, while it adds infinitely to the honour of his humanity. I am very sorry to say it, very sorry indeed, that such personages are in a situation in which it is not unbecoming in us to praise the virtues of the great.
I hear, and I rejoice to hear, that the great lady,3 the other object of the triumph, has borne that day (one is interested that beings made for suffering should suffer well), and that she bears all the succeeding days, that she bears the imprisonment of her husband, and her own captivity, and the exile of her friends, and the insulting adulation of addresses, and the whole weight of her accumulated wrongs, with a serene patience, in a manner suited to her rank and race, and becoming the offspring of a sovereign distinguished for her piety and her courage; that, like her, she has lofty sentiments; that she feels with the dignity of a Roman matron; that in the last extremity she will save herself from the last disgrace; and that, if she must fall, she will fall by no ignoble hand.
It is now sixteen or seventeen years4 since I saw the Queen of France, then the dauphiness,5 at Versailles, and surely never lighted on this orb, which she hardly seemed to touch, a more delightful vision. I saw her just above the horizon, decorating and cheering the elevated sphere she just began to move in – glittering like the morning star, full of life and splendour and joy. Oh what a revolution! and what a heart must I have to contemplate without emotion that elevation and that fall! Little did I dream when she added titles of veneration to those of enthusiastic, distant, respectful love, that she should ever be obliged to carry the sharp antidote against disgrace concealed in that bosom; little did I dream that I should have lived to see such disasters fallen upon her in a nation of gallant men, in a nation of men of honour and of cavaliers. I thought ten thousand swords must have leaped from their scabbards to avenge even a look that threatened her with insult. But the age of chivalry is gone.
That of sophisters,6 economists, and calculators7 has succeeded; and the glory of Europe is extinguished forever. Never, never more shall we behold that generous loyalty to rank and sex, that proud submission, that dignified obedience, that subordination of the heart which kept alive, even in servitude itself, the spirit of an exalted freedom. The unbought grace of life, the cheap defence of nations, the nurse of manly sentiment and heroic enterprise, is gone! It is gone, that sensibility of principle, that chastity of honour which felt a stain like a wound, which inspired courage whilst it mitigated ferocity, which ennobled whatever it touched, and under which vice itself lost half its evil by losing all its grossness.
This mixed system of opinion and sentiment had its origin in the ancient chivalry; and the principle, though varied in its appearance by the varying state of human affairs, subsisted and influenced through a long succession of generations even to the time we live in. If it should ever be totally extinguished, the loss I fear will be great. It is this which has given its character to modern Europe. It is this which has distinguished it under all its forms of government, and distinguished it to its advantage, from the states of Asia and possibly from those states which flourished in the most brilliant periods of the antique world.8 It was this which, without confounding ranks, had produced a noble equality and handed it down through all the gradations of social life. It was this opinion which mitigated kings into companions and raised private men to be fellows with kings. Without force or opposition, it subdued the fierceness of pride and power, it obliged sovereigns to submit to the soft collar of social esteem, compelled stern authority to submit to elegance, and gave a domination, vanquisher of laws, to be subdued by manners.
But now all is to be changed. All the pleasing illusions which made power gentle and obedience liberal, which harmonized the different shades of life, and which, by a bland assimilation, incorporated into politics the sentiments which beautify and soften private society, are to be dissolved by this new conquering empire of light and reason. All the decent drapery of life is to be rudely torn off. All the super-added ideas, furnished from the wardrobe of a moral imagination, which the heart owns and the understanding ratifies as necessary to cover the defects of our naked, shivering nature, and to raise it to dignity in our own estimation, are to be exploded as a ridiculous, absurd, and antiquated fashion.
On this scheme of things, a king is but a man, a queen is but a woman; a woman is but an animal, and an animal not of the highest order. All homage paid to the sex in general as such, and without distinct views, is to be regarded as romance and folly. Regicide, and parricide,9 and sacrilege are but fictions of superstition, corrupting jurisprudence10 by destroying its simplicity. The murder of a king, or a queen, or a bishop, or a father are only common homicide; and if the people are by any chance or in any way gainers by it, a sort of homicide much the most pardonable, and into which we ought not to make too severe a scrutiny…
We are but too apt to consider things in the state in which we find them, without sufficiently adverting to the causes by which they have been produced and possibly may be upheld. Nothing is more certain than that our manners, our civilization, and all the good things which are connected with manners and with civilization have, in this European world of ours, depended for ages upon two principles and were, indeed, the result of both combined: I mean the spirit of a gentleman and the spirit of religion. The nobility and the clergy, the one by profession, the other by patronage, kept learning in existence, even in the midst of arms and confusions, and whilst governments were rather in their causes than formed. Learning paid back what it received to nobility and to priesthood, and paid it with usury, by enlarging their ideas and by furnishing their minds. Happy if they had all continued to know their indissoluble union and their proper place! Happy if learning, not debauched by ambition, had been satisfied to continue the instructor, and not aspired to be the master! Along with its natural protectors and guardians, learning will be cast into the mire and trodden down under the hoofs of a swinish multitude.1 1
The Age of Chivalry is Gone
1 the august person Louis XVI.
2 our preacher’s triumph a tart reference to Richard Price’s discourse.
3 the great lady Marie Antoinette.
4 sixteen or seventeen years Burke visited France in 1773.
5 dauphiness wife of the dauphin (eldest son of the King of France).
6 sophisters specious philosophers (such as Rousseau).
7 calculators mathematicians.
8 the antique world Burke looks back to Ancient Greece and Rome.
9 parricide murder of one’s ruler.
10 jurisprudence the legal system.
11 the hoofs of a swinish multitude This was a particularly inflammatory remark, the inspiration of many angry responses in satirical pamphlets and periodicals. Thomas Spence called one of his periodicals Pig’s Meat or Lessons for the Swinish Multitude, each bearing a frontispiece showing a pig trampling on the orb and sceptre.
On Englishness
From Reflections on the Revolution in France (1790)
I almost venture to affirm that not one in a hundred amongst us participates in the ‘triumph’ of the Revolution Society.1 If the King and Queen of France and their children were to fall into our hands by the chance of war in the most acrimonious of all hostilities (I deprecate such an event, I deprecate such hostility), they would be treated with another sort of triumphal entry into London. We formerly have had a king of France in that situation;2 you have read how he was treated by the victor in the field, and in what manner he was afterwards received in England. Four hundred years have gone over us, but I believe we are not materially changed since that period.
Thanks to our sullen resistance to innovation, thanks to the cold sluggishness of our national character, we still bear the stamp of our forefathers. We have not (as I conceive) lost the generosity and dignity of thinking of the fourteenth century, nor as yet have we subtilized3 ourselves into savages.4 We are not the converts of Rousseau; we are not the disciples of Voltaire; Helvetius has made no progress amongst us.5 Atheists are not our preachers; madmen are not our lawgivers. We know that we have made no discoveries, and we think that no discoveries are to be made in morality – nor many in the great principles of government, nor in the ideas of liberty which were understood long before we were born, altogether as well as they will be after the grave has heaped its mould upon our presumption, and the silent tomb shall have imposed its law on our pert loquacity.6
In England we have not yet been completely embowelled of our natural entrails; we still feel within us, and we cherish and cultivate, those inbred sentiments7 which are the faithful guardians, the active monitors8 of our duty, the true supporters of all liberal and manly9 morals. We have not been drawn and trussed10 in order that we may be filled, like stuffed birds in a museum, with chaff and rags and paltry blurred shreds of paper about the rights of man. We preserve the whole of our feelings still native and entire, unsophisticated11 by pedantry and infidelity. We have real hearts of flesh and blood beating in our bosoms. We fear God. We look up with awe to kings, with affection to parliaments, with duty to magistrates, with reverence to priests, and with respect to nobility. Why? Because when such ideas are brought before our minds, it is natural to be so affected; because all other feelings are false and spurious, and tend to corrupt our minds, to vitiate our primary morals, to render us unfit for rational liberty, and (by teaching us a servile, licentious, and abandoned insolence) to be our low sport for a few holidays, to make us perfectly fit for, and justly deserving of slavery, through the whole course of our lives.
You see, sir,12 that in this enlightened age I am bold enough to confess that we are generally men of untaught13 feelings, that instead of casting away all our old prejudices, we cherish them to a very considerable degree and, to take more shame to ourselves, we cherish them because they are prejudices. And the longer they have lasted, and the more generally they have prevailed, the more we cherish them.
We are afraid to put men to live and trade each on his own private stock of reason,14 because we suspect that this stock in each man is small, and that the individuals would do better to avail themselves of the general bank and capital of nations and of ages. Many of our men of speculation,15 instead of exploding general prejudices, employ their sagacity to discover the latent wisdom which prevails in them. If they find what they seek (and they seldom fail), they think it more wise to continue the prejudice, with the reason involved, than to cast away the coat of prejudice, and to leave nothing but the naked reason – because prejudice, with its reason, has a motive to give action to that reason, and an affection which will give it permanence. Prejudice is of ready application in the emergency; it previously engages the mind in a steady course of wisdom and virtue, and does not leave the man hesitating in the moment of decision – sceptical, puzzled and unresolved. Prejudice renders a man’s virtue his habit, and not a series of unconnected acts. Through just prejudice, his duty becomes a part of his nature.
On Englishness
1 the ‘triumph’ of the Revolution Society Richard Price delivered his Discourse to the London Revolution Society on 4 November 1789 (see pp. 4–6).
2 We formerly have had…situation John II of France, captured by the Black Prince at the Battle of Poitiers in 1356, died in captivity, London, 1364.
3 subtilized refined.
4 savages Jean-Jacques Rousseau (1712–78) had written in praise of primitive man for living according to innate need, unspoilt by the inequality and over-refinement found in ‘civilized’ societies.
5 The writings of Rousseau, François-Marie Arouet de Voltaire (1694–1778), and Claude-Adrien Helvétius (1715–71) strongly influenced revolutionary thought and action in the eighteenth century.
6 pert loquacity impudent chatter.
7 inbred sentiments innate feelings.
8 monitors reminders.
9 manly humane.
10 drawn and trussed After disembowelling (drawing) a bird, its wings were pinned to its sides with skewers (trussing).
11 unsophisticated uncontaminated.
12 sir Richard Price.
13 untaught natural, spontaneous.
14 reason Radicals placed their faith in the redemptive power of reason; the culmination of that argument would be Godwin’s Political Justice (see pp. 157–60).
15 speculation intelligence, wisdom.
Society is a Contract
From Reflections on the Revolution in France (1790)
Society is indeed a contract.1 Subordinate contracts for objects of mere occasional interest may be dissolved at pleasure, but the state ought not to be considered as nothing better than a partnership agreement in a trade of pepper and coffee, calico or tobacco, or some other such low concern, to be taken up for a little temporary interest, and to be dissolved by the fancy of the parties. It is to be looked on with other reverence because it is not a partnership in things subservient only to the gross animal existence of a temporary and perishable nature.
It is a partnership in all science,2 a partnership in all art,3 a partnership in every virtue and in all perfection. As the ends4 of such a partnership cannot be obtained in many generations,5 it becomes a partnership not only between those who are living, but between those who are living, those who are dead, and those who are to be born. Each contract of each particular state is but a clause in the great primeval contract of eternal society, linking the lower with the higher natures, connecting the visible and invisible world6 according to a fixed compact sanctioned by the inviolable oath which holds all physical and all moral natures each in their appointed place. This law is not subject to the will of those who, by an obligation above them and infinitely superior, are bound to submit their will to that law. The municipal corporations of that universal kingdom7 are not morally at liberty at their pleasure, and on their speculations of a contingent improvement wholly to separate and tear asunder the bands of their subordinate community, and to dissolve it into an unsocial, uncivil, unconnected chaos of elementary principles.
It is the first and supreme necessity only, a necessity that is not chosen but chooses, a necessity paramount to deliberation, that admits no discussion and demands no evidence, which alone can justify a resort to anarchy. This necessity is no exception to the rule because this necessity itself is a part too of that moral and physical disposition of things to which man must be obedient by consent or force. But if that which is only submission to necessity should be made the object of choice, the law is broken, nature is disobeyed, and the rebellious are outlawed, cast forth, and exiled from this world8 of reason, and order, and peace, and virtue, and fruitful penitence, into the antagonist world of madness, discord, vice, confusion, and unavailing sorrow.
These, my dear sir, are, were, and I think long will be the sentiments of not the least learned and reflecting part of this kingdom. They who are included in this description form their opinions on such grounds as such persons ought to form them; the less enquiring receive them from an authority which those whom providence dooms to live on trust need not be ashamed to rely on. These two sorts of men move in the same direction, though in a different place. They both move with the order of the universe. They all know or feel this great ancient truth: ‘Quod illi principi et praepotenti deo qui omnem hunc mundum regit, nihil eorum quae quidem fiant in terris acceptius quam concilia et caetus hominum jure sociati quae civitates appellantur.’9 They take this tenet of the head and heart not from the great name which it immediately bears, nor from the greater from whence it is derived, but from that which alone can give true weight and sanction to any learned opinion: the common nature and common relation of men.
Persuaded that all things ought to be done with reference, and referring all to the point of reference to which all should be directed,10 they think themselves bound (not only as individuals in the sanctuary of the heart, or as congregated in that personal capacity) to renew the memory of their high origin and caste; but also in their corporate character to perform their national homage to the institutor and author and protector of civil society, without which civil society man could not by any possibility arrive at the perfection of which his nature is capable, nor even make a remote and faint approach to it.
They conceive that He who gave our nature to be perfected by our virtue willed also the necessary means of its perfection. He willed therefore the state; He willed its connection with the source and original archetype of all perfection. They who are convinced of this His will (which is the law of laws and the sovereign of sovereigns) cannot think it reprehensible that this our corporate fealty and homage, that this our recognition of a signiory paramount11 (I had almost said this oblation12 of the state itself), as a worthy offering on the high altar of universal praise, should be performed as all public solemn acts are performed – in buildings, in music, in decoration, in speech, in the dignity of persons, according to the customs of mankind, taught by their nature; that is, with modest splendour, with unassuming state, with mild majesty and sober pomp.
For those purposes they think some part of the wealth of the country is as usefully employed as it can be, in fomenting13 the luxury of individuals. It is the public ornament; it is the public consolation; it nourishes the public hope. The poorest man finds his own importance and dignity in it, whilst the wealth and pride of individuals at every moment makes the man of humble rank and fortune sensible of his inferiority, and degrades and vilifies his condition. It is for the man in humble life – and to raise his nature, and to put him in mind of a state14 in which the privileges of opulence will cease, when he will be equal by nature, and may be more than equal by virtue – that this portion of the general wealth of his country is employed and sanctified.
I assure you I do not aim at singularity.15 I give you opinions which have been accepted amongst us from very early times to this moment, with a continued and general approbation, and which indeed are so worked into my mind that I am unable to distinguish what I have learned from others from the results of my own meditation.
Society is a Contract
1 Society is indeed a contract In his Contrat social (1762), Rousseau had argued that genuine political society could only be formed through a social pact, or free association of intelligent human beings who choose the kind of government to which they will owe allegiance. Burke invokes Rousseau’s notion so as to revise it.
2 science knowledge.
3 art skill.
4 ends aims, objectives.
5 in many generations i.e. it takes many generations.
6 the visible and invisible world i.e. earth and heaven.
7 The municipal corporations of that universal kingdom i.e. the universe (heaven as well as earth).
8 nature is disobeyed…world Burke’s parallel is with Adam and Eve, cast out of Eden for eating the fruit of the tree of knowledge.
9 ‘To the great and all-powerful God who rules this entire universe, nothing is more pleasing than the unions and gatherings of men bound together by laws that are called states’ (Cicero, Dream of Scipio III 5 [13]).
10 the point of reference to which all should be directed God.
11 signiory paramount executive authority.
12 oblation devotional offering.
13 fomenting encouraging.
14 a state heaven.
15 singularity eccentricity.
1 This phrase is quoted by Hazlitt in his 1807 essay on Burke, but no source has been traced.
2 Wu iv 280–1. For more on Hazlitt’s fascination with Burke, see David Bromwich, Hazlitt: The Mind of a Critic (New Haven, 1999).

William Cowper (1731–1800)
    Cowper is not a Romantic poet; he was contemporary with George Washington, Joseph Haydn, Catherine the Great of Russia, and Edmund Burke (who was two years his senior). He earns his place here as an innovator in verse, particularly The Task (1785), a blank verse poem which opened up new possibilities to be exploited by Coleridge and Wordsworth.
    The loss of his mother when he was 6, and persecution by an older boy at school, led to mental imbalance from which Cowper (pronounced ‘Cooper’) was to suffer for the rest of his life. He attended Westminster School, where he formed some close friendships, and on leaving was enrolled by his father in the Middle Temple where he was to study the law. It was a profession he came to detest, and though he kept terms before being called to the bar in 1754, he felt no obligation to practise. By this time he had fallen completely in love with his cousin, Theadora. Their relationship was frowned upon by both fathers, which led Cowper to become depressed.
    Told by Theadora’s father he was in no position to take care of her, Cowper took up his profession as a lawyer, but his heart was not in it. He was more interested in writing poetry, translating, and taking occasional jobs in Grub Street. For years, Theadora was not allowed either to meet William or speak of him, and the strain of this began to take a toll on her health. It became clear to her father that things had to change – but he wanted his future son-in-law to have a reliable income and profession. It was in his gift to offer Cowper the post of clerk of journals of the House of Lords, but in order to qualify, Cowper would have to be examined at the bar of the House. This was the kind of strain to which he was not equal. Crippled by a lack of confidence, he was unable to propose marriage to Theadora, and had what amounted to a nervous breakdown. A week before the examination he bought a half-ounce of laudanum, meaning to commit suicide. Unable to swallow it, he stabbed himself with his penknife, tried to drown himself, and then attempted to hang himself with a garter, which broke just before he lost consciousness. He lost Theadora and the job forever.
    Cowper at first sought shelter with Reverend Martin Madan, a Methodist who emphasized original sin and salvation by grace. At this stage he believed himself ‘devoted to destruction’ by an angry God. After a while he went to stay at the Collegium Insanorum in St Albans run by Dr Nathaniel Cotton, where he remained in a suicidal condition until on 24 July 1764 his mood underwent a miraculous change after reading the Bible. This precipitated a calmer period in his life, and in June 1765 he moved to rural Huntingdon, having decided to leave London forever. There he befriended the Reverend Morley Unwin, a retired evangelical clergyman, and his wife Mary, with whom he decided to lodge. After Unwin’s death in 1767 Cowper moved to Olney in Buckinghamshire with Mrs Unwin and her children, where he came under the influence of the former slave-trader turned evangelical pastor John Newton.1 Newton embroiled Cowper in his scheme to evangelize to the people of Olney, persuading him to contribute most of the 66 devotional poems in Newton’s Olney Hymns (1779). Newton also persuaded Cowper to marry Mrs Unwin, for his continuing residence in her house was beginning to attract scandalized comment. But there was a reason why Cowper had not previously proposed to her: years before, he promised Theadora he would marry no one else. Unable to reveal this, he claimed to be androgynous then became suicidal once more, believing in January 1773 he heard a divine voice saying ‘Actum est de te, periisti’ (‘Your case has been decided; you have perished’). For the remainder of his life he believed himself eternally damned and never entered a church again. He found consolation in reading, gardening and rearing three young hares – Puss, Tiney and Bess.
    Composed in the ornate couplet style favoured by Pope’s successors, a good deal of Cowper’s poetry now sounds very much of its time, but The Task (1785) is a different matter. Originally conceived as a sort of a joke, when a friend suggested he write a mock-heroic poem in blank verse on the subject of ‘the sofa’, it grew into an extended meditation on all manner of subjects close to Cowper’s heart, such as the virtues of a rural existence and the evils of the education system. He explained its purpose as being ‘to discountenance the modern enthusiasm after a London life, and to recommend rural ease and leisure as friendly to piety and virtue’. This poem of six books and 5,000 lines was innovatory because of its unabashed preoccupation with the self. To us, it is a commonplace that poets draw principally on personal experience for their subject matter; we owe that assumption to the aesthetic revolution brought about by the Romantics. In Cowper’s day, it was usual for poets to compose variations on passages from the Bible, or to apostrophize such abstractions as Hope or Fear. In using an epic form for a lengthy meditation on himself, Cowper was doing something original, which was to influence the writers who came after him.
    ‘The Winter Evening’ from The Task was one of the first celebrations in verse of ‘The mind contemplative’. Distinguished by a refusal to make the kind of claims to which the Romantics would be prone (his is ‘a soul that does not always think’), Cowper provides a setting, a state of mind, and an account of the fancy that are reworked in Coleridge’s Frost at Midnight (pp. 644–9). Crazy Kate from The Task Book I is the archetype for madwomen in Romantic poetry, including Southey’s Hannah (pp. 744–5) and Margaret in Wordsworth’s The Ruined Cottage (pp. 431–44).
    The Task was a huge success, and it would sell in large quantities well into the next century. William Blake was an early admirer, as were Wordsworth and Coleridge, both of whom read it as schoolboys.
    Cowper was deeply troubled by slavery – a controversial issue towards the end of the eighteenth century, when the abolitionist campaign was gaining support, including that of MPs on both sides of the House of Commons. At first he resisted the idea of writing poems on the subject, but after repeated requests he wrote a series of ballads designed for a popular audience of which ‘Sweet Meat has Sour Sauce’ is the most successful. Written in the persona of the captain of a slave ship, it is inspired by a particular set of circumstances. On 21 May 1788 the House of Commons passed a Bill proposed by Sir William Dolben, MP for the University of Oxford. It aimed to restrict the number of slaves who could be transported from Africa to British colonies in the West
 Indies. Five days later, merchants and inhabitants of Liverpool presented a petition to the House, complaining that the Bill would put them out of business. They were supported by MPs with slave-owning interests. Fortunately, the Bill was passed in both Houses: progress towards abolition had begun. Cowper’s loathing of slavery was shared by Hannah More, Anna Laetitia Barbauld and Ann Yearsley.
    In the year he published The Task, Cowper began to translate Homer, starting with a blank verse rendering of The Iliad (1791). There were frequent episodes of depression including another suicide attempt in 1795, and after Mary Unwin’s death in December 1796 he became a virtual invalid. He continued to write poetry until shortly before his death on 25 April 1800.
Further reading
Vincent Newey, Cowper’s Poetry: A Critical Study and Reassessment (Liverpool, 1982).
Martin Priestman, Cowper’s Task: Structure and Influence (Cambridge, 1983).

[Crazy Kate]
From The Task (I785) (Book I)
There often wanders one whom better days
Saw better clad, in cloak of satin trimmed        535
With lace, and hat with splendid ribbon bound.
A serving-maid was she, and fell in love
With one who left her, went to sea, and died.
Her fancy followed him through foaming waves
To distant shores, and she would sit and weep        540
At what a sailor suffers; fancy too
(Delusive most where warmest wishes are)
Would oft anticipate his glad return
And dream of transports1 she was not to know.
She heard the doleful tidings of his death       545
And never smiled again. And now she roams
The dreary waste, there spends the livelong day,
And there, unless when Charity forbids,2
The livelong night. A tattered apron hides,
Worn as a cloak, and hardly hides a gown        550
More tattered still, and both but ill conceal
A bosom heaved with never-ceasing sighs.
She begs an idle pin of all she meets
And hoards them in her sleeve, but needful food,
Though pressed with hunger oft, or comelier clothes,        555
Though pinched with cold, asks never. Kate is crazed.
Crazy Kate
1 transports pleasures.
2 unless…forbids Charity (in the form of a householder) might save Kate from wandering at night and provide her with accommodation.
[On Slavery]
From The Task (1785) (Book II)
Oh for a lodge in some vast wilderness,
Some boundless contiguity1 of shade,
Where rumour of oppression and deceit,
Of unsuccessful or successful war
Might never reach me more! My ear is pained,       5
My soul is sick with ev’ry day’s report
Of wrong and outrage with which earth is filled.
There is no flesh in man’s obdurate heart –
It does not feel for man. The nat’ral bond
Of brotherhood is fevered as the flax       I0
That falls asunder at the touch of fire.
He finds his fellow guilty of a skin
Not coloured like his own, and having pow’r
T’ enforce the wrong, for such a worthy cause2
Dooms and devotes3 him as his lawful prey.       I5
Lands intersected by a narrow frith4
Abhor each other. Mountains interposed
Make enemies of nations who had else
Like kindred drops been mingled into one.
Thus man devotes his brother, and destroys;       20
And worse than all, and most to be deplored
As human nature’s broadest, foulest blot,
Chains him, and tasks him, and exacts his sweat
With stripes that Mercy with a bleeding heart
Weeps when she sees inflicted on a beast.       25
   Then what is man? And what man seeing this,
And having human feelings, does not blush
And hang his head to think himself a man?
I would not have a slave to till my ground,
To carry me, to fan me while I sleep       30
And tremble when I wake, for all the wealth
That sinews bought and sold have ever earned.
No, dear as freedom is, and in my heart’s
Just estimation prized above all price,
I had much rather be myself the slave       35
And wear the bonds, than fasten them on him.
We have no slaves at home – then why abroad?
And they themselves, once ferried o’er the wave
That parts us, are emancipate and loosed.5
Slaves cannot breathe in England; if their lungs       40
Receive our air, that moment they are free,
They touch our country and their shackles fall.
That’s noble, and bespeaks a nation proud
And jealous of the blessing. Spread it then,
And let it circulate through ev’ry vein       45
Of all your Empire, that where Britain’s power
Is felt, mankind may feel her mercy too.
On Slavery
1 contiguity proximity.
2 a worthy cause ironic; the cause is completely unworthy
3 devotes condemns.
4 frith estuary – perhaps a reference to the English Channel.
5 And they…loosed At the trial of the slave James Somerset in 1772 it was deemed that ‘as soon as any slave sets his foot upon English territory, he becomes free.’ This meant that a former slave who arrived in England could not be forcibly removed and returned to slavery elsewhere, and it was seen by many as a step towards complete abolition.
[The Winter Evening]
From The Task (1785) (Book IV)
Just when our drawing-rooms begin to blaze
With lights by clear reflection multiplied
From many a mirror (in which he of Gath,
Goliath,1 might have seen his giant bulk       270
Whole without stooping, tow’ring crest and all),
My pleasures too begin. But me perhaps
The glowing hearth may satisfy awhile
With faint illumination that uplifts
The shadow to the ceiling, there by fits       275
Dancing uncouthly2 to the quiv’ring flame.
   Not undelightful3 is an hour to me
So spent in parlour twilight; such a gloom
Suits well the thoughtful or unthinking mind,
The mind contemplative, with some new theme       280
Pregnant,4 or indisposed alike to all.
Laugh ye, who boast your more mercurial pow’rs
That never feel a stupor, know no pause
Nor need one. I am conscious, and confess
Fearless, a soul that does not always think.       285
Me oft has fancy ludicrous and wild
Soothed with a waking dream of houses, tow’rs,
Trees, churches, and strange visages expressed
In the red cinders, while with poring eye
I gazed, myself creating what I saw.       290
Nor less amused have I quiescent watched
The sooty films that play upon the bars –
Pendulous, and foreboding in the view
Of superstition, prophesying still,
Though still deceived, some stranger’s near approach.5       295
   ’Tis thus the understanding takes repose
In indolent vacuity of thought,
And sleeps and is refreshed. Meanwhile the face
Conceals the mood lethargic with a mask
Of deep deliberation, as6 the man       300
Were tasked to his full strength, absorbed and lost.
Thus oft reclined at ease, I lose an hour
At evening, till at length the freezing blast
That sweeps7 the bolted shutter summons home
The recollected powers and, snapping short       305
The glassy threads with which the fancy weaves
Her brittle toys, restores me to myself.
How calm is my recess, and how the frost
Raging abroad, and the rough wind, endear
The silence and the warmth enjoyed within.       3I0
   I saw the woods and fields at close of day,
A variegated show; the meadows green
Though faded, and the lands where lately waved
The golden harvest, of a mellow brown,
Upturned so lately by the forceful share.8       3I5
I saw far off the weedy fallows9 smile
With verdure not unprofitable, grazed
By flocks fast-feeding and selecting each
His fav’rite herb; while all the leafless groves
That skirt th’ horizon wore a sable hue       320
Scarce noticed in the kindred dusk of eve.
Tomorrow brings a change, a total change
Which even now – though silently performed,10
And slowly, and by most unfelt – the face
Of universal nature undergoes.       325
   Fast falls a fleecy show’r. The downy flakes
Descending, and with never-ceasing lapse
Softly alighting upon all below,
Assimilate all objects. Earth receives
Gladly the thick’ning mantle, and the green       330
And tender blade that feared the chilling blast
Escapes unhurt beneath so warm a veil.
The Winter Evening
1 he of Gath, / Goliath The story of how young David slew the giant Goliath is told at I Samuel I7.
2 uncouthly strangely.
3 Not undelightful The double negative (see also line 3I7) is symptomatic of Cowper’s relaxed manner and was used also by Wordsworth; see, for instance, ‘Not useless do I deem’ (pp. 453–7).
4 pregnant inspired. The usage is Miltonic, recalling Paradise Lost Book I, where the Holy Spirit ‘Dovelike satst brooding on the vast abyss/And mad’st it pregnant’ (ll. 2I–2).
5 Cowper alludes to the belief that the films of soot that form on the bars of log fires portend the arrival of an unexpected guest – which Coleridge’s Frost at Midnight also recalls (see p. 644 n. 3).
6 as i.e. as if.
7 sweeps sweeps [across].
8 share ploughshare.
9 weedy fallows fields lying fallow, full of weeds.
10 silently performed The starting point for Coleridge’s Frost at Midnight: ‘The frost performs its secret ministry/Unhelped by any wind.’
Sweet Meat has Sour Sauce, or The Slave-Trader in the Dumps (composed 1788)1
From Works ed. Robert Southey (15 vols, 1835–7)
A trader I am to the African shore,
But since that my trading is like to be o’er,
I’ll sing you a song that you ne’er heard before,
      Which nobody can deny, deny,
      Which nobody can deny.       5

When I first heard the news it gave me a shock,
Much like what they call an electrical knock,
And now I am going to sell off my stock,
      Which nobody can deny.

’Tis a curious assortment of dainty regales,2       I0
To tickle the Negroes with when the ship sails –
Fine chains for the neck, and a cat with nine tails,
      Which nobody can deny.

Here’s supple-jack plenty, and store of rattan3
That will wind itself round the sides of a man       I5
As close as a hoop round a bucket or can,
   Which nobody can deny.

Here’s padlocks and bolts, and screws for the thumbs
That squeeze them so lovingly till the blood comes;
They sweeten the temper like comfits4 or plums,       20
   Which nobody can deny.

When a Negro his head from his victuals withdraws
And clenches his teeth and thrusts out his paws,
Here’s a notable engine to open his jaws,5
Which nobody can deny.       25
Thus going to market, we kindly prepare
A pretty black cargo of African ware,
For what they must meet with when they get there,
   Which nobody can deny.

’Twould do your heart good to see ’em below       30
Lie flat on their backs all the way as we go,
Like sprats6 on a gridiron, scores in a row,7
   Which nobody can deny.

But ah! if in vain I have studied an art
So gainful to me, all boasting apart,       35
I think it will break my compassionate heart,
   Which nobody can deny.

For oh, how it enters my soul like an awl;8
This pity, which some people self-pity call,
Is sure the most heart-piercing pity of all,       40
      Which nobody can deny.
So this is my song, as I told you before;
Come buy off my stock, for I must no more
Carry Caesars and Pompeys9 to sugar-cane shore,
      Which nobody can deny, deny,       45
      Which nobody can deny.
Sweet Meat has Sour Sauce
1 For the circumstances that inspired this poem, see headnote p. 19.
2 dainty regales choice gifts (ironic).
3 Here’s supple-jack plenty…rattan Canes, switches and ropes were made out of supple-jack (stems of creeping or twining shrubs found in the West Indies) and rattan.
4 comfits sweetmeat made of some fruit, root, etc., preserved with sugar.
5 to open his jaws clamp designed to open the mouths of lockjaw sufferers, used for force-feeding slaves who attempted to starve themselves to death.
6 sprats small sea-fish.
7 scores in a row Plans showing how slaves were crammed into slave-ships were a powerful weapon in the abolitionist campaign. Hannah More carried one with her, showing it to horrified guests at dinner parties.
8 awl small tool for making holes in leather.
9 Caesars and Pompeys Slaves were often named after Roman rulers.
1 For more on this interesting character, see Bernard Martin, John Newton: A Biography (London, I950).

Thomas Paine (1737–1809)
    Writer, deist, member of the French National Assembly and American revolutionary leader, Thomas Paine was one of the foremost political thinkers of his time. A former corset-maker and customs officer, he emigrated to America at the age of 37 in 1774 to be swept up in what was to become the American War of Independence. Two years later he published Common Sense, the first appeal for independence, to popular acclaim, selling 120,000 copies within three months. His forthright account of British government as a ‘monarchical tyranny’ marked him out as a republican: ‘it is the pride of kings which throws mankind into confusion’, he wrote. Common Sense was an instant bestseller and has never been out of print.
    After America’s victory, he returned briefly to England (May–September 1789), and went from there to France, where he became an associate of Thomas Jefferson and member of the Lafayette circle. Burke having published Reflections on the Revolution in France in 1790, Paine composed what was to be one of the most effective responses to it, The Rights of Man (1791–2). Beginning with the idea that good government is founded on reason, Paine argued that democracy – a society in which all men have equal rights and in which leadership depends on talent and wisdom – is better than aristocracy. In the course of his argument he demonstrates that a hereditary monarchy is prone to ‘ignorance and incapacity’; establishes republicanism as the only logical and fair method of government; champions the American experience on the grounds that ‘the nation, through its constitution, controls the whole government’; and proposes the institution of welfare support for the elderly, sick and impoverished.
    The Rights of Man is a passionate argument for humane, fair and democratic government, but it is hard not to be struck by how much remains controversial even today. If that is so, it must have seemed rebarbative to Pitt’s increasingly repressive government, particularly given its immediate popularity: it sold 200,000 copies in 1791–3, many in cheap editions designed for working people. Not surprisingly, the government banned it in September 1792 and issued an order for Paine’s arrest. He narrowly escaped and fled to Paris; in his absence he was charged with sedition and sentenced to death – a sentence that would have been carried out had he returned.
    Already a member of the National Assembly, he took an active part in the governmental affairs of France. Significantly, he voted against the execution of Louis in January 1793, an act that earned him no friends among those responsible for the Reign of Terror. Imprisoned in the Luxembourg gaol to await execution, his health went into decline. Nonetheless, he composed The Age of Reason, a trenchant attack on Christianity and all organized religions. This work, more than any other, has been responsible for the hostility Paine has attracted, because of the misconception that it promotes atheism. But Paine was no atheist. ‘I believe in one God, and no more’, he wrote, ‘and I hope for happiness beyond this life.’ His quarrel was with institutionalized religion, which (being man-made) he regarded as inherently corrupt.
    Eluding the guillotine by the slimmest of accidents, he was released in November 1794 and continued to involve himself in French public affairs. He became the intimate of Napoleon, who claimed to sleep with a copy of The Rights of Man under his pillow and consulted him on plans for an invasion of Britain. In 1802, encouraged by the new Presidency of his friend Thomas Jefferson, Paine returned to America. Jefferson welcomed him, but many of his former allies shunned him, horrified by what they perceived as the irreligion of The Age of Reason. He advised Jefferson on the Louisiana Purchase in 1803 (which doubled the size of the United States), and remained in close touch with him in subsequent years, during which he published pamphlets on American politics. Paine had money troubles throughout his life, which worsened in old age, and his health, damaged by incarceration, never fully recovered. He died at 59 Grove Street, Greenwich Village, New York City, on 8 June 1809, and was buried in New Rochelle. A decade later his remains were disinterred by William Cobbett, who took them back to England, where they promptly disappeared.
    Paine’s prose, written with a clarity and conviction that surpasses anything to be found in the work of his contemporaries, rings out as an articulate and well-reasoned defence of republicanism. In ‘Freedom of Posterity’ he refutes Burke’s argument that the English are bound to the constitutional monarchy established by their forefathers at the time of the Glorious Revolution of 1688. ‘On Revolution’ argues that a revolution is needed to abolish ‘Monarchical sovereignty’ and shift power into the hands of the people. ‘Republicanism’ argues for what Paine felt to be the only system ‘established and conducted for the interest of the public’.
Further reading
Michael Foot and Isaac Kramnick, eds, The Thomas Paine Reader (Harmondsworth, 1987).
Thomas Paine, Common Sense ed. Isaac Kramnick (2nd edn, Harmondsworth, 1976).
Thomas Paine, Rights of Man introduced by Eric Foner (Harmondsworth, 1984).

Of the Origin and Design of Government in General
From Common Sense (Philadelphia, 1776)
Some writers have so confounded1 society with government as to leave little or no distinction between them – whereas they are not only different, but have different origins. Society is produced by our wants, and government by our wickedness; the former promotes our happiness positively by uniting our affections, the latter negatively by restraining our vices. The one encourages intercourse, the other creates distinctions.2 The first is a patron, the last a punisher.
Society in every state is a blessing, but government even in its best state is but a necessary evil – in its worst state an intolerable one. For when we suffer, or are exposed to the same miseries by a government which we expect in a country without government, our calamity is heightened by reflecting that we furnish the means by which we suffer.
Government, like dress, is the badge of lost innocence; the palaces of kings are built on the ruins of the bowers of paradise.3 For were the impulses of conscience clear, uniform, and irresistibly obeyed, man would need no other lawgiver. But that not being the case, he finds it necessary to surrender up a part of his property4 to furnish means for the protection of the rest – and this he is induced to do by the same prudence which in every other case advises him out of two evils to choose the least. Wherefore, security being the true design and end of government, it unanswerably follows that whatever form thereof appears most likely to ensure it to us, with the least expense and greatest benefit, is preferable to all others.
Government In General
1 confounded confused.
2 The one…distinctions Society encourages social intercourse; government promotes the social hierarchy.
3 the palaces of kings…paradise an idea deriving from Rousseau’s concept of the noble savage, outlined in his Discourse on Inequality.
4 surrender up a part of his property in taxes – one cause of the American Revolution.
[Freedom of Posterity]
From The Rights of Man Part I (1791)
The English Parliament of 1688 did a certain thing1 which, for themselves and their constituents, they had a right to do, and which it appeared right should be done. But, in addition to this right (which they possessed by delegation), they set up another right by assumption: that of binding and controlling posterity to the end of time. The case, therefore, divides itself into two parts – the right which they possessed by delegation, and the right which they set up by assumption. The first is admitted but with respect to the second I reply:
There never did, there never will, and there never can, exist a parliament, or any description of men, or any generation of men, in any country, possessed of the right or the power of binding and controlling posterity to the ‘end of time’, or of commanding for ever how the world shall be governed, or who shall govern it. And therefore all such clauses, acts or declarations by which the makers of them attempt to do what they have neither the right nor the power to do – nor the power to execute – are in themselves null and void. Every age and generation must be as free to act for itself, in all cases, as the ages and generations which preceded it.
The vanity and presumption of governing beyond the grave is the most ridiculous and insolent of all tyrannies. Man has no property in man, neither has any generation a property in the generations which are to follow. The parliament or the people of 1688, or of any other period, had no more right to dispose of the people of the present day, or to bind or to control them in any shape whatever, than the parliament or the people of the present day have to dispose of, bind or control those who are to live a hundred or a thousand years hence. Every generation is and must be competent to all the purposes which its occasions require. It is the living, and not the dead, that are to be accommodated. When man ceases to be, his power and his wants cease with him, and having no longer any participation in the concerns of this world, he has no longer any authority in directing who shall be its governors, or how its government shall be organized, or how administered.
Freedom of Posterity
1 a certain thing i.e. replace the Catholic James II with the Protestant William of Orange. The Glorious Revolution was seen by English radicals as the forerunner of the revolutions in America and, subsequently, France.
[On Revolution]
From The Rights of Man Part I (1791)
When we survey the wretched condition of man under the monarchical and hereditary systems of government, dragged from his home by one power, or driven by another, and impoverished by taxes more than by enemies, it becomes evident that those systems are bad, and that a general revolution in the principle and construction of governments is necessary.
What is government more than the management of the affairs of a nation? It is not, and from its nature cannot be, the property of any particular man or family, but of the whole community at whose expense it is supported. And though by force or contrivance it has been usurped into an inheritance, the usurpation cannot alter the right of things. Sovereignty, as a matter of right, appertains to the nation only, and not to any individual; and a nation has at all times an inherent indefeasible1 right to abolish any form of government it finds inconvenient, and establish such as accords with its interest, disposition and happiness. The romantic2 and barbarous distinction of men into kings and subjects, though it may suit the condition of courtiers, cannot that of citizens – and is exploded by the principle upon which governments are now founded. Every citizen is a member of the sovereignty, and as such can acknowledge no personal subjection, and his obedience can be only to the laws.
When men think of what government is, they must necessarily suppose it to possess a knowledge of all the objects and matters upon which its authority is to be exercised. In this view of government, the republican system as established by America and France operates to embrace the whole of a nation, and the knowledge necessary to the interest of all the parts is to be found in the centre, which the parts by representation form. But the old governments are on a construction that excludes knowledge as well as happiness – government by monks who know nothing of the world beyond the walls of a convent is as consistent as government by kings.
What were formerly called revolutions were little more than a change of persons or an alteration of local circumstances. They rose and fell like things of course,3 and had nothing in their existence or their fate that could influence beyond the spot that produced them. But what we now see in the world, from the revolutions of America and France, are a renovation of the natural order of things, a system of principles as universal as truth and the existence of man, and combining moral with political happiness and national prosperity.
I. Men are born and always continue free and equal in respect of their rights. Civil distinctions, therefore, can be founded only on public utility.
II. The end4 of all political associations is the preservation of the natural and imprescriptible rights of man; and these rights are liberty, property, security, and resistance of oppression.
III. The nation is essentially the source of all sovereignty; nor can any individual or any body of men be entitled to any authority which is not expressly derived from it.
In these principles there is nothing to throw a nation into confusion by inflaming ambition. They are calculated to call forth wisdom and abilities, and to exercise them for the public good, and not for the emolument5 or aggrandizement of particular descriptions of men or families. Monarchical sovereignty – the enemy of mankind and the source of misery – is abolished, and sovereignty itself is restored to its natural and original place: the nation. Were this the case throughout Europe, the cause of wars would be taken away.
On Revolution
1 indefeasible undeniable.
2 romantic impractical, fanciful. It is interesting to find Paine using this word. Unaware of the revolution in literature that would take place within the next decade, he is thinking of Burke’s claims that medieval codes of honour were the best means by which human conduct might be regulated.
3 of course as a matter of course; over a course of time.
4 end aim.
5 emolument financial benefit.
[Republicanism]
From The Rights of Man Part II (1792)
What is called a republic is not any particular form of government. It is wholly characteristical of the purport,1 matter or object for which government ought to be instituted, and on which it is to be employed: ‘res-publica’ (the public affairs, or the public good – or, literally translated, the public thing). It is a word of a good original,2 referring to what ought to be the character and business of government, and in this sense it is naturally opposed to the word ‘monarchy’, which has a base original signification – it means arbitrary power in an individual person, in the exercise of which himself (and not the ‘res-publica’) is the object.
Every government that does not act on the principle of a republic – or, in other words, that does not make the res-publica its whole and sole object – is not a good government. Republican government is no other than government established and conducted for the interest of the public, as well individually as collectively. It is not necessarily connected with any particular form, but it most naturally associates with the representative form, as being best calculated to secure the end for which a nation is at the expense of supporting it.
Various forms of government have affected to style themselves a republic. Poland calls itself a republic, which is an hereditary aristocracy with what is called an elective3 monarchy. Holland calls itself a republic, which is chiefly aristocratical with an hereditary stadtholdership.4 But the government of America, which is wholly on the system of representation, is the only real republic in character and in practice that now exists. Its government has no other object than the public business of the nation, and therefore it is properly a republic; and the Americans have taken care that this and no other shall always be the object of their government, by their rejecting everything hereditary, and establishing government on the system of representation only…What Athens was in miniature, America will be in magnitude: the one was the wonder of the ancient world, the other is becoming the admiration, the model of the present. It is the easiest of all the forms of government to be understood, and the most eligible in practice – and excludes at once the ignorance and insecurity of the hereditary mode, and the inconvenience of the simple democracy.
Republicanism
1 purport purpose, intention.
2 original meaning, referent.
3 elective elected.
4 stadtholdership magistrate-general (abolished 1802).

Anna Seward (1742–1809)
    Seward was born in Eyam, Derbyshire, the daughter of Thomas Seward and Elizabeth Hunter, of Lichfield. Her father was headmaster of Lichfield Grammar School, and had taught Samuel Johnson. Under his tutelage she was reading Milton at 2, and composing religious verse by the age of 10. An accident lamed her in childhood. In 1750 her father became a Canon of Lichfield Cathedral, and from 1754 the family resided in the Bishop’s Palace. Partly, no doubt, because her brother and two sisters died in infancy, she enjoyed an intensely close relationship with Honora Sneyd, adopted by the Sewards as a child, and their close relationship is the subject of some of her finest verse. Honora’s marriage to Richard Lovell Edgeworth in 1773 caused Anna profound unhappiness.
    Her literary reputation was established with the Elegy on Captain Cook (1780), which had entered its fourth edition by 1784. The hanging of Major André, a suitor of Honora Sneyd, in the American War, provided the occasion for her Monody on Major André (1781), a success both at home and in America. And her popularity was consolidated by Poem to the Memory of Lady Miller (I782) and Louisa, a Poetical Novel, in Four Epistles (1784).
    Seward held forth in literary circles as the Swan of Lichfield, unafraid to pass judgement on her contemporaries in print. She wrote a series of letters signed ‘Benvolio’ to the Gentleman’s Magazine in 1786, designed to deflate Dr Johnson’s posthumous reputation. Despite her own earlier support for the French Revolution, she reprimanded Helen Maria Williams for her radical attachments, and expressed strong reservations about Charlotte Smith’s advocacy of suicide in her translations from Petrarch and Goethe.
    Her visit to Lady Eleanor Butler and Sarah Ponsonby, the Ladies of Llangollen, was the occasion for the title poem in Llangollen Vale, and Other Poems (1796); two of the poems here, ‘To Time Past’ and ‘Eyam’, are taken from that volume. ‘To Time Past’, composed in 1788, is one of her finest love poems to Honora Sneyd. Written in anticipation of Sneyd’s impending marriage to Edgeworth, it brings anxiety at her own future into painfully sharp focus; the prospect before her is one of loneliness among the ‘bare bleak fields’ of winter. In the event, Seward’s life was a comfortable one; unlike other women writers, she was not compelled to write out of financial necessity. After her father’s death in 1790 she lived comfortably on £400 per annum (the equivalent of about £34,000 today). Perhaps because ‘Eyam’ is about memory, it reminds us of The Prelude; like that work it is confessional, and attempts to describe the emotional attachments of places known to her. But this selection begins with a sonnet of April 1771, edited from manuscript, in which Seward declares how much more she loves Honora when illness increases her concern for her well-being.
Further reading
Margaret Eliza Ashmun, The Singing Swan (London, 1931).
Daniel Robinson, ‘Reviving the Sonnet: Women Romantic Poets and the Sonnet Claim’, ERR 6 (1995), 98–127.

Sonnet written from an Eastern Apartment in the Bishop’s Palace at Lichfield, which commands a view of Stowe Valley. April 1771 (edited from MS)1
In this chill morning of a wintry spring
   I look into the gloomed and rainy vale;
   The sullen clouds, the whistling winds assail,
   Lour on the fields, and with their ruffling wing
Disturb the lake. But love and memory cling       5
   To their known scene in this cold influence pale;
   Yet prized, as when it bloomed in summer’s gale,
   Tinged by his setting sun. And thus, when fling
The powers of sickness o’er some beauteous form
   Their shadowy languors (form devoutly dear       I0
   As thine to me, Honora2), with more warm
And anxious gaze the eyes of Love sincere
   Bend on the charms, dim in their tintless snow,
   Than when with health’s purpureal3 grace they glow.
Sonnet Written from an Eastern Apartment
1 This sonnet is edited from a manuscript in the Bodleian Library entitled ‘Unpublished Verses Written by Anna Seward’. It is not in her hand, and may date from around 1800. Seward’s note to the poem runs as follows: ‘The energetic spirit of Milton’s sonnets, and the majestic grace of their varied pauses undulating through the lines, induced the author of these to adopt their model rather than the more facile measures of the modern sonnet, viz. three stanzas closing with a couplet.’
2 Honora Sneyd, adopted as a child by Seward’s parents, with whom Seward enjoyed a close attachment.
3 purpureal a purple colour that, to Seward, indicates good health.
To Time Past. Written Dec. 1772
From Llangollen Vale, with Other Poems (1796)
Return, blessed years, when not the jocund spring,
Luxuriant summer, nor the amber hours
Calm autumn gives, my heart invoked to bring
Joys whose rich balm o’er all the bosom pours! –
When ne’er I wished might grace the closing day       5
One tint purpureal1 or one golden ray;
When the loud storms that desolate the bowers
Found dearer welcome than favonian2 gales,
And winter’s bare bleak fields, than summer’s flowery vales!
Yet not to deck pale hours with vain parade       I0
Beneath the blaze of wide-illumined dome;
Not for the bounding dance; not to pervade
And charm the sense with music; nor, as roam
The mimic passions o’er theatric scene,
To laugh or weep – oh not for these, I ween,       I5
But for delights that made the heart their home
Was the grey night-frost on the sounding plain
More than the sun invoked, that gilds the grassy lane.
Yes, for the joys that trivial joys excel,
My loved Honora,3 did we hail the gloom       20
Of dim November’s eve; and, as it fell,
And the bright fires shone cheerful round the room,
Dropped the warm curtains with no tardy hand,
And felt our spirits and our hearts expand,
Listening their steps, who still, where’er they come,       25
Make the keen stars that glaze the settled snows,
More than the sun invoked, when first he tints the rose.
Affection, friendship, sympathy – your throne
Is winter’s glowing hearth, and ye were ours;
Thy smile, Honora, made them all our own.       30
Where are they now? Alas, their choicest powers
Faded at thy retreat, for thou art gone!
And many a dark long eve I sigh alone
In thrilled remembrance of the vanished hours,
When storms were dearer than the balmy gales,       35
And winter’s bare bleak fields than green luxuriant vales.
To Time Past
1 purpureal purple.
2 favonian from the west wind – therefore favourable, gentle.
3 Honora Sneyd.
Advice to Mrs Smith. A Sonnet.1
From Gentleman’s Magazine (1786)
Muse of the south, whose soul-enchanting shell
With mournful notes can melt the softened heart,
And to each breast of sympathy impart
The tender sorrow thou describ’st so well!
Ah, never let thy lyre superior dwell       5
On themes thy better judgement must disdain!
It ill befits that verse like thine should tell
Of Petrarch’s love, or Werther’s frantic pain!
Let not or foreign taste or tales enchain
The genuine freedom of thy flowing line;       I0
Nor the dark dreams of suicide2 obtain
Deceitful lustre from such tones as thine;
But still, to nature and to virtue given,
Thy heavenly talent dedicate to heaven!
Advice to Mrs Smith
1 This sonnet was written in response to the translations from Petrarch and Goethe that appeared for the first time in the third edition of Charlotte Smith’s Elegiac Sonnets (1786) (pp. 93–5, 97–9).
2 Goethe’s hero, Werther, commits suicide. Seward’s concern was not an over-reaction. The popularity of Goethe’s novel led to a rash of suicides throughout Europe.
Eyam1(composed August 1788)
From Llangollen Vale, with Other Poems (1796)
For one short week I leave, with anxious heart,
Source of my filial cares, the FULL OF DAYS,
Lured by the promise of harmonic art
To breathe her Handel’s2 soul-exalting lays.
Pensive I trace the Derwent’s amber wave,3 5
Foaming through sylvan banks, or view it lave
The soft, romantic vallies, high o’er-peered
By hills and rocks, in savage grandeur reared.
Not two short miles from thee, can I refrain
Thy haunts, my native Eyam, long unseen?       I0
Thou and thy loved inhabitants again
Shall meet my transient gaze. Thy rocky screen,
Thy airy cliffs, I mount, and seek thy shade,
Thy roofs that brow the steep, romantic glade;
But while on me the eyes of Friendship glow,       I5
Swell my pained sighs, my tears spontaneous flow.
In scenes paternal, not beheld through years,
Nor viewed till now but by a father’s side,
Well might the tender, tributary tears
From keen regrets of duteous fondness glide!       20
Its pastor, to this human flock no more
Shall the long flight of future days restore;
Distant he droops, and that once-gladdening eye
Now languid gleams, e’en when his friends are nigh.4
Through this known walk, where weedy gravel lies,       25
Rough and unsightly, by the long, coarse grass
Of the once smooth and vivid green, with sighs
To the deserted rectory I pass,
Stray through the darkened chamber’s naked bound
Where childhood’s earliest, liveliest bliss I found:       30
How changed since erst, the lightsome walls beneath,
The social joys did their warm comforts breathe!
Ere yet I go, who may return no more,
That sacred pile, mid yonder shadowy trees,
Let me revisit. Ancient, massy door,       35
Thou gratest hoarse! My vital spirits freeze,
Passing the vacant pulpit, to the space
Where humble rails the decent altar grace,
And where my infant sister’s ashes sleep,5
Whose loss I left the childish sport to weep.       40
Now the low beams, with paper garlands hung,6
In memory of some village youth or maid,
Draw the soft tear from thrilled remembrance sprung;
How oft my childhood marked that tribute paid.
The gloves, suspended by the garland’s side,       45
White as its snowy flowers, with ribbands tied;
Dear village, long these wreaths funereal spread,
Simple memorials of thy early dead!
But oh, thou blank and silent pulpit! – thou
That with a father’s precepts, just and bland,       50
Didst win my ear, as reason’s strength’ning glow
Showed their full value, now thou seemst to stand
Before my sad, suffused,7 and trembling gaze,
The dreariest relic of departed days;
Of eloquence paternal, nervous, clear,       55
DIM APPARITION THOU – and bitter is my tear.
Eyam
1 ‘This poem was written August 1788, on a journey through Derbyshire, to a music meeting at Sheffield. The author’s father was Rector of Eyam, an extensive village that runs along a mountainous terrace in one of the highest parts of the Peak. She was born there, and there passed the first seven years of her life, visiting the place often with her father in future periods. The middle part of this village is built on the edge of a deep dell, which has very picturesque and beautiful features’ (Seward’s note).
2 George Frederic Handel (1685–1759), who became a British subject in 1726 having arrived in London in 1711.
3 ‘From the peculiar nature of the clay on the mountains from which it descends, the River Derwent has a yellow tint, that well becomes the dark foliage on its banks, and the perpetual foam produced by a narrow, and rocky channel’ (Seward’s note). The River Derwent to which she refers is different from that apostrophized by Wordsworth in The Two-Part Prelude.
4 Thomas Seward (1708–90) was senile by the time this poem was composed.
5 Seward’s brother and two sisters died in infancy.
6 ‘The ancient custom of hanging a garland of white roses, made of writing paper, and a pair of white gloves, over the pew of the unmarried villagers, who die in the flower of their age, is observed to this day in the village of Eyam, and in most other villages and little towns in the Peak’ (Seward’s note).
7 suffused tearful.

Anna Laetitia Barbauld (néeAikin) (1743–1825)
Barbauld was born at Kibworth, Leicester, the elder child of Dr John Aikin, a schoolmaster, and Jane Jennings. In 1758 her father became a teacher at the Warrington Academy for Dissenters, where one of his colleagues, Joseph Priestley (friend of Benjamin Franklin, discoverer of oxygen and founder of modern Unitarianism), encouraged her poetic talents. With her brother John (1747–1822), a physician and accomplished author, she published Miscellaneous Pieces in Prose in 1773, the year which also saw publication of her Poems (which included ‘A Summer Evening’s Meditation’). They were an immediate success, the Poems reaching a fifth edition by 1777.
    Despite well-founded doubts, in 1774 she married Rochemont Barbauld, a Dissenting minister educated at the Warrington Academy, with whom she ran a boys’ school in Palgrave, Suffolk. They had no children, but in 1777 adopted her nephew, Charles Rochemont Aikin, for whom she composed her popular Lessons for Children (1778) and Hymns in Prose for Children (1781). Visits to London put her in touch with the Bluestocking circle, among whom she is celebrated in More’s Sensibility (see pp. 59–69). Despite the success of their school, her husband felt increasingly overwhelmed, and it closed in 1785, allowing them to travel in France and Switzerland for a year.
    On their return to England the Barbaulds settled in Hampstead, where she devoted herself to pamphleteering, most notably in defence of Dissenters (1790), democratic government and popular education (1792), and an attack on the newly declared war with France in 1793. Political concerns were never far from her mind, and one of the finest testaments to her convictions is her Epistle to William Wilberforce (1791) (see pp. 41–44), one of the most eloquent anti-slavery poems of the day. It was composed at a moment when the campaign against slavery faltered: on 18 April 1791 Wilberforce (1759–1833) proposed his first Bill urging abolition. Although it had the support of Charles James Fox and the Prime Minister, William Pitt, it was defeated two days later. He tried again a year later, and although that Bill was passed by the House of Commons, it was thrown out by the Lords the following year (this is the struggle recalled by Wordsworth at Thirteen-Book Prelude x 201–10). The slave trade was not outlawed until February 1807.
    From 1796 her brother took over editorship of the Monthly Magazine, an important periodical issued under the imprint of the radical publisher Joseph Johnson, and read by Wordsworth and Coleridge among others. She contributed a good deal of poetry to it, including her poem To Mr Coleridge (1797) (see pp. 45–6). Composed shortly after their meeting in Bristol, August 1797, it is distinguished by early recognition of his talents, and her shrewd warning against the ‘metaphysic lore’ which was to embroil him in later years. Such was her eminence by 1800 that Wordsworth sent her a complimentary copy of the new two-volume Lyrical Ballads, and George Dyer included three of her poems in an anthology of Odes.1
Figure 5 Anna Laetitia Barbauld (1743–1825), engraved by Chapman after an unknown artist, published 1798. She was hailed by the Bluestockings as an important new talent in the early 1770s and remained prominent in the literary world until her death. (© National Portrait Gallery, London.)
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    In 1802 the Barbaulds moved to Stoke Newington. By this time her husband’s mental health was increasingly fragile, and in 1808, after several fits of violence, he committed suicide by drowning. Released from the obligation of tending him, she enjoyed a period of vigorous productivity, editing Akenside and Collins, the Letters of Richardson, The British Novelists (50 vols, 1810), and reviewing fiction for the Monthly Review (1809–15). She died in Stoke Newington in 1825.
    In addition to the works mentioned above, Barbauld is represented by a complete text of Eighteen Hundred and Eleven (1812) – a passionate, perceptive work about the disastrous state in which the country found itself. Britain had been at war with France since 1793, with a brief hiatus during the Treaty of Amiens in 1802. By the time she was writing, most of Britain’s allies had capitulated to the French, whose control over Europe was almost total. As both sides had widespread economic interests, the conflict effectively amounted to a world war, entailing what we would now call economic sanctions – blockades, in fact – and by 1810 Britain’s economy was near collapse. The result was to impoverish civilian populations, who bore the brunt of scarcity and high prices, the effects of which were exacerbated by bankruptcies, layoffs, labour revolts and cuts in production. When in 1811 George III declined into permanent dementia, the argument for a negotiated settlement became overwhelming. All the same, the country would remain at war until May 1814.
    Eighteen Hundred and Eleven, with its plea for an end to the conflict, constituted a bold statement that made her a prime target of Tory reviewers. Writing anonymously in June 1812, John Wilson Croker2 of the Quarterly Review began his attack with two sentences that set the tone for what was to come: ‘Our old acquaintance Mrs Barbauld turned satirist! The last thing we should have expected, and, now that we have seen her satire, the last thing that we could have desired.’3 In those days it was acceptable to attack female poets on the grounds of their sex, as Croker proceeded to do:
We had hoped, indeed, that the empire might have been saved without the intervention of a lady-author: we even flattered ourselves that the interests of Europe and of humanity would in some degree have swayed our public councils, without the descent of (dea ex machina) Mrs Anna Laetitia Barbauld in a quarto, upon the theatre where the great European tragedy is now performing. Not such, however, is her opinion; an irresistible impulse of public duty – a confident sense of commanding talents – have induced her to dash down her shagreen spectacles and her knitting needles, and to sally forth, hand in hand with her renowned compatriot,4 in the magnanimous resolution of saving a sinking state, by the instrumentality of a pamphlet in prose and a pamphlet in verse.5
Croker concluded by ‘warning her to desist from satire, which indeed is satire on herself alone; and of entreating, with great earnestness, that she will not, for the sake of this ungrateful generation, put herself to the trouble of writing any more party pamphlets in verse’.6 As this was the most influential of the hostile reviews, some of its specific criticisms are quoted in my annotations. Although it’s impossible not to be struck by their chauvinism today – and there’s no doubt that Barbauld’s male reviewers deliberately used her gender as one of many sticks with which to beat her – it’s worth remembering that their primary motivation was political. She was by this time well known as a radical Dissenter, and the fact that she was a woman made them all the more determined to respond with the criticism always directed at those who stand up for the poor and disadvantaged in times of war – that she was a traitor. The anonymous reviewer in the Eclectic Review attacked Barbauld’s poem for being ‘in a most extraordinary degree unkindly and unpatriotic’, adding: ‘It seems hardly possible that such a poem as this could have been produced, without the concurrence of a peculiarly frigid temperament.’7
Although it has been suggested that none of the reviews were positive, the Unitarian Monthly Repository was the exception, whose reviewer, ‘M.’, commended Eighteen Hundred and Eleven in fulsome terms: ‘We lament that this poem is not more extended. . . . Many more reflections of the most impressive nature might, on such a subject, have flowed from the pen of an author, whom every man of poetic and moral taste reveres as a poet, a patriot and a Christian.’8 But this was not enough, on its own, to mitigate the ferocity of the onslaught and the pain it must have caused. Perhaps for that reason Barbauld resolved not to publish any more poetry during her lifetime; doubtless those close to her encouraged her to remain silent. Lucy Aikin recalled in her memoir: ‘Who indeed, that knew and loved her, could have wished her to expose again that honoured head to the scorns of the unmanly, the malignant, and the base?… She even laid aside the intention which she had entertained of preparing a new edition of her Poems, long out of print and often enquired for in vain.’9
Further reading
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A Summer Evening’s Meditation
From Poems (1773)
One sun by day, by night ten thousand shine.
                                                          (Young)1
’Tis passed! – the sultry tyrant of the south2
Has spent his short-lived rage. More grateful hours
Move silent on; the skies no more repel
The dazzled sight, but with mild maiden beams
Of tempered light invite the cherished eye       5
To wander o’er their sphere, where, hung aloft,
Dian’s bright crescent,3 like a silver bow
New-strung in heaven, lifts high its beamy horns
Impatient for the night, and seems to push
Her brother down the sky. Fair Venus shines       I0
Even in the eye of day – with sweetest beam
Propitious shines, and shakes a trembling flood
Of softened radiance from her dewy locks.
The shadows spread apace, while meekened Eve,
Her cheek yet warm with blushes, slow retires       I5
Through the Hesperian gardens of the west,4
And shuts the gates of day. ’Tis now the hour
When Contemplation from her sunless haunts
(The cool damp grotto or the lonely depth
Of unpierced woods, where, wrapped in solid shade,       20
She mused away the gaudy hours of noon
And fed on thoughts unripened by the sun)5
Moves forward, and with radiant finger points
To yon blue concave swelled by breath divine,
Where, one by one, the living eyes of heaven6       25
Awake, quick kindling o’er the face of ether
One boundless blaze – ten thousand trembling fires
And dancing lustres – where th’ unsteady eye,
Restless and dazzled, wanders unconfined
O’er all this field of glories: spacious field,       30
And worthy of the Master!7 – He whose hand
With hieroglyphics older than the Nile
Inscribed the mystic tablet8 hung on high
To public gaze, and said, ‘Adore, oh man,
The finger of thy God!’ From what pure wells       35
Of milky light, what soft o’erflowing urn
Are all these lamps so filled – these friendly lamps
For ever streaming o’er the azure deep
To point our path and light us to our home?
How soft they slide along their lucid spheres,       40
And, silent as the foot of time, fulfil
Their destined courses! Nature’s self is hushed
And, but9 a scattered leaf which rustles through
The thick-wove foliage, not a sound is heard
To break the midnight air – though the raised ear,       45
Intensely listening, drinks in every breath.
How deep the silence, yet how loud the praise!
But are they silent all, or is there not
A tongue in every star that talks with man
And woos him to be wise – nor woos in vain?       50
   This dead of midnight is the noon of thought,
And wisdom mounts her zenith with the stars.
At this still hour the self-collected soul
Turns inward, and beholds a stranger there
Of high descent, and more than mortal rank:       55
An embryo God, a spark of fire divine
Which must burn on for ages, when the sun
(Fair transitory creature of a day!)
Has closed his golden eye and, wrapped in shades,
Forgets his wonted journey through the east.       60
   Ye citadels of light and seats of gods!
Perhaps my future home from whence the soul,
Revolving periods past, may oft look back
With recollected tenderness on all
The various busy scenes she left below,       65
Its deep-laid projects and its strange events,
As on some fond and doting tale that soothed
Her infant hours. Oh be it lawful now
To tread the hallowed circle of your courts,
And with mute wonder and delighted awe       70
Approach your burning confines!
                                                      Seized in thought,
On fancy’s wild and roving wing I sail,10
From the green borders of the peopled earth
And the pale moon, her duteous fair attendant;
From solitary Mars; from the vast orb       75
Of Jupiter, whose huge gigantic bulk
Dances in ether like the lightest leaf;
To the dim verge, the suburbs of the system11
Where cheerless Saturn midst her wat’ry moons,
Girt with a lucid zone,12 majestic sits       80
In gloomy grandeur, like an exiled queen
Amongst her weeping handmaids. Fearless thence
I launch into the trackless deeps of space
Where, burning round, ten thousand suns appear
Of elder beam, which ask no leave to shine       85
Of our terrestrial star, nor borrow light
From the proud regent of our scanty day13 –
Sons of the morning, first-born of creation,
And only less than Him who marks their track
And guides their fiery wheels. Here must I stop,       90
Or is there aught beyond? What hand unseen
Impels me onward through the glowing orbs
Of habitable nature far remote,
To the dread confines of eternal night,
To solitudes of vast unpeopled space,       95
The deserts of creation, wide and wild,
Where embryo systems and unkindled suns
Sleep in the womb of chaos?
                                                         Fancy droops,
And thought astonished stops her bold career;
But oh, thou mighty mind, whose powerful word       I00
Said, ‘Thus let all things be’, and thus they were –
Where shall I seek thy presence? How unblamed14
Invoke thy dread perfection?15
Have the broad eyelids of the morn16 beheld thee,
Or does the beamy shoulder of Orion17       I05
Support thy throne? Oh, look with pity down
On erring, guilty man – not in thy names
Of terror clad; not with those thunders armed
That conscious Sinai felt,18 when fear appalled
The scattered tribes: Thou hast a gentler voice       II0
That whispers comfort to the swelling heart
Abashed, yet longing to behold her maker.
   But now my soul, unused to stretch her powers
In flight so daring, drops her weary wing
And seeks again the known accustomed spot       II5
Dressed up with sun and shade, and lawns and streams,
A mansion fair and spacious for its guest,
And full replete with wonders. Let me here,
Content and grateful, wait th’ appointed time
And ripen for the skies: the hour will come       I20
When all these splendours bursting on my sight
Shall stand unveiled, and to my ravished sense
Unlock the glories of the world unknown.
A Summer Evening’s Meditation
1 Edward Young, Night Thoughts ix 748. Though little read today, Young was tremendously influential in the late eighteenth century.
2 the sultry tyrant of the south the sun.
3 Dian’s bright crescent the moon, of which Diana was goddess.
4 the Hesperian gardens of the west In Greek myth, the daughters of Hesperus (the evening star) guarded the garden in which golden apples grew in the Isles of the Blessed, at the western extremity of the earth.
5 fed on thoughts unripened by the sun cf. Wordsworth, ‘These chairs they have no words to utter’ 13: ‘I have thoughts that are fed by the sun.’ Their common source is Paradise Lost iii 37.
6 the living eyes of heaven the stars.
7 the Master God.
8 the mystic tablet on which were written the Ten Commandments.
9 but except.
10 McCarthy and Kraft suggest an antecedent in Hume, Enquiry Concerning Human Understanding: ‘the thought can in an instant transport us into the most distant regions of the universe; or even beyond the universe, into the unbounded chaos, where nature is supposed to lie in total confusion.’
11 suburbs of the system outskirts of the solar system.
12 zone belt; a reference to the rings around Saturn.
13 the proud regent of our scanty day the sun.
14 unblamed uncensured (i.e. without doing God an injustice).
15 How unblamed…perfection McCarthy and Kraft note the allusion to Paradise Lost iii 3: ‘May I express thee unblamed?’
16 eyelids of the morn a biblical expression, as McCarthy and Kraft note; cf. Job 41:18.
17 Orion giant hunter who sprang from the urine of Jupiter, Neptune and Mercury. Anna refers to the constellation of Orion into which he was turned at his death.
18 those thunders…felt Jehovah delivered the Ten Commandments to Moses on Mount Sinai amidst ‘thunders and lightnings’, Exodus 19.
Epistle to William Wilberforce, Esq.,1 on the Rejection of the Bill for Abolishing the Slave Trade2 (composed by 17 June 1791)
From Poems (I792)
Cease, Wilberforce, to urge thy generous aim –
Thy country knows the sin and stands the shame!
The preacher, poet, senator,3 in vain
Has rattled in her sight the Negro’s chain,
With his deep groans assailed her startled ear       5
And rent the veil that hid his constant tear,
Forced her averted eyes his stripes to scan,
Beneath the bloody scourge laid bare the man,
Claimed pity’s tear, urged conscience’ strong control
And flashed conviction on her shrinking soul.       I0
The muse, too soon awaked, with ready tongue
At mercy’s shrine applausive4 paeans rung,
And freedom’s eager sons in vain foretold
A new Astrean5 reign, an age of gold!
She knows and she persists – still Afric bleeds;       I5
Unchecked, the human traffic still proceeds;
She stamps her infamy to future time
And on her hardened forehead seals the crime.
   In vain, to thy white standard gathering round,
Wit, worth, and parts and eloquence are found;6       20
In vain to push to birth thy great design
Contending chiefs and hostile virtues join;7
All from conflicting ranks, of power possessed
To rouse, to melt, or to inform the breast.
Where seasoned tools of avarice8 prevail,       25
A nation’s eloquence, combined, must fail.
Each flimsy sophistry by turns they try –
The plausive9 argument, the daring lie,
The artful gloss that moral sense confounds,
Th’ acknowledged thirst of gain10 that honour wounds       30
(Bane of ingenuous minds!), th’ unfeeling sneer
Which sudden turns to stone the falling tear.
They search assiduous with inverted skill
For forms of wrong, and precedents of ill;
With impious mockery wrest the sacred page,11       35
And glean up crimes from each remoter age;
Wrung nature’s tortures, shuddering, while you tell,
From scoffing fiends bursts forth the laugh of hell;12
In Britain’s senate, misery’s pangs give birth
To jests unseemly, and to horrid mirth –       40
Forbear! thy virtues but provoke our doom
And swell th’ account of vengeance yet to come.
For (not unmarked in Heaven’s impartial plan)
Shall man, proud worm, contemn his fellow man?
And injured Afric, by herself redressed,       45
Darts her own serpents at her tyrant’s breast.13
Each vice, to minds depraved by bondage known,
With sure contagion fastens on his own;
In sickly languors melts his nerveless frame,
And blows to rage impetuous passion’s flame;       50
Fermenting swift, the fiery venom gains
The milky innocence of infant veins;
There swells the stubborn will, damps learning’s fire,
The whirlwind wakes14 of uncontrolled desire,
Sears the young heart to images of woe       55
And blasts the buds of virtue as they blow.
   Lo! where reclined, pale Beauty courts the breeze,
Diffused on sofas of voluptuous ease;
With anxious awe, her menial train around
Catch her faint whispers of half-uttered sound.       60
See her, in monstrous fellowship, unite
At once the Scythian and the Sybarite;15
Blending repugnant vices, misallied,
Which frugal nature purposed to divide;
See her, with indolence to fierceness joined,       65
Of body delicate, infirm of mind,
With languid tones imperious mandates urge,
With arm recumbent wield the household scourge,16
And with unruffled mien, and placid sounds,
Contriving torture and inflicting wounds.       70
   Nor in their palmy walks and spicy groves
The form benign of rural pleasure roves;
No milkmaid’s song or hum of village talk
Soothes the lone poet in his evening walk;
No willing arm the flail unwearied plies       75
Where the mixed sounds of cheerful labour rise;
No blooming maids and frolic swains are seen
To pay gay homage to their harvest queen;
No heart-expanding scenes their eyes must prove17
Of thriving industry and faithful love:       80
But shrieks and yells disturb the balmy air,
Dumb sullen looks of woe announce despair
And angry eyes through dusky features glare.
Far from the sounding lash the muses fly
And sensual riot drowns each finer joy.       85
   Nor less from the gay east18 on essenced wings,
Breathing unnamed perfumes, contagion springs;19
The soft luxurious plague alike pervades
The marble palaces and rural shades;
Hence thronged Augusta20 builds her rosy bowers       90
And decks in summer wreaths her smoky towers;21
And hence in summer bow’rs Art’s costly hand
Pour courtly splendours o’er the dazzled land.
The manners melt, one undistinguished blaze
O’erwhelms the sober pomp of elder days;       95
Corruption follows with gigantic stride
And scarce vouchsafes his shameless front to hide;
The spreading leprosy taints ev’ry part,
Infects each limb, and sickens at the heart.
Simplicity, most dear of rural maids,       I00
Weeping resigns her violated shades;
Stern Independence from his glebe22 retires
And anxious Freedom eyes her drooping fires;
By foreign wealth are British morals changed,
And Afric’s sons, and India’s, smile avenged.       I05
   For you whose tempered ardour long has borne
Untired the labour, and unmoved the scorn,
In virtue’s fasti23 be inscribed your fame,
And uttered yours with Howard’s honoured name.24
   Friends of the friendless – hail, ye generous band       II0
Whose efforts yet arrest Heaven’s lifted hand,
Around whose steady brows in union bright
The civic wreath and Christian’s palm unite!
Your merit stands, no greater and no less,
Without or with the varnish of success;       II5
But seek no more to break a nation’s fall,
For ye have saved yourselves, and that is all.
Succeeding times your struggles, and their fate,
With mingled shame and triumph shall relate,
While faithful history in her various page,       I20
Marking the features of this motley age,
To shed a glory, and to fix a stain,
Tells how you strove, and that you strove in vain.

1 William Wilberforce (1759–1833), leader of the movement for the abolition of the slave trade in Parliament.
2 The Society for the Abolition of the Slave Trade was founded by Thomas Clarkson and a group of Quakers in 1787; Wilberforce was its representative in the House of Commons, and the cause was taken up by a number of Bluestockings, including Hannah More and Barbauld. Wilberforce proposed abolition of the slave trade in the House in April 1791, but despite support from Edmund Burke, Charles James Fox and the Prime Minister, his motion was rejected. This poem was composed soon after, and certainly by 17 June.
3 senator politician.
4 applausive applauding.
5 Astrean Astrea, goddess of justice in the Golden Age, abandoned the earth in disgust at the crimes of humanity.
6 Wit, worth, and parts and eloquence are found a tribute to those in the House of Commons who supported the Abolitionist cause.
7 Contending chiefs and hostile virtues join Leaders on both sides of the House supported the measure.
8 seasoned tools of avarice a reference to those who for years had supported the slave trade out of greed.
9 plausive specious.
10 thirst of gain As in the debate of 1788, a central argument of those opposed to abolition was that the slave trade was a lucrative industry.
11 the sacred page According to some opponents of the bill, slavery was divinely sanctioned.
12 From scoffing fiends…hell McCarthy and Kraft note that when William Smith, one of the Abolitionist MPs, described how an African woman had been forced to throw her murdered child from a ship, some of his colleagues in the House of Commons burst into laughter.
13 Darts her own serpents…breast a reference, as McCarthy and Kraft suggest, to the argument that Britons degraded themselves by their participation in the slave trade.
14 wakes trails.
15 The Scythian and the Sybarite the savage and the sensualist. The ancient Scythians were notorious for savagery; the citizens of Sybaris, an ancient Greek city of southern Italy, were renowned for effeminacy and debauchery.
16 pale Beauty…scourge The pale, beautiful mistress of the house reclines lies down (‘recumbent’) as she whips (scourges) her servants into action.
17 prove experience, witness.
18 east the East Indies, or India.
19 contagion springs it was believed that disease was carried by the wind.
20 Augusta London.
21 decks…towers Pollution generated by the burning of fossil fuels was a major problem in eighteenth-century London.
22 glebe field.
23 fasti annals.
24 John Howard (1726–90), prison reformer and philanthropist.
The Rights of Woman(composed c.1795)1
From Works (1825)
Yes, injured woman, rise, assert thy right!
Woman! too long degraded, scorned, oppressed;
Oh born to rule in partial law’s despite,
Resume thy native empire o’er the breast!
Go forth arrayed in panoply2 divine,       5
That angel pureness which admits no stain;
Go bid proud man his boasted rule resign
And kiss the golden sceptre of thy reign.
Go gird thyself with grace, collect thy store
Of bright artillery glancing from afar –       I0
Soft melting tones thy thundering cannon’s roar,
Blushes and fears thy magazine3 of war.
Thy rights are empire: urge no meaner claim –
Felt, not defined, and, if debated, lost;
Like sacred mysteries which, withheld from fame,       I5
Shunning discussion, are revered the most.
Try all that wit and art suggest to bend
Of thy imperial foe the stubborn knee;
Make treacherous man thy subject, not thy friend –
Thou mayst command, but never canst be free.       20
Awe the licentious and restrain the rude;
Soften the sullen, clear the cloudy brow;
Be more than princes’ gifts, thy favours sued –
She hazards all, who will the least allow.
But hope not, courted idol of mankind,       25
On this proud eminence secure to stay;
Subduing and subdued, thou soon shalt find
Thy coldness soften, and thy pride give way.
Then, then, abandon each ambitious thought,
Conquest or rule thy heart shall feebly move,       30
In Nature’s school, by her soft maxims taught
That separate rights are lost in mutual love.

The Rights of Woman
1 Apparently an angry response to Mary Wollstonecraft’s criticism of Barbauld’s poem To a Lady, with some painted Flowers in Vindication of the Rights of Woman (1792), chapter 4. Wollstonecraft’s central argument was that a male discourse created a ‘false system of female manners, which robs the whole sex of its dignity, and classes the brown and fair with the smiling flowers that only adorn the land’. As proof that ‘even women of superior sense’ have adopted it, she quoted Barbauld’s poem in its entirety. Barbauld’s answer is complex and subtle; critics remain in doubt as to where it is ironic and where in earnest.
2 panoply armour for spiritual warfare.
3 magazine munitions.
To Mr Coleridge1(composed c.1797)
From The Monthly Magazine (I799)
Midway the hill of science,2 after steep
And rugged paths that tire the unpractised feet,
A grove extends, in tangled mazes wrought,
And filled with strange enchantment: dubious shapes
Flit through dim glades, and lure the eager foot       5
Of youthful ardour to eternal chase;
Dreams hang on every leaf; unearthly forms
Glide through the gloom, and mystic visions swim
Before the cheated sense.3 Athwart the mists,
Far into vacant space, huge shadows stretch       I0
And seem realities; while things of life,
Obvious to sight and touch, all glowing round,
Fade to the hue of shadows. Scruples4 here,
With filmy net, most like the autumnal webs
Of floating gossamer, arrest the foot       I5
Of generous enterprise, and palsy5 hope
And fair ambition with the chilling touch
Of sickly hesitation and blank fear.
Nor seldom Indolence these lawns among
Fixes her turf-built seat, and wears the garb       20
Of deep philosophy, and museful sits
In dreamy twilight of the vacant mind,
Soothed by the whispering shade – for soothing soft
The shades, and vistas lengthening into air
With moonbeam rainbows tinted. Here each mind       25
Of finer mould,6 acute and delicate,
In its high progress to eternal truth7
Rests for a space in fairy bowers entranced,
And loves the softened light and tender gloom,
And, pampered with most unsubstantial food,       30
Looks down indignant on the grosser world
And matter’s cumbrous shapings.
                                                          Youth beloved
Of science, of the muse beloved: not here,
Not in the maze of metaphysic lore
Build thou thy place of resting! Lightly tread       35
The dangerous ground, on noble aims intent;
And be this Circe8 of the studious cell
Enjoyed but still subservient. Active scenes
Shall soon with healthful spirit brace thy mind,
And fair exertion, for bright fame sustained,       40
For friends, for country, chase each spleenfed fog9
That blots the wide creation:
Now Heaven conduct thee with a parent’s love!

To Mr Coleridge
1 Barbauld met Coleridge in August 1797, on a visit to their mutual friend John Prior Estlin, a fellow Unitarian, in Bristol.
2 science knowledge. As McCarthy and Kraft observe, this recalls Coleridge’s own Effusion XXXV, in which its author describes himself ‘on the midway slope / Of yonder hill’ (ll. 26–7), and is based on the Hill Difficulty in Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress.
3 A grove extends…sense Barbauld correctly discerned in the young Coleridge a tendency to abstract thought; as late as 1800 he concurred with her judgement in a letter to Estlin: ‘The more I see of Mrs Barbauld the more I admire her – that wonderful propriety of mind! She has great acuteness, very great.… My own subtleties too often lead me into strange (though, God be praised) transient out-of-the-way-nesses’ (Griggs i 578).
4 Scruples intellectual conundrums.
5 palsy paralyse.
6 mould substance.
7 its high progress…truth Coleridge believed that mankind was ‘progressive’ – constantly improving, morally and spiritually.
8 Circe Greek enchantress who changed men into pigs. Barbauld warns Coleridge not to become a slave of ‘metaphysic lore’, but to subordinate it to his quest for knowledge and poetic talent.
9 spleen-fed fog mood of depression.
Eighteen Hundred and Eleven, A Poem(composed by 1 December 1811; published February 1812)
Still the loud death drum, thundering from afar,
O’er the vexed nations pours the storm of war:1
To the stern call still Britain bends her ear,
Feeds the fierce strife, the alternate hope and fear –
Bravely, though vainly, dares to strive with fate,       5
And seeks by turns to prop each sinking state.2
Colossal Power3 with overwhelming force
Bears down each fort of Freedom in its course;
Prostrate she lies beneath the despot’s sway,
While the hushed nations curse him – and obey.       I0
   Bounteous in vain, with frantic man at strife,
Glad nature pours the means – the joys of life;
In vain with orange-blossoms scents the gale,
The hills with olives clothes, with corn the vale;
Man calls to Famine, nor invokes in vain,       I5
Disease and Rapine follow in her train;
The tramp of marching hosts disturbs the plough,
The sword, not sickle, reaps the harvest now,
And where the soldier gleans the scant supply,
The helpless peasant but retires to die;4       20
No laws his hut from licensed outrage shield,
And war’s least horror is the ensanguined field.
   Fruitful in vain, the matron counts with pride
The blooming youths that grace her honoured side;
No son returns to press her widowed hand,       25
Her fallen blossoms strew a foreign strand.
Fruitful in vain, she boasts her virgin race,
Whom cultured arts adorn and gentlest grace;
Defrauded of its homage, Beauty mourns,5
And the rose withers on its virgin thorns.       30
Frequent, some stream obscure, some uncouth name
By deeds of blood is lifted into fame;
Oft o’er the daily page some soft one bends
To learn the fate of husband, brothers, friends,
Or the spread map with anxious eye explores       35
Its dotted boundaries and pencilled shores,
Asks where the spot that wrecked her bliss is found,
And learns its name but to detest the sound.
   And think’st thou, Britain, still to sit at ease,
An island queen amidst thy subject seas,       40
While the vexed billows, in their distant roar,
But soothe thy slumbers, and but kiss thy shore?
To sport in wars, while danger keeps aloof,
Thy grassy turf unbruised by hostile hoof?
So sing thy flatterers – but, Britain, know,       45
Thou who hast shared the guilt must share the woe.6
Nor distant is the hour; low murmurs spread,
And whispered fears, creating what they dread;
Ruin, as with an earthquake shock, is here,
There, the heart-witherings of unuttered fear,       50
And that sad death,7 whence most affection bleeds,
Which sickness, only of the soul, precedes.
Thy baseless wealth8 dissolves in air away
Like mists that melt before the morning ray:
No more on crowded mart or busy street       55
Friends, meeting friends, with cheerful hurry greet;
Sad on the ground thy princely merchants bend
Their altered looks, and evil days portend,
And fold their arms, and watch with anxious breast
The tempest blackening in the distant west.9       60
   Yes, thou must droop; thy Midas dream is o’er;
The golden tide of commerce leaves thy shore,
Leaves thee to prove the alternate ills that haunt
Enfeebling Luxury and ghastly Want;
Leaves thee, perhaps, to visit distant lands,       65
And deal the gifts of Heaven with equal hands.
   Yet, oh my country – name beloved, revered,
By every tie that binds the soul endeared,
Whose image to my infant senses came
Mixed with Religion’s light and Freedom’s holy flame!       70
If prayers may not avert, if ’tis thy fate
To rank amongst the names that once were great,
Not like the dim, cold crescent10 shalt thou fade,
Thy debt to Science and the Muse unpaid;
Thine are the laws surrounding states revere,       75
Thine the full harvest of the mental year,
Thine the bright stars in glory’s sky that shine,
And arts that make it life to live are thine.
If westward streams the light that leaves thy shores,
Still from thy lamp the streaming radiance pours.       80
Wide spreads thy race from Ganges to the pole,
O’er half the western world thy accents roll;
Nations beyond the Appalachian hills
Thy hand has planted and thy spirit fills;
Soon as their gradual progress shall impart       85
The finer sense of morals and of art,
Thy stores of knowledge the new states shall know,
And think thy thoughts, and with thy fancy glow;
Thy Lockes, thy Paleys11 shall instruct their youth,
Thy leading star direct their search for truth;       90
Beneath the spreading Platan’s12 tent-like shade,
Or by Missouri’s rushing waters laid,
‘Old father Thames’ shall be the poet’s theme,
Of Hagley’s woods13 the enamoured virgin dream,
And Milton’s tones the raptured ear enthrall,       95
Mixed with the roar of Niagara’s fall;
In Thomson’s glass14 the ingenuous youth shall learn
A fairer face of Nature to discern;
Nor of the bards that swept the British lyre
Shall fade one laurel, or one note expire.       I00
Then, loved Joanna,15 to admiring eyes
Thy storied groups in scenic pomp shall rise;
Their high-souled strains and Shakespeare’s noble rage
Shall with alternate passion shake the stage.
Some youthful Basil from thy moral lay       I05
With stricter hand his fond desires shall sway;
Some Ethwald, as the fleeting shadows pass,
Start at his likeness in the mystic glass;
The tragic Muse resume her just control,
With pity and with terror purge the soul,       II0
While wide o’er transatlantic realms thy name
Shall live in light, and gather all its fame.
   Where wanders Fancy down the lapse of years,
Shedding o’er imaged woes untimely tears?
Fond moody power! As hopes, as fears prevail,       II5
She longs, or dreads, to lift the awful veil;
On visions of delight now loves to dwell,
Now hears the shriek of woe or Freedom’s knell.
Perhaps, she says, long ages past away,
And set in western waves our closing day,       I20
Night, Gothic night, again may shade the plains
Where Power is seated and where Science reigns;
England, the seat of arts, be only known
By the grey ruin and the mouldering stone,
That Time may tear the garland from her brow,       I25
And Europe sit in dust, as Asia now.
   Yet then the ingenuous youth whom Fancy fires
With pictured glories of illustrious sires,
With duteous zeal their pilgrimage shall take
From the Blue Mountains or Ontario’s lake,16       I30
With fond adoring steps to press the sod
By statesmen, sages, poets, heroes trod;
On Isis’17 banks to draw inspiring air,
From Runnymede18 to send the patriot’s prayer;
In pensive thought, where Cam’s slow waters wind,19       I35
To meet those shades that ruled the realms of mind;
In silent halls to sculptured marbles bow
And hang fresh wreaths round Newton’s awful brow.20
Oft shall they seek some peasant’s homely shed
Who toils unconscious of the mighty dead,       I40
To ask where Avon’s winding waters stray21
And thence a knot of wildflowers bear away;
Anxious enquire where Clarkson,22 friend of man,
Or all-accomplished Jones23 his race began;
If of the modest mansion aught remains       I45
Where Heaven and nature prompted Cowper’s strains;24
Where Roscoe,25 to whose patriot breast belong
The Roman virtue and the Tuscan song,
Led Ceres26 to the black and barren moor
Where Ceres never gained a wreath before27 –       I50
With curious search their pilgrim steps shall rove
By many a ruined tower and proud alcove,
Shall listen for those strains that soothed of yore
Thy rock, stern Skiddaw, and thy fall, Lodore;28
Feast with Dun Edin’s29 classic brow their sight,       I55
And ‘visit Melross by the pale moonlight’.30
   But who their mingled feelings shall pursue
When London’s faded glories rise to view?
The mighty city, which by every road,
In floods of people poured itself abroad;       I60
Ungirt by walls, irregularly great,
No jealous drawbridge, and no closing gate;
Whose merchants (such the state which commerce brings)
Sent forth their mandates to dependent kings;
Streets, where the turbaned Moslem, bearded Jew,       I65
And woolly Afric, met the brown Hindu;
Where through each vein spontaneous plenty flowed,
Where Wealth enjoyed, and Charity bestowed.
Pensive and thoughtful shall the wanderers greet
Each splendid square, and still, untrodden street;       I70
Or of some crumbling turret, mined by time,
The broken stair with perilous step shall climb,
Thence stretch their view the wide horizon round,
By scattered hamlets trace its ancient bound,
And, choked no more with fleets, fair Thames survey –       I75
Through reeds and sedge pursue his idle way.
   With throbbing bosoms shall the wanderers tread
The hallowed mansions of the silent dead,
Shall enter the long isle and vaulted dome31
Where Genius and where Valour find a home;       I80
Awestruck, midst chill sepulchral marbles breathe,
Where all above is still as all beneath;
Bend at each antique shrine, and frequent turn
To clasp with fond delight some sculptured urn,
The ponderous mass of Johnson’s form to greet,       I85
Or breathe the prayer at Howard’s sainted feet.32
   Perhaps some Briton, in whose musing mind
Those ages live which Time has cast behind,
To every spot shall lead his wondering guests
On whose known site the beam of glory rests:       I90
Here Chatham’s33 eloquence in thunder broke,
Here Fox persuaded, or here Garrick spoke;34
Shall boast how Nelson, fame and death in view,
To wonted victory led his ardent crew,
In England’s name enforced, with loftiest tone,35       I95
Their duty – and too well fulfilled his own;
How gallant Moore,36 as ebbing life dissolved,
But hoped his country had his fame absolved;
Or call up sages whose capacious mind
Left in its course a track of light behind;       200
Point where mute crowds on Davy’s lips37 reposed,
And Nature’s coyest secrets were disclosed;
Join with their Franklin, Priestley’s injured name,38
Whom, then, each continent shall proudly claim.
   Oft shall the strangers turn their eager feet       205
The rich remains of ancient art to greet,
The pictured walls with critic eye explore,
And Reynolds39 be what Raphael was before.
On spoils from every clime their eyes shall gaze,
Egyptian granites and the Etruscan vase;       2I0
And when midst fallen London, they survey
The stone where Alexander’s ashes lay,40
Shall own with humbled pride the lesson just
By Time’s slow finger written in the dust.
   There walks a spirit41 o’er the peopled earth –       2I5
Secret his progress is, unknown his birth;
Moody and viewless42 as the changing wind,
No force arrests his foot, no chains can bind;
Where’er he turns, the human brute awakes,
And, roused to better life, his sordid hut forsakes;       220
He thinks, he reasons, glows with purer fires,
Feels finer wants, and burns with new desires.
Obedient Nature follows where he leads –
The steaming marsh is changed to fruitful meads;
The beasts retire from man’s asserted reign,       225
And prove his kingdom was not given in vain.
Then from its bed is drawn the ponderous ore,
Then Commerce pours her gifts on every shore,
Then Babel’s towers and terraced gardens rise,
And pointed obelisks invade the skies;       230
The prince commands, in Tyrian purple43 dressed,
And Egypt’s virgins weave the linen vest.
Then spans the graceful arch the roaring tide,
And stricter bounds the cultured fields divide.
Then kindles Fancy, then expands the heart,       235
Then blow the flowers of Genius and of Art;
Saints, heroes, sages, who the land adorn,
Seem rather to descend than to be born;
Whilst History, midst the rolls consigned to fame,
With pen of adamant inscribes their name.       240
   The genius now forsakes the favoured shore,
And hates, capricious, what he loved before;
Then empires fall to dust, then arts decay,
And wasted realms enfeebled despots sway;
Even Nature’s changed; without his fostering smile       245
Ophir44 no gold, no plenty yields the Nile;
The thirsty sand absorbs the useless rill,
And spotted plagues from putrid fens distil.
In desert solitudes then Tadmor45 sleeps,
Stern Marius then o’er fallen Carthage weeps;46       250
Then with enthusiast love the pilgrim roves
To seek his footsteps in forsaken groves,
Explores the fractured arch, the ruined tower,
Those limbs disjointed of gigantic power;
Still at each step he dreads the adder’s sting,       255
The Arab’s javelin, or the tiger’s spring;
With doubtful caution treads the echoing ground,
And asks where Troy or Babylon47 is found.
   And now the vagrant Power no more detains
The Vale of Tempe48 or Ausonian49 plains;       260
Northward he throws the animating ray,
O’er Celtic nations bursts the mental day –
And, as some playful child the mirror turns,
Now here, now there, the moving lustre burns;
Now o’er his changeful fancy more prevail       265
Batavia’s50 dykes than Arno’s purple vale,
And stinted suns, and rivers bound with frost,
Than Enna’s plains51 or Baia’s viny coast;
Venice the Adriatic weds in vain,
And Death sits brooding o’er Campania’s plain;52       270
O’er Baltic shores and through Hercynian groves,53
Stirring the soul, the mighty impulse moves;
Art plies his tools, and Commerce spreads her sail,
And wealth is wafted in each shifting gale.
The sons of Odin54 tread on Persian looms,       275
And Odin’s daughters breathe distilled perfumes;
Loud minstrel bards, in Gothic halls, rehearse
The Runic rhyme, and ‘build the lofty verse’;55
The Muse, whose liquid notes were wont to swell
To the soft breathings of the Aeolian shell,       280
Submits, reluctant, to the harsher tone,
And scarce believes the altered voice her own.
And now, where Caesar saw with proud disdain
The wattled hut and skin of azure stain,56
Corinthian columns rear their graceful forms,       285
And light verandas brave the wintry storms,
While British tongues the fading fame prolong
Of Tully’s eloquence and Maro’s song.57
Where once Bonduca whirled the scythed car,58
And the fierce matrons raised the shriek of war,       290
Light forms beneath transparent muslins float,
And tutored voices swell the artful note.
Light-leaved acacias and the shady plane
And spreading cedar grace the woodland reign;
While crystal walls59 the tenderer plants confine,       295
The fragrant orange and the nectared pine;60
The Syrian grape there hangs her rich festoons,
Nor asks for purer air, or brighter noons;
Science and Art urge on the useful toil,
New mould a climate and create the soil,       300
Subdue the rigour of the northern bear,61
O’er polar climes shed aromatic air,
On yielding Nature urge their new demands,
And ask not gifts but tribute at her hands.
   London exults – on London Art bestows       305
Her summer ices and her winter rose;
Gems of the east her mural crown adorn,
And Plenty at her feet pours forth her horn;
While even the exiles her just laws disclaim,
People a continent, and build a name.62       3I0
August she sits, and with extended hands
Holds forth the Book of Life to distant lands.63
   But fairest flowers expand but to decay;
The worm is in thy core, thy glories pass away;
Arts, arms and wealth destroy the fruits they bring;       3I5
Commerce, like beauty, knows no second spring.
Crime walks thy streets, Fraud earns her unblessed bread,
O’er want and woe thy gorgeous robe is spread,
And angel charities in vain oppose:
With grandeur’s growth the mass of misery grows.       320
For see, to other climes the genius soars,
He turns from Europe’s desolated shores;
And lo! even now, midst mountains wrapped in storm,
On Andes’ heights he shrouds his awful form;
On Chimborazo’s summits64 treads sublime,       325
Measuring in lofty thought the march of Time;
Sudden he calls, ‘’Tis now the hour!’ he cries,
Spreads his broad hand, and bids the nations rise.
La Plata65 hears amidst her torrents’ roar;
Potosi66 hears it, as she digs the ore:       330
Ardent, the genius fans the noble strife,
And pours through feeble souls a higher life,
Shouts to the mingled tribes from sea to sea,
And swears thy world, Columbus, shall be free.67

Eighteen Hundred and Eleven
1 Still the loud…of war Britain and France had been at war for 17 of the previous 19 years (since 1793); see headnote, p. 36 above.
2 each sinking state Britain had failed to prevent Russia (1807), Spain (1808) and Austria (1809) from making peace with France.
3 Colossal Power Napoleon.
4 The helpless peasant but retires to die Famine was widespread throughout Europe thanks to the disruption of agriculture by armies (l. 17), and seizures of crops to feed them (l. 19).
5 No young men survive to marry the beautiful young women who mourn their deaths.
6 but, Britain, know…woe Nonetheless, Britain did not experience invasion.
7 that sad death McCarthy and Kraft suggest a reference to the suicide of the financier Abraham Goldsmid in 1810; there were numerous other bankruptcies at this time. A ruined merchant was responsible for the assassination of the Prime Minister, Spencer Perceval, only months after this poem’s publication.
8 baseless wealth The government had issued paper currency in excess of its gold reserves, thus rendering it worthless.
9 The tempest blackening in the distant west impending conflict with the United States. Though not declared until June 1812, it had been brewing for years. In large part it was a by-product of the war with France, specifically the damage wrought to American trade, Britain’s impressment of American seamen and the Chesapeake affair.
10 the dim, cold crescent The Ottoman empire had been in decline for years.
11 Thy Lockes, thy Paleys Intellectuals. John Locke (1632–1704) and William Paley (1743–1805) were important philosophers.
12 the spreading Platan’s sycamore, plane tree.
13 Hagley’s woods Hagley was the estate of George, Lord Lyttelton (1709–73), in Worcestershire, near Birmingham; it is praised by James Thomson in Spring (1728) 904 ff. In the 1740s Lyttelton turned it into one of the most admired, and renowned, landscape gardens of the eighteenth century.
14 Thomson’s glass his poem, The Seasons (1730).
15 loved Joanna Joanna Baillie (1762–1851), whose Plays on the Passions (1798–1812) met with success (see pp. 313–14); Barbauld refers specifically to Count Basil and Ethwald.
16 Barbauld knew of Lake Ontario, the Niagara Falls and the Blue Mountains of Pennsylvania through William Winterbotham’s View of the American United States (1795).
17 Isis poetic name for the River Thames in Oxford.
18 Runnymede In 1215 in Runnymede, King John signed the Magna Carta, a major statement of liberties in England.
19 where Cam’s slow waters wind The Cam rises in Hertfordshire, flows past Cambridge into the Isle of Ely, and there joins the Ouse.
20 Newton’s awful brow Sir Isaac Newton was a Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge, and Lucasian Professor of Mathematics. He is commemorated by a statue in the antechapel of Trinity, mentioned by Wordsworth, Thirteen-Book Prelude iii 58–9.
21 where Avon’s winding waters stray Stratford-on-Avon, Shakespeare’s birthplace.
22 Thomas Clarkson (1760–1846), a ‘friend of man’ in that he was a prominent campaigner for abolition of the slave trade. He was born in Wisbech.
23 Sir William Jones (1746–94), linguist and orientalist. Born in London, he became a judge at the High Court in Calcutta, and published widely on the law and oriental languages. His authoritative translations did much to introduce oriental elements into western literature.
24 William Cowper (1731–1800), author of The Task (1785); see pp. 17–19.
25 William Roscoe (1753–1831), botanist, historian, banker, and (like Barbauld) a prominent Unitarian. He had been opposed to the war with France from its outset.
26 Ceres Roman goddess of the growth of food plants.
27 ‘The Historian of the age of Leo has brought into cultivation the extensive tract of Chatmoss’ (Barbauld’s note). She refers to Roscoe’s experiments at Chat Moss in Lancashire in which he reclaimed moorland for the cultivation of high-quality crops. Croker’s review in the Quarterly was scathing about this reference; quoting lines 147–50, he commented: ‘O the unequal dispensations of this poetical providence! Chatham and Nelson empty names! Oxford and Cambridge in ruins! London a desert, and the Thames a sedgy brook! while Mr Roscoe’s barns and piggeries are in excellent repair, and objects not only of curiosity but even of reverence and enthusiasm’ (Quarterly Review 7 (1812) 311–12).
28 Thy rock, stern Skiddaw, and thy fall, Lodore Skiddaw mountain and the Lodore falls in the Lake District were popular tourist attractions.
29 Dun Edin poetical name for Edinburgh.
30 visit Melross by the pale moonlight An allusion to Scott’s popular poem, The Lay of the Last Minstrel (1805), ii 1–2: ‘If thou wouldst view fair Melrose aright, / Go visit it by the pale moonlight.’ Then as now, Melrose Abbey was popular with tourists.
31 the long isle and vaulted dome of St Paul’s Cathedral.
32 The ponderous mass…feet Statues of Samuel Johnson and John Howard (prison reformer) stand in the nave of St Paul’s.
33 Chatham Pitt the elder, first Earl of Chatham (1708–78), Prime Minister during the Seven Years War.
34 Here Fox persuaded, or here Garrick spoke Charles James Fox (1749–1806), Whig leader, and a focus for liberal opinion, particularly during the ministries of Pitt the younger (1783–1801, 1804–6); David Garrick (1717–79), actor-manager.
35 ‘Every reader will recollect the sublime telegraphic dispatch, “England expects every man to do his duty” ’ (Barbauld’s note). Admiral Lord Nelson issued this order prior to the Battle of Trafalgar (21 October 1805), in which he was killed, despite a British victory.
36 ‘“I hope England will be satisfied”, were the last words of General Moore’ (Barbauld’s note). General Sir John Moore led the army that failed to prevent Napoleon from taking Madrid. He evacuated his troops at the Battle of Corunna at the expense of his own life.
37 Davy’s lips Sir Humphry Davy (1778–1829), the foremost scientist of his day, lectured on chemistry and physics at the Royal Institution.
38 Join with their Franklin, Priestley’s injured name Benjamin Franklin and Joseph Priestley experimented with electricity in the 1790s. They were also radicals, and Priestley was hounded out of England by a mob drummed up by Tory opponents, because of his support for the French Revolution. He emigrated to America in 1794.
39 Sir Joshua Reynolds was the most distinguished and successful portrait-painter of his day, and had been, from 1768 to 1792, President of the Royal Academy. He published his Discourses from 1769 to 1791, and in 1784 was made Painter-in-Ordinary to the King – an honour which, as he ruefully observed, brought him a stipend less than that of the King’s rat-catcher.
40 The stone where Alexander’s ashes lay Barbauld has in mind the granite sarcophagus on display at the British Museum from 1802 onwards, believed to be that of Alexander the Great.
41 spirit perhaps that of civilization, or at least the spirit that makes civilization possible. In this account of the rise and fall of civilizations Barbauld is probably inspired by Comte de Volney’s The Ruins, or A Survey of the Revolutions of Empires (1792). The ‘spirit’ was a gift to Croker in the Quarterly; quoting lines 215–18, he commented: ‘This extraordinary personage is prodigiously wise and potent, but withal a little fickle, and somewhat, we think, for so wise a being, unjust and partial. He has hitherto resided in this country, and chiefly in London; Mrs Barbauld, however, foresees that he is beginning to be tired of us, and is preparing to go out of town’ (Quarterly Review 7 (1812) 312).
42 viewless invisible.
43 Tyrian purple In ancient times, a purple or crimson dye was made at Phoenicia from molluscs.
44 Ophir the land from which Solomon’s navy fetched gold; see 1 Kings 9: 26–8.
45 Tadmor a biblical name for the oasis of Palmyra between Syria and Babylon.
46 Stern Marius then o’er fallen Carthage weeps Plutarch relates that, on being denied entry to Carthage by its Roman governor, Sextilius, Gaius Marius remarked: ‘Tell him, then, that thou hast seen Gaius Marius a fugitive, seated amid the ruins of Carthage.’
47 Troy or Babylon major cities of ancient times which are no longer to be found. The point is that London will share the same fate.
48 The Vale of Tempe a valley in Thessaly celebrated as a rural paradise; effectively Greece.
49 Ausonian Italian; effectively Rome.
50 Batavia Holland.
51 Enna’s plains Enna was a town in the middle of Sicily surrounded by plains of wheat. Baiae was a Roman resort in the Bay of Naples associated with the wines of Campania.
52 Campania’s plain Not the Roman campagna but the province of Naples, a centre of bubonic plague.
53 Hercynian groves the Black Forest in Germany.
54 sons of Odin northern Europeans – Danes, Swedes, Germans.
55 build the lofty verse an allusion to Milton’s Lycidas: ‘Who would not sing for Lycidas? he knew / Himself to sing, and build the lofty rhyme’ (ll. 10–11).
56 azure stain Julius Caesar described how the Britons painted themselves with blue war-paint in his Gallic Wars.
57 Tully Cicero; Maro Virgil.
58 scythed car The native British queen, Boudicca, fixed knives to the wheels of her chariot.
59 crystal walls greenhouse.
60 pine pineapple.
61 the northern bear the constellation of the Great Bear, which contains the north star.
62 While even…name Those exiled and disowned by Britain’s (un)just and oppressive laws leave for other countries – Australia or America.
63 Holds forth the Book of Life to distant lands a reference to the work of the British and Foreign Bible Society (founded 1804), which distributed cheap Bibles at home and abroad.
64 Chimborazo’s summits Chimborazo is the highest peak in the Andes, in present-day Ecuador; first scaled in June 1797.
65 La Plata a large river in South America, formed by the union of the great rivers Parana and Uruguay.
66 Potosi St Luis de Potosi is a city in Mexico situated in the midst of rich gold mines.
67 free Barbauld’s optimism about South America stems from news of independence movements among the Spanish colonies there.
1 Odes ed. George Dyer (Ludlow, 1800) includes her poems To Content, To Wisdom and To Spring.
2 Croker was a menace where radical poets were concerned; he was also responsible for one of the harshest attacks on Keats.
3 Quarterly Review 7 (1812) 309–13, p. 309.
4 William Roscoe, books by whom were reviewed in the same number of the Quarterly, and who is mentioned in the poem.
5 Quarterly Review 7 (1812) 309–13, p. 309.
6 Ibid., p. 313.
7 Eclectic Review 8 (1812) 474–8, pp. 474–5.
8 Monthly Repository 7 (1812) 108.
9 The Works of Anna Laetitia Barbauld. With a Memoir by Lucy Aikin (2 vols, 1825), i. lii–liii.

Hannah More (1745–1833)
    For Dr Johnson, she was ‘the most powerful versificatrix in the English language’; in purely financial terms, Hannah More was one of the most successful writers of her day, having made £30,000 by her publications by 1825 (£1.3 million/US$2,385,000 today). Born at Fishponds in the parish of Stapleton, near Bristol, she was the fourth of five daughters of Mary Grace and Jacob More (d. 1783), a teacher who (unusually for the time) was determined to ensure that his daughters were capable of making an independent living. By the age of 4 she astonished the local clergyman with her recital of the catechism. Her father was apparently ‘frightened by his own success’ at teaching her Latin and mathematics, but the entreaties of his family encouraged him to continue.
    She began her career as a playwright, winning praise from the poet John Langhorne for The Search after Happiness (1773). It was through him that she met David Garrick, who would compose the epilogue for her tragedy The Inflexible Captive (1774). He in turn introduced her to Burke, Johnson, Reynolds and, crucially, Elizabeth Montagu, queen of the Bluestockings, of which More quickly became a member. Never as close-knit and exclusive as they are sometimes thought, the group included at various times Anna Laetitia Barbauld, Elizabeth Carter, Mrs Boscawen, the Duchess of Beaufort, Mrs Leveson, Mrs Walsingham and the Duchess of Portland, and received visits from Reynolds, Johnson, Walpole and Lord Lyttelton.
Figure 6 Hannah More (1745–1833), painted by Henry William Pickersgill, 1822. One of the most successful female writers of the period, More began with success as a dramatist in the early 1770s. (© National Portrait Gallery, London.)
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    On visits to London More stayed with Garrick and his wife Eva Marie at their riverside villa in Hampton. On one of these visits he encouraged her to work on a new tragedy, Percy, about a woman misjudged and murdered by a jealous husband. It opened in London in 1777 to immediate acclaim and sold 4,000 copies in a fortnight. Mrs Siddons’s performance is said to have reduced Charles James Fox, the Whig leader, to tears. But after Garrick died in January 1779 More stopped writing for the stage, his death having prompted her to reassess her future.
    Garrick was famous as an exponent of the drama of sensibility, which he must have discussed with her. As a tribute to him, she composed Sensibility, presented here complete in its earliest (and best) text of 1782 (see p. 59). Later versions depersonalize its contents, which has tended to blind readers to the fact that it was written for, and inspired by, a small coterie – among whom it had been circulating for at least a year prior to publication. As such, it contains many in-jokes, as well as a tribute to Garrick that in later versions was toned down and, ultimately, eliminated. Its air of light-heartedness enshrines something of the good humour that made the Bluestockings such a congenial group, but it is useful to bear in mind that they were famous partly for the moral and religious works that several of their number (notably Hester Chapone and Catherine Macaulay) had published, and for campaigning on behalf of universal education. Moreover, as Sylvia Harcstark Myers has argued, Elizabeth Carter claimed that it was ‘unfair to women to keep them from rational conversation with men because it kept them from developing their intellectual capacities’:1 this is the feminist subtext that underlies More’s portrayal of this group of educated women who wished to rid society of card-playing in exchange for polite conversation. Accordingly, More portrays Sensibility as a female deity, ‘the melancholy muse’ (l. 206) capable of generating pleasure – ‘The sacred rapture of a pain like this!’ (l. 170). In its central passage (ll. 239ff.), she discounts the writings of male writers such as Otway, Rowe and Richardson, arguing that sensibility is the preserve of Bluestockings such as Frances Boscawen, Elizabeth Carter, Hester Chapone, Frances Walsingham, Mary Delany and Anna Laetitia Barbauld. Her view of psychology and literature is gendered: she thinks women have a way of thinking and feeling that better disposes them to sensibility:
. . . where bright imagination reigns,
The fine-wrought spirit feels acuter pains:
Where glow exalted sense, and taste refined,
There keener anguish rankles in the mind;
There feeling is diffused through every part,
Thrills in each nerve, and lives in all the heart.
(ll. 65–70)
    Reviews were largely favourable; critics rightly saw that its central point was its critique of debased forms of sentiment. The Monthly Review approved:
In a book ‘chiefly intended for young persons’,2 it is not with impropriety that Miss More has introduced the concluding composition, Sensibility, there being nothing of which they are more apt to form mistaken ideas than of that sympathetic tenderness which is supposed to have its source in the amiable affections of the heart. From these mistaken ideas it is that so many, by giving way to the immoderate indulgence of sensibility, destroy their own peace, while a still greater number, by its affectation, render themselves disgusting.3
For similar reasons the European Magazine commended it: ‘It displays a considerable portion of that quality which gives name to the poem, and shows the writer in a very amiable point of view, as an individual. Her candour, friendship, gratitude, and taste, are eminently conspicuous in several parts of the poem.’4
    More retired to a cottage in Cowslip Green, Somerset, devoting herself to didactic and educational works, one of the most important of which was Slavery: A Poem (1788). The year before, she had written to Elizabeth Carter to tell her of ‘the great object I have so much at heart – the project to abolish the slave trade in Africa. This most important cause has very much occupied my thoughts this summer; the young gentleman who has embarked in it with the zeal of an apostle has been much with me, and engaged all my little interest, and all my affections in it. It is to be brought before parliament in the spring. Above one hundred members have promised their votes.’ The ‘young gentleman’ was William Wilberforce, then in his twenties; she was in her forties. Despite the age difference, and the fact that he was a liberal and she a conservative, they had much in common, and became firm friends. Both were disciples of the reformed slave-trader John Newton, and that no doubt helped bring them together. At the age of 28, Wilberforce was already campaigning in Parliament for measures to be taken to eliminate slavery at home and in the colonies. More believed that slavery was an abomination, and was advising her friends to boycott the use of West Indian sugar in their tea. She even carried about with her Clarkson’s plan of an African slave-ship, showing it to interested and horrified guests at dinner parties.
    She was following events closely when on 21 May 1788 Sir William Dolben proposed a Bill to the House of Commons aimed at restricting the number of slaves who could be transported from Africa to British colonies in the West Indies. Though a comparatively small measure, it was the first step towards abolition, and aroused the well-funded opposition of business interests. On 26 May merchants and inhabitants of Liverpool presented a petition to the House, arguing that Dolben’s Bill would cause them financial ruin; fortunately the Bill was passed in both Houses. Slavery: A Poem was written in anticipation, within two weeks (‘too short and too much hurried’, More said), and articulates its author’s impatience with the caution of the proposed measures, arguing instead for complete abolition. One of the most favourable of its reviews appeared in the New Annual Register, which remarked that ‘The sentiments which she expresses are humane and just; her descriptions pathetic and affecting; and her indignation against those who degrade the sable race in the scale of being is delivered in language that is poetical and spirited.’5 William Cowper also wrote a poem on the occasion of Dolben’s Bill, satirizing the pleas of those in the slave trade who claimed that it would make them destitute (see p. 19).
    One of More’s biggest successes, the Cheap Repository tracts, was the idea of her friend Bishop Porteus. By late 1791 the political radicalism that had crossed the Channel from France was alarming to those who, like Porteus, feared working-class insurrection or, worse still, French invasion. He suggested to More that she ‘write some little thing tending to open their eyes under their present wild impressions of liberty and equality’. The declared agenda of the Cheap Repository was thus to deradicalize working people, encouraging them to accept their lot.
    To this end a range of writers composed moral tales and ballads that were published, individually, on single sheets (called ‘broadsides’) under the Cheap Repository imprint; in the end More wrote over fifty. The secret of their success lay partly in their design: each was decked out with rakish titles and woodcuts in the manner of the bawdy songsheets sold in alehouses. As More observed, ‘It is as vulgar as heart can wish, but it is only designed for the most vulgar class of readers.’
    The first was published on 3 March 1795; over 300,000 copies were sold by 18 April, and two million within the year. In the event few copies were sold to working people, most being purchased in bulk by philanthropic committees and distributed free of charge in schools, workhouses, hospitals and prisons. The Story of Sinful Sally, published in February 1796, is typical: the text is interspersed by woodcuts, each showing its protagonist at a different stage in her journey. The series came to an end when, in 1799, More was compelled to give it up due to ill health.
    In later years she enjoyed success with Coelebs in Search of a Wife (1809) which, though published anonymously, went into eleven editions within the year. The enduring popularity of her work during the nineteenth century drew many pilgrims to her door, and she was compelled to reserve two days a week for visitors so that she could spend the remainder in peace. She died peacefully on 7 September 1833, at the age of 88, leaving her fortune to a range of charitable institutions and religious societies.
Further reading
Robert Hole, ed., Selected Writings of Hannah More (London, 1996).
Sylvia Harcstark Myers, The Bluestocking Circle: Women, Friendship, and the Life of the Mind in Eighteenth-Century England (Oxford, 1990).
Ann Stott, Hannah More: The First Victorian (Oxford, 2003).

Sensibility: A Poetical Epistle to the Hon. Mrs Boscawen1
From Sacred Dramas: Chiefly Intended for Young Persons: The Subjects Taken from the Bible. To which is Added, Sensibility, A Poem (I782)
            Spirits are not finely touched but to fine issues.2
(Shakespeare)
The following little poem was sent several years ago, as an epistle to the honoured friend to whom it is inscribed. It has since been enlarged, and several passages have been added, or altered, as circumstances required.3
Accept, Boscawen, these unpolished lays,
Nor blame too much the verse you cannot praise;
For you, far other bards have waked the string,
Far other bards for you were wont to sing.
Yet on the gale their parting music steals;       5
Yet your charmed ear the loved impression feels;
You heard the lyres of Lyttelton and Young,4
And this a grace, and that a seraph strung.
These are no more! But not with these decline
The Attic chasteness and the flame divine:       I0
Still sad Elfrida’s poet5 shall complain,
And either Warton breathe his classic strain.6
Nor fear lest genuine poesy expire
While tuneful Beattie wakes old Spenser’s lyre.7
His sympathetic lay his soul reveals,       I5
And paints the perfect bard from what he feels.
   Illustrious Lowth!8 For him the muses wove
The fairest garland from their greenest grove.
Though Latian9 bards had gloried in his name,
When in full brightness burnt the Latian flame,       20
Yet fired with nobler hopes than transient bays,
He scorned the meed of perishable praise,
Spurned the cheap wreath by human science won,
Borne on the wing sublime of Amos’ son;10
He seized his mantle as the prophet flew,11       25
And caught some portion of his spirit too.
   To snatch bright beauty from devouring fate
And bid it boast with him a deathless date;
To show how genius fires, how taste restrains,
While what both are, his pencil best explains,       30
Have we not Reynolds?12 Lives not Jenyns yet,
To prove his lowest title was a wit?13
Though purer flames thy hallowed zeal inspire
Than ere were kindled at the muse’s fire,
Thee, mitred Chester,14 all the Nine15 shall boast,       35
And is not Johnson theirs, himself an host?16
   Yes: still for you your gentle stars dispense
The charm of friendship and the feast of sense;
Yours is the bliss, and Heav’n no dearer sends
To call the wisest, brightest, best, your friends.       40
   With Carter trace the wit to Athens known,17
Or find in Montagu18 that wit our own;
Or, pleased, attend Chapone’s instructive page,19
Which charms her own, and forms the rising age;
Or boast in Walsingham20 the various pow’r       45
To soothe the lonely, grace the lettered hour –
To polished life its highest charm she gives,
Whose song is music, and whose canvas lives.
Delany shines, in worth serenely bright,
Wisdom’s strong ray, and virtue’s milder light;       50
And she who blessed the friend, and graced the page
Of Swift, still lends her lustre to our age:21
Long, long protract thy light, oh star benign,
Whose setting beams with added brightness shine!
   Oh much-loved Barbauld,22 shall my heart refuse       55
Its tribute to thy virtues and thy muse?
While round thy brow the poet’s wreath I twine,
This humble merit shall at least be mine,
In all thy praise to take a gen’rous part,
Thy laurels bind thee closer to my heart.       60
My verse thy merits to the world shall teach,
And love the genius it despairs to reach.
   Yet what is wit, and what the poet’s art?
Can genius shield the vulnerable heart?
Ah no, where bright imagination reigns,       65
The fine-wrought spirit feels acuter pains:
Where glow exalted sense, and taste refined,
There keener anguish rankles in the mind;
There feeling is diffused through every part,
Thrills in each nerve, and lives in all the heart;       70
And those whose gen’rous souls each tear would keep
From others’ eyes, are born themselves to weep.
   Say, can the boasted pow’rs of wit and song
Of life one pang remove, one hour prolong?
Presumptuous hope, which daily truths deride –       75
For you, alas, have wept, and Garrick died!23
Ne’er shall my heart his loved remembrance lose,
Guide, critic, guardian, glory of my muse!
Oh shades of Hampton,24 witness, as I mourn,
Could wit or song elude his destined urn?       80
Though living virtue still your haunts endears,
Yet buried worth shall justify my tears.
   Garrick! Those pow’rs which form a friend were thine;
And let me add, with pride, that friend was mine –
With pride! At once the vain emotion’s fled,       85
Far other thoughts are sacred to the dead.
Who now with spirit keen, yet judgement cool,
Th’ unequal wand’rings of my muse shall rule?
Whose partial praise my worthless verse ensure?
For Candour smiled when Garrick would endure.       90
If harsher critics were compelled to blame,
I gained in friendship what I lost in fame;
And friendship’s fost’ring smiles can well repay
What critic rigour justly takes away.
With keen acumen how his piercing eye       95
The fault concealed from vulgar view would spy!
While with a gen’rous warmth he strove to hide –
Nay, vindicate – the fault his judgement spied.
So pleased, could he detect a happy line,
That he would fancy merit ev’n in mine.       I00
Oh gen’rous error, when by friendship bred!
His praises flattered me, but not misled.
   No narrow views could bound his lib’ral mind;
His friend was man, his party humankind.
Agreed in this, opposing statesmen strove       I05
Who most should gain his praise, or court his love.
His worth all hearts as to one centre drew;
Thus Tully’s Atticus was Caesar’s too.25
   His wit so keen, it never missed its end,
So blameless too, it never lost a friend;       II0
So chaste, that modesty ne’er learned to fear,
So pure, religion might unwounded hear.
   How his quick mind, strong pow’rs, and ardent heart,
Impoverished nature, and exhausted art,
A brighter bard records,26 a deathless muse!       II5
But I his talents in his virtues lose:
Great parts are nature’s gift; but that he shone
Wise, moral, good and virtuous, was his own.
Though Time his silent hand across has stole,
Soft’ning the tints of sorrow on the soul,       I20
The deep impression long my heart shall fill,
And every mellowed trace be perfect still.
   Forgive, Boscawen, if my sorrowing heart,
Intent on grief, forget the rules of art;
Forgive, if wounded recollection melt –       I25
You best can pardon who have oft’nest felt.
You who for many a friend and hero mourn,
Who bend in anguish o’er the frequent urn;
You who have found how much the feeling heart
Shapes its own wound, and points itself the dart;       I30
You who from tender sad experience feel
The wound such minds receive can never heal;
That grief a thousand entrances can find,
Where parts superior dignify the mind;
Would you renounce the pangs those feelings give,       I35
Secure in joyless apathy to live?
   For though in souls where taste and sense abound,
Pain through a thousand avenues can wound;
Yet the same avenues are open still,
To casual blessings as to casual ill.       I40
Nor is the trembling temper more awake
To every wound which misery can make,
Than is the finely-fashioned nerve alive
To every transport pleasure has to give.
For if, when home-felt27 joys the mind elate,       I45
It mourns in secret for another’s fate;
Yet when its own sad griefs invade the breast,
Abroad, in others’ blessings, see it blessed!
Ev’n the soft sorrow of remembered woe,
A not unpleasing sadness may bestow.       I50
   Let not the vulgar read this pensive strain,
Their jests the tender anguish would profane.
Yet these some deem the happiest of their kind,
Whose low enjoyments never reached the mind;
Who ne’er a pain but for themselves have known,       I55
Nor ever felt a sorrow but their own;
Who call romantic every finer thought
Conceived by pity, or by friendship wrought.
Ah, wherefore happy? Where’s the kindred mind?
Where the large soul that takes in humankind?       I60
Where the best passions of the mortal breast?
Where the warm blessing when another’s blessed?
Where the soft lenitives of others’ pain,
The social sympathy, the sense humane,
The sigh of rapture and the tear of joy,       I65
Anguish that charms, and transports that destroy?
For tender Sorrow has her pleasures too,
Pleasures which prosp’rous Dullness never knew.
She never knew, in all her coarser bliss,
The sacred rapture of a pain like this!       I70
Nor think the cautious only are the just;
Who never was deceived I would not trust.
Then take, ye happy vulgar, take your part
Of sordid joy which never touched the heart.
Benevolence, which seldom stays to choose,       I75
Lest pausing Prudence teach her to refuse;
Friendship which, once determined, never swerves,
Weighs ere it trusts, but weighs not ere it serves;
And soft-eyed Pity, and Forgiveness bland,
And melting Charity with open hand;       I80
And artless Love, believing and believed,
And gen’rous Confidence which ne’er deceived;
And Mercy stretching out, ere Want can speak,
To wipe the tear from pale Affliction’s cheek:
These ye have never known – then take your part       I85
Of sordid joy, which never touched the heart.
   You who have melted in bright glory’s flame
Or felt the spirit-stirring breath of fame;
Ye noble few, in whom her promised meed
Wakes the great thought, and makes the wish the deed;       I90
Ye who have tasted the delight to give,
And, God’s own agents, bid the wretched live;
Who the chill haunts of Desolation seek,
Raise the sunk heart, and flush the fading cheek;
Ye who with pensive Petrarch love to mourn,       I95
Or weave fresh chaplets for Tibullus’ urn;
Who cherish both in Hammond’s plaintive lay,28
The Provence myrtle, and the Roman bay;
Ye who divide the joys, and share the pains
Which merit feels, or Heav’n-born Fancy feigns;       200
Would you renounce such joys, such pains as these,
For vulgar pleasures, or for selfish ease?
Would you, to ‘scape the pain, the joy forego,
And miss the transport to avoid the woe?
Would you the sense of real sorrow lose,       205
Or cease to woo the melancholy muse?
No, Greville,29 no! Thy song, though steeped in tears,
Though all thy soul in all thy strain appears,
Yet wouldst thou all thy well-sung anguish choose,
And all th’ inglorious peace thou begg’st, refuse.       2I0
   Or you, Boscawen, when you fondly melt
In raptures none but mothers ever felt;
And view, enamoured, in your beauteous race,
All Leveson’s sweetness, and all Beaufort’s grace;30
Yet think what dangers each loved child may share,       2I5
The youth if valiant, and the maid if fair;
That perils multiply as blessings flow,
And constant sorrows on enjoyments grow;
You who have felt how fugitive is joy,
That while we clasp the phantom we destroy;       220
That life’s bright sun is dimmed by clouded views,
And who have most to love have most to lose;
Yet from these fair possessions would you part,
To shield from future pain your guarded heart?
Would your fond mind renounce its tender boast,       225
Or with their opening bloom of promise lost?
Yield the dear hopes which break upon your view,
For all the quiet Dullness ever knew?
Debase the objects of your tend’rest prayer
To save the dangers of a distant care?       230
Consent, to shun the anxious fears you prove,
They less should merit, or you less should love?
   Yet while I hail the sympathy divine,
Which makes, oh man, the wants of others thine;
I mourn heroic Justice, scarcely owned,       235
And principle for sentiment dethroned.
While Feeling boasts her ever-tearful eye,
Stern Truth, firm Faith, and manly Virtue fly.
   Sweet sensibility, thou soothing pow’r
Who shedd’st thy blessings on the natal hour       240
Like fairy favours! Art can never seize,
Nor affectation catch thy pow’r to please:
Thy subtle essence still eludes the chains
Of definition, and defeats her pains.
Sweet sensibility, thou keen delight!       245
Thou hasty moral, sudden sense of right!
Thou untaught goodness! Virtue’s precious seed!
Thou sweet precursor of the gen’rous deed!
Beauty’s quick relish! Reason’s radiant morn,
Which dawns soft light before Reflection’s born!       250
To those who know thee not, no words can paint,
And those who know thee, know all words are faint!
’Tis not to mourn because a sparrow dies,
To rave in artificial ecstasies;
’Tis not to melt in tender Otway’s fires;       255
’Tis not to faint when injured Shore expires;
’Tis not because the ready eye o’erflows
At Clementina’s or Clarissa’s woes.31
   Forgive, oh Richardson, nor think I mean,
With cold contempt, to blast thy peerless scene;       260
If some faint love of virtue glow in me,
Pure spirit, I first caught that flame from thee.
   While soft Compassion silently relieves,
Loquacious Feeling hints how much she gives;
Laments how oft her wounded heart has bled,       265
And boasts of many a tear she never shed.
   As words are but th’ external marks to tell
The fair ideas in the mind that dwell;
And only are of things the outward sign,
And not the things themselves they but define;       270
So exclamations, tender tones, fond tears,
And all the graceful drapery Pity wears;
These are not Pity’s self, they but express
Her inward sufferings by their pictured dress;
And these fair marks, reluctant I relate,       275
These lovely symbols may be counterfeit.
Celestial Pity, why must I deplore
Thy sacred image stamped on basest ore?
There are, who fill with brilliant plaints the page,
If a poor linnet meet the gunner’s rage;       280
There are, who for a dying fawn display
The tend’rest anguish in the sweetest lay;32
Who for a wounded animal deplore,
As if friend, parent, country, were no more;
Who boast quick rapture trembling in their eye,       285
If from the spider’s snare they save a fly;
Whose well-sung sorrows every breast inflame,
And break all hearts but his from whom they came;
Yet scorning life’s dull duties to attend,
Will persecute a wife, or wrong a friend;       290
Alive to every woe by fiction dressed,
The innocent he wronged, the wretch distressed,
May plead in vain; their suff’rings come not near,
Or he relieves them cheaply with a tear.33
Not so the tender moralist of Tweed;       295
His Man of Feeling is a man indeed.34
   Oh blessed Compassion! Angel Charity!
More dear one genuine deed performed for thee
Than all the periods Feeling e’er can turn,
Than all thy soothing pages, polished Sterne!35       300
   Not that by deeds alone this love’s expressed,
If so, the affluent only were the blessed;
One silent wish, one prayer, one soothing word,
The precious page of Mercy shall record;
One soul-felt sigh by pow’rless Pity giv’n,       305
Accepted incense, shall ascend to heav’n!
   Since trifles make the sum of human things,
And half our mis’ry from our foibles springs;
Since life’s best joys consist in peace and ease,
And few can save or serve, but all may please:       3I0
Oh let th’ ungentle spirit learn from hence,
A small unkindness is a great offence.
Large bounties to bestow we wish in vain,
But all may shun the guilt of giving pain.
To bless mankind with tides of flowing wealth,       3I5
With pow’r to grace them or to crown with health
Our little lot denies; but Heav’n decrees
To all, the gift of minist’ring to ease.
The gentle offices of patient love,
Beyond all flatt’ry, and all price above;       320
The mild forbearance at another’s fault,
The taunting word, suppressed as soon as thought;
On these Heav’n bade the bliss of life depend,
And crushed ill-fortune when he made a friend.
   A solitary blessing few can find,       325
Our joys with those we love are intertwined;
And he, whose helpful tenderness removes
Th’ obstructing thorn which wounds the breast he loves,
Smooths not another’s rugged path alone,
But scatters roses to adorn his own.       330
   The hint malevolent, the look oblique,
The obvious satire, or implied dislike;
The sneer equivocal, the harsh reply,
And all the cruel language of the eye;
The artful injury whose venomed dart       335
Scarce wounds the hearing while it stabs the heart;
The guarded phrase whose meaning kills, yet told,
The list’ner wonders how you thought it cold;
Small slights, contempt, neglect unmixed with hate,
Make up in number what they want in weight.       340
These, and a thousand griefs minute as these,
Corrode our comfort and destroy our ease.
   As this strong feeling tends to good or ill,
It gives fresh pow’r to vice or principle;
’Tis not peculiar to the wise and good;       345
’Tis passion’s flame, the virtue of the blood.
But to divert it to its proper course,
There Wisdom’s pow’r appears, there Reason’s force;
If, ill-directed, it pursues the wrong,
It adds new strength to what before was strong;       350
Breaks out in wild irregular desires,
Disordered passions and illicit fires.
But if the virtuous bias rule the soul,
This lovely feeling then adorns the whole;
Sheds its sweet sunshine on the moral part,       355
Nor wastes on fancy what should warm the heart.
Cold and inert the mental pow’rs would lie
Without this quick’ning spark of deity.
To draw the rich materials from the mine,
To bid the mass of intellect refine,       360
To melt the firm, to animate the cold,
And Heav’n’s own impress stamp on nature’s gold;
To give immortal Mind its finest tone,
Oh sensibility, is all thy own!
This is th’ ethereal flame which lights and warms,       365
In song transports us, and in action charms.
’Tis this that makes the pensive strains of Gray36
Win to the open heart their easy way;
Makes the touched spirit glow with kindred fire,
When sweet Serena’s37 poet wakes the lyre.       370
’Tis this, though nature’s hidden treasures lie
Bare to the keen inspection of her eye,
Makes Portland’s38 face its brightest rapture wear,
When her large bounty smooths the bed of care;
’Tis this that breathes through Sevigné’s sweet page,39       375
That nameless grace which soothes a second age;
’Tis this whose charms the soul resistless seize,
And gives Boscawen half her pow’r to please.
   Yet why those terrors? Why that anxious care,
Since your last hope40 the deathful war will dare?       380
Why dread that energy of soul which leads
To dang’rous glory by heroic deeds?
Why tremble lest his ardent soul aspire?
You fear the son because you knew the sire.
Hereditary valour you deplore       385
And dread, yet wish to find one hero more.
Sensibility
1 Sensibility was a preoccupation central to the Bluestocking coterie of which More was part. Frances, daughter of William Evelyn Glanville, Esq., married Admiral Edward Boscawen, Viscount Falmouth, in 1742. He was a national hero, having thwarted a French invasion in an important battle in Lagos Bay in August 1759. He died of typhoid fever, 10 January 1761. In 1775, More told her sister that ‘Mrs Boscawen’s life has been a continued series of afflictions that may almost bear a parallel with those of the righteous man of Uz.’
2 Measure for Measure I i 35–6.
3 More continued to revise the poem through successive editions.
4 Lyttelton and Young At the behest of Elizabeth Montagu and Elizabeth Carter, Edward Young (1683–1765) composed Resignation to console Mrs Boscawen for her husband’s death. George, Lord Lyttelton (1709–73), was introduced to Mrs Boscawen by Mrs Montagu. He had addressed a poem to her husband in September 1747 (‘To the Memory of Capt. Grenville’).
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7 tuneful Beattie wakes old Spenser’s lyre More refers to The Minstrel (1771–4) by James Beattie (1735–1803), written in Spenserian stanzas.
8 Robert Lowth, Bishop of London (1710–87), a skilled Latinist and Hebrew scholar. His most famous work was De Sacra Poesi Hebraeorum (1753), translated by Gregory in 1787 as Lectures on the Sacred Poetry of the Hebrews.
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10 Amos’ son Isaiah.
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How potent is thy Muse, oh More,
Whose vivifying breath
Can do what Muse ne’er did before:
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15 Nine the Muses.
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24 Oh shades of Hampton Garrick’s house, Hampton Villa in Middlesex.
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37 ‘Triumphs of Temper’ (More’s note). Serena is the principal character in William Hayley’s The Triumphs of Temper (1781), admired by the Bluestockings.
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Slavery: A Poem(1788)1
                                                         Oh great design!
Ye sons of mercy! Oh complete your work;
Wrench from Oppression’s hand the iron rod,
And bid the cruel feel the pains they give.
                                    (Thomson’s Liberty)2
If Heaven has into being deigned to call
Thy light, oh liberty, to shine on all,
Bright intellectual3 sun, why does thy ray
To earth distribute only partial day?
Since no resisting cause from spirit flows,       5
Thy penetrating essence to oppose;
No obstacles by nature’s hand impressed,
Thy subtle and ethereal beams arrest;
Nor motion’s laws can speed thy active course,
Nor strong repulsion’s pow’rs obstruct thy force –       I0
Since there is no convexity in mind,
Why are thy genial beams to parts confined?
While the chill north with thy bright ray is blessed
Why should fell darkness half the south invest?
Was it decreed, fair Freedom, at thy birth,       I5
That thou shouldst ne’er irradiate all the earth?
While Britain basks in thy full blaze of light,
Why lies sad Afric quenched in total night?
   Thee only, sober goddess, I attest,
In smiles chastised, and decent graces dressed;       20
Not that unlicensed monster of the crowd
Whose roar terrific bursts in peals so loud,
Deaf’ning the ear of Peace; fierce Faction’s tool
Of rash Sedition born, and mad Misrule,
Whose stubborn mouth, rejecting Reason’s rein,       25
No strength can govern, and no skill restrain;
Whose magic cries the frantic vulgar draw,
To spurn at order, and to outrage law;
To tread on grave Authority and Pow’r,
And shake the work of ages in an hour.       30
Convulsed her voice, and pestilent her breath,
She raves of mercy while she deals out death –
Each blast is fate; she darts from either hand
Red conflagration o’er th’ astonished land;
Clamouring for peace, she rends the air with noise,       35
And to reform a part, the whole destroys.
   Oh plaintive Southerne,4 whose impassioned strain
So oft has waked my languid muse in vain!
Now, when congenial themes her cares engage,
She burns to emulate thy glowing page;       40
Her failing efforts mock her fond desires,
She shares thy feelings, not partakes thy fires.
Strange pow’r of song – the strain that warms the heart
Seems the same inspiration to impart;
Touched by the kindling energy alone,       45
We think the flame which melts us is our own;
Deceived, for genius we mistake delight;
Charmed as we read, we fancy we can write.
   Though not to me, sweet bard, thy pow’rs belong,
Fair Truth, a hallowed guide, inspires my song!       50
Here art would weave her gayest flow’rs in vain,
For Truth the bright invention would disdain.
For no fictitious ills these numbers flow,
But living anguish and substantial woe;
No individual griefs my bosom melt,       55
For millions feel what Oroonoko felt:5
Fired by no single wrongs, the countless host
I mourn, by rapine dragged from Afric’s coast.
   Perish th’ illiberal thought which would debase
The native genius of the sable race!       60
Perish the proud philosophy which sought
To rob them of the pow’rs of equal thought!
Does then th’ immortal principle within
Change with the casual colour of a skin?
Does matter govern spirit, or is mind       65
Degraded by the form to which ’tis joined?
   No; they have heads to think, and hearts to feel,
And souls to act, with firm though erring zeal;
For they have keen affections, kind desires,
Love strong as death, and active patriot fires;       70
All the rude energy, the fervid flame
Of high-souled passion and ingenuous shame –
Strong but luxuriant virtues boldly shoot
From the wild vigour of a savage root.
   Nor weak their sense of honour’s proud control,       75
For pride is virtue in a pagan soul;
A sense of worth, a conscience of desert,
A high, unbroken haughtiness of heart;
That self-same stuff which erst proud empires swayed,
Of which the conquerors of the world were made.       80
Capricious fate of man! That very pride
In Afric scourged, in Rome was deified.
   No muse, oh Qua-shi,6 shall thy deeds relate,
No statute snatch thee from oblivious fate!
For thou wast born where never gentle muse       85
On valour’s grave the flow’rs of genius strews;
And thou wast born where no recording page
Plucks the fair deed from time’s devouring rage.
Had fortune placed thee on some happier coast,
Where polished souls heroic virtue boast,       90
To thee, who sought’st a voluntary grave,
Th’ uninjured honours of thy name to save,
Whose generous arm thy barbarous master spared,
Altars had smoked, and temples had been reared.
   Whene’er to Afric’s shores I turn my eyes,       95
Horrors of deepest, deadliest guilt arise;
I see, by more than fancy’s mirror shown,
The burning village and the blazing town,
See the dire victim torn from social life,
The shrieking babe, the agonizing wife!       I00
She, wretch forlorn, is dragged by hostile hands,
To distant tyrants sold, in distant lands!
Transmitted miseries and successive chains
The sole sad heritage her child obtains!
Ev’n this last wretched boon their foes deny:       I05
To weep together, or together die.
By felon hands, by one relentless stroke,
See the fond links of feeling nature broke!
The fibres twisting round a parent’s heart,
Torn from their grasp, and bleeding as they part.       II0
   Hold, murderers, hold! Nor aggravate distress;
Respect the passions you yourselves possess!
Ev’n you, of ruffian heart and ruthless hand,
Love your own offspring, love your native land.
Ah, leave them holy freedom’s cheering smile,       II5
The Heav’n-taught fondness for the parent soil;
Revere affections mingled with our frame,
In every nature, every clime the same;
In all, these feelings equal sway maintain;
In all, the love of home and freedom reign –       I20
And Tempe’s vale7 and parched Angola’s sand
One equal fondness of their sons command.
Th’ unconquered savage laughs at pain and toil,
Basking in freedom’s beams which gild his native soil.
   Does thirst of empire, does desire of fame       I25
(For these are specious crimes), our rage inflame?
No; sordid lust of gold their fate controls –
The basest appetite of basest souls;
Gold, better gained by what their ripening sky,
Their fertile fields, their arts8 and mines supply.       I30
   What wrongs, what injuries does Oppression plead,
To smooth the horror of th’ unnatural deed?
What strange offence, what aggravated sin?
They stand convicted of a darker skin!
Barbarians, hold! Th’ opprobrious commerce spare,       I35
Respect His sacred image which they bear.
Though dark and savage, ignorant and blind,
They claim the common privilege of kind;
Let malice strip them of each other plea,
They still are men, and men should still be free.       I40
Insulted reason loathes th’ inverted trade –
Dire change! The agent is the purchase made!
Perplexed, the baffled muse involves the tale;
Nature confounded, well may language fail!
The outraged goddess, with abhorrent eyes,       I45
Sees man the traffic, souls the merchandise!
   Plead not, in reason’s palpable abuse,
Their sense of feeling callous and obtuse;9
From heads to hearts lies nature’s plain appeal –
Though few can reason, all mankind can feel.       I50
Though wit may boast a livelier dread of shame,
A loftier sense of wrong, refinement claim;
Though polished manners may fresh wants invent,
And nice10 distinctions nicer souls torment –
Though these on finer spirits heavier fall,       I55
Yet natural evils are the same to all.
Though wounds there are which reason’s force may heal,
There needs no logic sure to make us feel.
The nerve, howe’er untutored, can sustain
A sharp, unutterable sense of pain,       I60
As exquisitely fashioned in a slave
As where unequal fate a sceptre gave.
Sense is as keen where Congo’s sons preside
As where proud Tiber rolls his classic tide.
Rhetoric or verse may point the feeling line –       I65
They do not whet sensation, but define.
Did ever slave less feel the galling chain,
When Zeno11 proved there was no ill in pain?
Their miseries philosophic quirks12 deride;
Slaves groan in pangs disowned by Stoic pride.       I70
   When the fierce sun darts vertical his beams,
And thirst and hunger mix their wild extremes;
When the sharp iron wounds his inmost soul,13
And his strained eyes in burning anguish roll –
Will the parched negro find, ere he expire,       I75
   No pain in hunger, and no heat in fire?
   For him, when fate his tortured frame destroys,
What hope of present fame or future joys?
For this have heroes shortened nature’s date;
For that have martyrs gladly met their fate;       I80
But him, forlorn, no hero’s pride sustains,
No martyr’s blissful visions soothe his pains;
Sullen, he mingles with his kindred dust,
For he has learned to dread the Christian’s trust.
To him what mercy can that pow’r display,       I85
Whose servants murder, and whose sons betray?
Savage, thy venial error I deplore –
They are not Christians who infest thy shore!
   Oh thou sad spirit, whose preposterous yoke
The great deliverer death at length has broke!       I90
Released from misery, and escaped from care,
Go meet that mercy man denied thee here.
In thy dark home, sure refuge of th’ oppressed,
The wicked vex not, and the weary rest.
And if some notions, vague and undefined,       I95
Of future terrors have assailed thy mind;
If such thy masters have presumed to teach,
As terrors only they are prone to preach
(For should they paint eternal mercy’s reign,
Where were th’ oppressor’s rod, the captive’s chain?);       200
If, then, thy troubled soul has learned to dread
The dark unknown thy trembling footsteps tread
On Him, who made thee what thou art, depend:
He, who withholds the means, accepts the end.
Not thine the reckoning dire of light abused,       205
Knowledge disgraced, and liberty misused;
On thee no awful judge incensed shall sit
For parts perverted, and dishonoured wit.
Where ignorance will be found the surest plea,
How many learned and wise shall envy thee!       2I0
   And thou, white savage, whether lust of gold
Or lust of conquest ruled thee uncontrolled –
Hero or robber – by whatever name
Thou plead thy impious claim to wealth or fame;
Whether inferior mischiefs be thy boast,       2I5
A petty tyrant rifling Gambia’s coast;
Or bolder carnage track thy crimson way,
Kings dispossessed, and provinces thy prey,
Panting to tame wide earth’s remotest bound,
All Cortez14 murdered, all Columbus found;       220
O’er plundered realms to reign, detested lord,
Make millions wretched, and thyself abhorred;
In reason’s eye, in wisdom’s fair account,
Your sum of glory boasts a like amount;
The means may differ, but the end’s the same:       225
Conquest is pillage with a nobler name.
Who makes the sum of human blessings less,
Or sinks the stock of general happiness,
No solid fame shall grace, no true renown,
His life shall blazon, or his memory crown.       230
   Had those advent’rous spirits who explore
Through ocean’s trackless wastes the far-sought shore;
Whether of wealth insatiate, or of pow’r,
Conquerors who waste, or ruffians who devour –
Had these possessed, oh Cook,15 thy gentle mind,       235
Thy love of arts, thy love of humankind;
Had these pursued thy mild and liberal plan,
Discoverers had not been a curse to man!
Then, blessed philanthropy, thy social hands
Had linked dissevered worlds in brothers’ bands,       240
Careless if colour or if clime divide;
Then, loved and loving, man had lived and died.
   The purest wreaths which hang on glory’s shrine,
For empires founded, peaceful Penn,16 are thine;
No bloodstained laurels crowned thy virtuous toil,       245
No slaughtered natives drenched thy fair-earned soil.
   Still thy meek spirit in thy flock survives,17
Consistent still, their doctrines rule their lives;
Thy followers only have effaced the shame
Inscribed by Slavery on the Christian name.       250
   Shall Britain, where the soul of Freedom reigns,
Forge chains for others she herself disdains?
Forbid it, Heaven! Oh let the nations know
The liberty she loves she will bestow;
Not to herself the glorious gift confined,       255
She spreads the blessing wide as humankind;
And, scorning narrow views of time and place,
Bids all be free in earth’s extended space.
   What page of human annals can record
A deed so bright as human rights restored?       260
Oh may that godlike deed, that shining page,
Redeem our fame, and consecrate our age!
And see, the cherub Mercy from above,
Descending softly, quits the sphere of love!
On feeling hearts she sheds celestial dew,       265
And breathes her spirit o’er th’ enlightened few;
From soul to soul the spreading influence steals,
Till every breast the soft contagion feels.
She bears, exulting, to the burning shore,
The loveliest office angel ever bore:       270
To vindicate the pow’r in heaven adored;
To still the clank of chains, and sheathe the sword;
To cheer the mourner, and with soothing hands
From bursting hearts unbind th’ oppressor’s bands;
To raise the lustre of the Christian name,       275
And clear the foulest blot that dims its fame.
   As the mild spirit hovers o’er the coast,
A fresher hue the withered landscapes boast;
Her healing smiles the ruined scenes repair,
And blasted Nature wears a joyous air.       280
She spreads her blessed commission from above,
Stamped with the sacred characters of love;
She tears the banner stained with blood and tears,
And, Liberty, thy shining standard rears!
As the bright ensign’s glory she displays,       285
See pale Oppression faints beneath the blaze!
The giant dies, no more his frown appals;
The chain, untouched, drops off; the fetter falls.
Astonished Echo tells the vocal shore,
‘Oppression’s fall’n, and Slavery is no more!’       290
The dusky myriads crowd the sultry plain,
And hail that mercy long invoked in vain;
Victorious pow’r! She bursts their two-fold bands,
And Faith and Freedom spring from Mercy’s hands.
Slavery: A Poem
1 More’s poem was composed in anticipation of the passing of Sir William Dolben’s Bill restricting the number of slaves who could be transported from Africa to British colonies in the West Indies; see headnote, p. 58. It was published at the same time as Yearsley’s Poem on the Inhumanity of the Slave-Trade (p. 165).
2 More is recalling, though inaccurately, a passage from Thomson’s Winter, which celebrates the labours of a Parliamentary Committee that investigated allegations of torture in prisons in 1729:
      O great design! if executed well,
      With patient care, and wisdom-tempered zeal..
      Ye sons of mercy! yet resume the search;
      Drag forth the legal monsters into light,
      Wrench from their hands Oppression’s iron rod,
      And bid the cruel feel the pains they give.
                                                                  (ll. 376–81)
3 intellectual spiritual.
4 ‘Author of the tragedy of Oroonoko’ (More’s note). Thomas Southerne’s Oroonoko (1695–6), an adaptation of Aphra Behn’s anti-slavery novel (1688), was enormously popular.
5 what Oroonoko felt The heir to an African king, Oroonoko is taken as a slave to Surinam, an English colony.
6 ‘“It is a point of honour among negroes of a high spirit to die rather than to suffer their glossy skin to bear the mark of the whip. Qua-shi had somehow offended his master, a young planter with whom he had been bred up in the endearing intimacy of a playfellow. His services had been faithful; his attachment affectionate. The master resolved to punish him, and pursued him for that purpose. In trying to escape, Qua-shi stumbled and fell; the master fell upon him. They wrestled long with doubtful victory. At length, Qua-shi got uppermost, and being firmly seated on his master’s breast, he secured his legs with one hand, and with the other drew a sharp knife; then said, ‘Master, I have been bred up with you from a child; I have loved you as myself; in return, you have condemned me to a punishment, of which I must ever have borne the marks – thus only I can avoid them.’ So saying, he drew the knife with all his strength across his own throat, and fell down dead, without a groan, on his master’s body.” Ramsay’s Essay on the Treatment of African Slaves’ (More’s note). More refers to James Ramsay (1733–89), An Essay on the Treatment and Conversion of African Slaves in the British Sugar Colonies (1784).
7 Tempe’s vale idyllic valley in Thessaly, praised by Virgil, Georgics ii 469.
8 ‘Besides many valuable productions of the soil, cloths and carpets of exquisite manufacture are brought from the coast of Guinea’ (More’s note).
9 ‘Nothing is more frequent than this cruel and stupid argument, that they do not feel the miseries inflicted on them as Europeans would do’ (More’s note). This was one of the arguments of the merchants who claimed that regulation of the slave trade would put them out of business; see headnote p. 58.
10 nice subtle.
11 Zeno Zeno of Citium (c.335–c.263 BC) founded the Stoic school of philosophy.
12 quirks quibbles, subtle or evasive arguments.
13 ‘This is not said figuratively. The writer of these lines has seen a complete set of chains, fitted to every separate limb of these unhappy, innocent men, together with instruments for wrenching open the jaws, contrived with such ingenious cruelty as would shock the humanity of an inquisitor’ (More’s notes).
14 Hernán Cortez (1485–1547), Spanish conquistador, overthrew the Aztec empire, killing and enslaving its people, winning Mexico for Spain.
15 James Cook (1728–79) circumnavigated the world in the Endeavour, 1768–71.
16 William Penn (1644–1718), Quaker and founder of Pennsylvania.
17 ‘The Quakers have emancipated all their slaves throughout America’ (More’s note).
Cheap Repository: The Story of Sinful Sally. Told by Herself(1796)
Showing how, from being Sally of the Green, she was first led to become Sinful Sally, and afterwards Drunken Sal, and how at last she came to a most melancholy and almost hopeless end, being therein a warning to all young women both in town and country. Price one halfpenny.
Come each maiden lend an ear,
   Country lass and London belle!
Come and drop a mournful tear
   O’er the tale that I shall tell!
I that ask your tender pity,       5
   Ruined now and all forlorn,
Once like you was young and pretty,
   And as cheerful as the morn.
In yon distant cottage sitting,
   Far away from London town,       I0
Once you might have seen me knitting
   In my simple kersey1 gown.
Where the little lambkins leap,
   Where the meadow looks so gay,
Where the drooping willows weep,       I5
   Simple Sally used to stray.
Then I tasted many a blessing,
   Then I had an honest fame;
Father, mother, me caressing,
   Smiled and thought me free from blame.       20
Then amid my friends so dear,
   Life it speeded fast away;
Oh, it moves a tender tear
   To think how peaceful was the day!
From the villages surrounding,       25
   Ere I well had reached eighteen,
Came the modest youths abounding,
   All to Sally of the Green.
Courting days were thus beginning,
   And I soon had proved a wife;       30
Oh, if I had kept from sinning,
   Now how blessed had been my life!
Come each maiden, lend an ear,
   Country lass and London belle!
Come ye now and deign to hear       35
   How poor sinful Sally fell.
Where the hill begins inclining,
   Half a furlong from the road,
o’er the village white and shining
   Stands Sir William’s great abode.       40
Near his meadow I was tripping,
   Vainly2 wishing to be seen,
When Sir William met me skipping,
   And he spoke me on the Green;
Bid me quit my cloak of scarlet,3       45
   Blamed my simple kersey gown,
Eyed me then, so like a varlet
   Such as live in London town.
With his presents I was loaded,
   And bedecked in ribbons gay;       50
Thus my ruin was foreboded –
   Oh how crafty was his way!
Vanished now from cottage lowly,
   My poor parents’ heart I break,
Enter on a state unholy,       55
   Turn a mistress to a rake.
Now no more by morning light
   Up to God my voice I raise;
Now no shadows of the night
   Call my thoughts to prayer and praise.       60
Hark! A well known sound I hear!
   ”Tis the church’s Sunday bell;
No, I dread to venture near;
   No, I’m now the child of hell.
Now I lay my Bible by,       65
   Choose that impious book so new;
Love the bold blaspheming lie,
   And that filthy novel too.
Next to London town I pass
   (Sinful Sally is my name),       70
There to gain a front of brass4
   And to glory in my shame.
Powdered well, and puffed, and painted,
   Rivals all I there outshine;
With skin so white and heart so tainted,       75
   Rolling in my chariot fine.
In the park I glitter daily,
   Then I dress me for the play,
Then to masquerade so gaily,
   All London hears me tear away.       80
When I meet some meaner5 lass,
   Then I toss with proud disdain;
Laugh and giggle as I pass,
   As if I never knew a pain.
But amidst my peals of laughter       85
   Horror seizes oft my frame;
Pleasure now, damnation after,
   And a never-dying flame.6
‘Save me, save me, Lord!’ I cry,
   ‘Save my soul from Satan’s chain!’       90
Now I see salvation nigh,
   Now I turn to sin again.
By a thousand ills o’ertaken
   See me now quite sinking down,
Till so lost and so forsaken       95
   Sal is cast upon the town.
At the dusk of evening grey,
   Forth I step from secret cell,
Roaming like a beast of prey
   Or some hateful imp of hell.       I00
Ah, how many youths so blooming
   By my wanton looks I’ve won;
Then by vices all consuming
   Left them ruined and undone!
Thus the cruel spider stretches       I05
   Wide his web for every fly;
Then each victim that he catches
   Straight he poisons till he die.
Now no more by conscience troubled,
   Deep I plunge in every sin;       II0
True, my sorrows are redoubled,
   But I drown them all in gin.
See me next with front so daring
   Band of ruffian rogues among;
Fighting, cheating, drinking, swearing –       II5
   And Sal’s the vilest of the throng.
Mark that youngest of the thieves;
   Taught by Sal he ventures further;
What he filches Sal receives –
   ’Tis for Sal he does the murder.       I20
See me then attend my victim
   To the fatal gallows tree,
Pleased to think how I have nicked7 him,
   Made him swing while I am free.
Jack I laughing see depart,       I25
   While with Dick I drink and sing;
Soon again I’ll fill the cart,
   Make this present lover swing.
But while thus with guilt surprising,
   Sal pursues her bold career,       I30
See God’s dreadful wrath arising
   And the day of vengeance near.
Fierce disease my body seizes,
   Racking pain afflicts my bones;8
Dread of death my spirit freezes,       I35
   Deep and doleful are my groans.
Here with face so shrunk and spotted
   On the clay-cold ground I lie;
See how all my flesh is rotted –
   Stop, oh stranger, see me die!       I40
Conscience, as my breath’s departing,
   Plunges too his arrow deep,
With redoubled fury starting
   Like some giant from his sleep.
In this pit of ruin lying       I45
   Once again before I die,
Fainting, trembling, weeping, sighing –
   Lord, to thee I’ll lift mine eye.
Thou canst save the vilest harlot,
   Grace I’ve heard is free and full,       I50
Sins that once were red as scarlet
   Thou canst make as white as wool.
Saviour, whom I’ve pierced so often,
   Deeper still my guilt imprint!
Let thy mighty spirit soften       I55
   This my hardened heart of flint!
Vain, alas, is all my groaning,
   For I fear the die is cast;
True, thy blood is all atoning,
   But my day of grace is past.       I60
Saviour, hear me or I perish!
   None who lives is quite undone;
Still a ray of hope I’ll cherish
   Till eternity’s begun.
Cheap Repository
1 kersey coarse cloth woven from wool.
2 Vainly Sally’s troubles begin with the sin of vanity.
3 scarlet Sally is a scarlet woman even before her sinful career begins. The obvious comparison is with the whore of Babylon, Revelation 17: 3–6.
4 brass unblushing impudence.
5 meaner poorer.
6 a never-dying flame a reference to the flames of hell.
7 nicked tricked, cheated.
 8 Racking pain afflicts my bones symptomatic of venereal disease.
1 The Bluestocking Circle: Women, Friendship, and the Life of the Mind in Eighteenth-Century England (Oxford, 1990), p. 262.
2 A reference to the full title of the volume in which Sensibility was first published; see p. 59.
3 Monthly Review 67 (I782) 31–5, p. 32.
4 European Magazine 1 (I782) 205–6, p. 205.
5 New Annual Register 9 (1788) 260.

Charlotte Smith (née Turner) (1749–1806)
    Wordsworth was one of her greatest admirers. In 1836 he remembered her as ‘my old friend … who was the first Modern distinguished in that [form of] composition’1 (that is, the sonnet), a huge compliment from a poet who was no mean sonneteer himself. The reference to her as a ‘Modern’ indicates his recognition that she was well ahead of her time in writing a poetry close to his own, something on which he elaborated when he remarked that ‘She wrote little, and that little unambitiously, but with true feeling for rural nature, at a time when nature was not much regarded by English poets.’2
    Charlotte Smith was born in London on 4 May 1749, the elder daughter of Nicholas Turner of Stoke House, Guildford, and Bignor Park, Sussex, and Anna Towers. She and her sister were brought up by a kindly aunt after their mother’s death when she was 3, spending time at their father’s estate of Bignor Park, on the banks on the River Arun in Sussex, as she recalled in The Emigrants (1793):
There (where from hollows fringed with
                                yellow broom,
The birch with silver rind, and fairy leaf,
Aslant the low stream trembles) I have stood
And meditated how to venture best
Into the shallow current, to procure
The willow-herb of glowing purple spikes,
Or flags whose sword-like leaves concealed
                                 the tide,
Startling the timid reed-bird from her nest,
As with aquatic flowers I wove the wreath,
Such as, collected by the shepherd girls,
Deck in the villages the turfy shrine,
And mark the arrival of propitious May.
                                    (The Emigrants ii 335–46)
The freshness and intensity of these recollections are validated by their precise detail. Smith’s ability to perceive nature in this way was partly a gift, but also a skill taught to her at the age of 6 by the landscape painter George Smith, then in his early forties, who lived in Chichester. He encouraged her to think of landscapes as greater than the mere sum of their parts – possessing atmosphere even to the point of being enchanted. Short sight led her to specialize in painting botanical specimens, with which the South Downs were (and still are) well provided. The precise, sensitive documentation of the flora around her was to be a consistent feature of her poems.
Figure 7 Charlotte Smith (1749–1806), engraved by Pierre Condé from a portrait by John Opie, published 1797. Of this engraving, made for the eighth edition of her Elegiac Sonnets (1797), Smith remarked: ‘I think Mr Condé has done all that could be done save only that my family say what I do not venture to suggest myself: that there is a want of spirit in the eyes.’ (© National Portrait Gallery, London.)
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    Unusually for the time, she enjoyed for several years a good education at boarding-school in Kensington, London, where she first learnt to read Italian and write sonnets. Her father’s career as a gambler was going badly, however, and she was withdrawn at the age of 12 because of his increasing debt. Within a few years, things were so bad that Turner was compelled to marry a rich heiress, Miss Henrietta Meriton. And when that had happened, he arranged for his eldest daughter to marry a wealthy West India merchant of his acquaintance, Benjamin Smith. Two months short of 16, she was (in her words) ‘sold, a legal prostitute’, and began a child-bearing career that would span the next twenty-two years, producing twelve children. To make matters worse, her new husband was not what he appeared: besides turning out to be a spendthrift, he would behave abusively and violently towards wife and daughters. The first sign of real trouble came in December 1783 when litigation over his father’s will led to his imprisonment at the King’s Bench prison in London for embezzlement. He was there for seven months, some of which his wife shared, as was customary. It was at this time that she decided to publish a book in order to raise funds, and began writing sonnets.
    She contributed to the European Magazine from 1782 onwards; two years later, with the encouragement of William Hayley (friend of Cowper and patron of Blake), she published her Elegiac Sonnets. It was an immediate success, perhaps because readers identified with the resigned melancholy of its author. By the time it reached its third edition in 1786, reviewers were openly expressing concern on her behalf. ‘We are sorry to see the eye which can shine with so much poetic fire sullied with a tear’, wrote the Critical Review, ‘and we hope the soothings of the favoured muse may wipe it from her cheek.’3 For its part, the Gentleman’s Magazine proclaimed her a better sonneteer than either Shakespeare or Milton, before continuing:
We cannot, however, forbear expressing a hope that the misfortunes she so often hints at, are all imaginary. We must have perused her very tender and exquisite effusions with diminished pleasure, could we have supposed her sorrows to be real. It would be hard indeed if a lady, who has so much contributed to the delight of others, should feel any want of happiness herself.4
Her poems are distinctive for the way in which her hardships, though never detailed, colour her observations, producing an intriguing blend of the confessional and the sentimental. It is a poetry that gives a remarkably precise account of the author’s inner and outer worlds. The sonnet was a fashionable form in which to be writing, and Smith had a happy knack of exploiting popular taste, not least with translations from Goethe’s Werther, which was enjoying immense popularity; in so doing, she aroused the envious criticisms of Anna Seward, who accused her of promoting ‘dark dreams of suicide’ (see p. 32). This volume contains the complete text of Elegiac Sonnets (3rd edn, 1786).
    Despite literary success, the debts were huge, and creditors still knocking at the door. In summer 1784 the family was forced into exile in Normandy for six months, where they rented a ruined château. This cannot have been easy for someone who, like Smith, loved her native countryside, and helps explain her sympathy with the exiles from Revolutionary France whom she saw wandering Brighton beach eight years later: ‘I mourn your sorrows, for I too have known / Involuntary exile.’5 During these months she became increasingly impatient with her abusive, unfaithful husband, and decided to leave him as soon as she could.
    In 1785, leaving her husband in France, she took her children back to Sussex to settle at Woolbeding House. Here she continued to write sonnets, including the translations from Petrarch and Metastasio that would appear in the third edition. Benjamin returned to England and for a while continued to make a nuisance of himself – partly because he had a legal entitlement to his wife’s earnings, and was not above demanding them from her publishers. He finally announced in early 1788 that he was leaving for Barbados: at last, she was free.
    His departure was a relief, but she remained in debt and had no choice but to keep writing. In 1788 she worked hard on a successful novel, Emmeline, and a fifth edition of Elegiac Sonnets, one of the subscribers to which was the young William Wordsworth, then an undergraduate at St John’s College, Cambridge. It was symptomatic of the Sonnets’ popularity that the fifth edition, published New Year’s Day 1789, made her £180 (£12,600/US$23,500 today).
    Later that year she moved to the fashionable Regency town of Brighton, where she wrote more bestselling novels, most notably Ethelinde (1790) and Celestina (1791) – the second of which earned £200 (£14,000/US$25,600 today) from its first edition alone. During 1791, partly out of solidarity with the Revolution, she visited Paris, where she met Helen Maria Williams (p. 291). The 21-year-old William Wordsworth was aware of that connection when he visited Smith in Brighton in November, Paris-bound, requesting a letter of introduction to Williams. His interest in Smith, which dated from his schooldays,6 stemmed partly from the fact that they were distantly related.7 At this moment Wordsworth was on his way to France where he would remain until late 1792, and meet other Revolutionary sympathizers. Smith took a shine to the young man with a Cumbrian accent, and showed him two poems in manuscript which he copied into the back of his copy of Elegiac Sonnets.8 ‘She received me in the politest manner’, Wordsworth told his brother Richard, ‘and showed me every possible civility.’9 He would never forget her kindness.
    With the execution of Louis XVI in January 1793, and the resulting outbreak of war, radicals at home found themselves torn between outrage inspired by events in Paris and loyalty to the Revolution. This is evident in The Emigrants which is in the first place a political work. For Smith, the point about the French clergy and nobility who found safety from the horrors of the Revolution through exile in rural Sussex is that experience has revealed to them the injustice of both their former conduct towards the poor, and the assumptions on which it was based (i 244–95). Smith’s point is that the injustices of which they were guilty continue in England (i 315–46). In Book II her radical indignation is offset by horror at the execution of Louis and uncertain fate of his family (Marie Antoinette had not been guillotined at the time Smith was writing). His execution in January 1793 led Smith to reassess her earlier sympathies, a reaction experienced by many who nonetheless shared its republican aims.
    The composition of such a poem was an act of bravery, particularly coming from a woman; to have published it, even more so. It was also an expression of profound personal and political self-analysis, inspired by Smith’s first-hand knowledge of French emigrants – not just from having seen them in Brighton, but because she offered them shelter for several months in her own home, and helped them find long-term accommodation elsewhere. Her sympathy for them is evident from the way in which she writes (see i 153–61); with Marie Antoinette she identifies as a ‘mother, petrified with grief’ (ii 152):
                                       Ah, who knows,
From sad experience, more than I, to feel
For thy desponding spirit, as it sinks
Beneath procrastinated fears for those
More dear to thee than life!
                                                (ii 169–73)
    Smith’s mastery of the strict form of the sonnet stood her in good stead when it came to blank verse: she avoids monotony by constant variation of tone and rhythm, run-on lines, and stretching the rules of syntax to the limit (see, for instance, i 169–95). Her frequent use of personification should not blind us to her passion, most notably in the culminating account of her sufferings, making this autobiographical poem a worthy precursor to The Prelude.
    One reason why Wordsworth was reluctant to publish The Prelude was that autobiography was even in his day a largely undiscovered genre liable to cause bemusement, if not hostility, among readers. That’s one factor that makes The Emigrants such a forward-looking work; the other is its author’s evident radicalism. For reviewers in such conservative journals as the British Critic, these were compelling obstacles to a sympathetic reading.
    As philanthropists, we feel compassion at the sad allusion to sorrows, which the writer, in her own person, tells us she has suffered: but as critics, we cannot approve of the egotism which occupies too large a portion of her present work. In sonnets, and elegy, the poet is allowed to pour forth his complaints, and may appear as the principal person: in a poem like The Emigrants, the writer should have brought forward a greater number of other characters, and have been herself more concealed.
To genius we pay the most unbounded tribute of admiration and respect, when it is employed on subjects that become a good and great mind: but when fine talents descend to propagate popular cant against order, tending to excite discontent; or when they become the instruments by which ‘to stab at once the morals of a land’ (Cowper) … by treating with petulant and unseasonable scoffs the institutions of religion, we lament that the gifted powers of imagination should be so grossly perverted.… The virtuous and pious, no less than ingenious Cowper, is everywhere the advocate of the Christian religion and its sacred ordinances: and it is an indecency ill-becoming Mrs Smith to sneer at usages manifestly tending to public utility and general piety.10
The reviewer could not have known it, but Smith had some cause for resenting some of the practices of Catholic clerics in France: while resident there during the 1780s, one of her children had been forcibly taken away in deep snow for baptism. The point, though, is that the reviewer had difficulty accepting Smith’s ‘egotistical’ perspective; this criticism was reiterated by the Critical Review:
We will not say that we are entirely disappointed: there is in this poem good scenery and well-discriminated groups of figures, but there is too much of mere reflection, verging towards humble prose, and the pathos is weakened by the author’s adverting too often to perplexities in her own situation.… Herself, and not the French emigrant, fills the foreground; begins and ends the piece; and the pity we should naturally feel for those overwhelming and uncommon distresses she describes, is lessened by their being brought into parallel with the inconveniences of a narrow income or a protracted law-suit.11
Smith would have found little cheer in the European Magazine which commended the poem as a whole but criticized it on the grounds that ‘some of the expressions are very hazardées’.12 A page was then taken up with enumerating some of the usages and constructions that offended the reviewer – her use of ‘innumerous’ for ‘innumerable’ (line 5), for instance, and the elision of the particle in ‘cause thy creatures [to] cease’ (line 422).
    Despite literary success, Smith faced constant pressure to provide for her large family (which included nine people by 1794), and produced books at a breathtaking rate: The Old Manor House (1793),D’Arcy (1793), The Banished Man (1794), Rural Walks (1795), Montalbert (1795), Rambles Farther (1796), Marchmont (1796), The Young Philosopher (1798), What is she? (1799), Letters of a Solitary Wanderer (1799), History of England (1806) and The Natural History of Birds (1807). Such a pace of work took a calamitous toll. Rheumatism was a severe problem by 1794, when she was induced to visit Bath in the hope that the waters might help. By 1804 she was suffering from pleurisy and an accelerated heartbeat that woke her in the night, leaving her unable to breathe. Shortly after, she contracted the uterine cancer that was to kill her late in 1806.
    She was buried at St John’s Church, Stoke, near Guildford, close to her family home, leaving behind a mass of manuscripts, many of which were promptly burnt. Of the few that survived, most seemed to have provided copy for Beachy Head, and Other Poems (1807). Beachy Head is an extraordinary, heroic work, all of which is included here (pp. 126–46). It is an attempt to preserve the life and times of the region in a manner similar to White’s Natural History of Selborne (1789). The fact that she did not live to complete it cannot detract from what Stuart Curran calls its ‘multitudinous, uncanny particularity’13 – the sharp and sensitive detail with which she describes the natural world. That ‘particularity’ extends beyond a close knowledge of local flora and fauna to include an intense and pervasive awareness of the history of southeast England from prehistoric times onwards, local traditions and folklore, and notable inhabitants. Its achievement resides in its unpredictability and inventiveness, the product of many years’ labour, her imagination as vigorous as ever. It is also her testament.
    Reviewers used its posthumous appearance as an opportunity to pay tribute to its author. The Universal Magazine found in it ‘the quaint moralizing of Cowper, and the plaintive tenderness of Gray’,14 while the Literary Panorama commended her close observation of the natural world: ‘the notes which accompany these poems are proofs of her general attention and accuracy.’15 Even the British Critic, so sniffy about The Emigrants, thought Beachy Head ‘distinguished by great vigour and, by what was the characteristic of the author’s mind, a sweet and impressive tenderness of melancholy’.16 The Monthly Review most accurately summarized the critical consensus:
The same tenderness and sensibility, the same strain of moral reflection, and the same enthusiastic love of nature, pervade all her effusions. It appears also as if the wounded feelings of Charlotte Smith had found relief and consolation, during her latter years, in an accurate observation not only of the beautiful effect produced by the endless diversity of natural objects that daily solicit our regard, but also in a careful study of their scientific arrangement, and their more minute variations.17
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Elegiac Sonnets: The Third Edition. With Twenty Additional Sonnets (1786)
To William Hayley, Esq.1
Sir,
While I ask your protection for these essays, I cannot deny having myself some esteem for them. Yet permit me to say that did I not trust to your candour and sensibility, and hope they will plead for the errors your judgement must discover, I should never have availed myself of the liberty I have obtained – that of dedicating these simple effusions to the greatest modern master of that charming talent, in which I can never be more than a distant copyist.
1 am,
        Sir,
                Your most obedient and obliged servant,
                Charlotte Smith
Elegiac Sonnets
1William Hayley (1745–1820), poet, biographer, translator, friend of Blake, Anna Seward, Cowper and others. To date his most successful poem, at least in commercial terms, was The Triumphs of Temper, to which Smith alludes in Sonnet XIX, below. Hayley and Smith were neighbours in Sussex, and Hayley was instrumental in helping her publish the Elegiac Sonnets in 1784. On reading the first of the sonnets, he was inspired to write his own ‘Sonnet to Mrs Smith’:
   Thou whose chaste song simplicity inspires,
   Attractive poetess of plaintive strain!
   Speak not unjustly of poetic fires,
   Nor the pure bounty of thy Muse arraign:
   No, not the source, the soother she of pain.
   If thy soft breast the thorns of anguish knew,
   Ah! think what myriads with thy truth complain
   Of fortune’s thorny paths! and think how few
   Of all those myriads know thy magic art,
   The fiercer pangs of sorrow to subdue,
   By those melodious tears that ease thy heart,
   And bid the breath of fame thy life renew;
   Sure to excite, till nature’s self decays,
   Her lasting sympathy, her endless praise!
Preface to the First Edition
The little poems which are here called sonnets have, I believe, no very just claim to that title, but they consist of fourteen lines, and appear to me no improper vehicle for a single sentiment. I am told, and I read it as the opinion of very good judges, that the legitimate sonnet is ill-calculated for our language. The specimens Mr Hayley has given, though they form a strong exception, prove no more than that the difficulties of the attempt vanish before uncommon powers.
Some very melancholy moments have been beguiled by expressing in verse the sensations those moments brought. Some of my friends, with partial indiscretion, have multiplied the copies they procured of several of these attempts, till they found their way into the prints of the day in a mutilated state, which, concurring with other circumstances, determined me to put them into their present form. I can hope for readers only among the few who, to sensibility of heart, join simplicity of taste.
Preface to the Third Edition
The reception given by the public, as well as my particular friends, to the two first editions of these small poems, has induced me to add to the present such other sonnets as I have written since, or have recovered from my acquaintance, to whom I had given them without thinking well enough of them at the time to preserve any copies myself. A few of those last written I have attempted on the Italian model, with what success I know not, but I am persuaded that to the generality of readers those which are less regular will be more pleasing.
As a few notes were necessary, I have added them at the end. I have there quoted such lines as I have borrowed, and, even where I am conscious the ideas were not my own, I have restored them to their original possessors.
Woolbeding,2 22 March 1786
Elegiac Sonnets
2 Woolbeding village in the South Downs in West Sussex; Smith resided at Woolbeding House from early 1785. The house still stands and is owned by the National Trust, though only the gardens are open to the public at the time of writing.
Sonnet I
The partial1 muse has, from my earliest hours,
   Smiled on the rugged path I’m doomed to tread,
And still with sportive hand has snatched wildflowers
   To weave fantastic garlands for my head;       5
But far, far happier is the lot of those
   Who never learned her dear delusive art,
Which, while it decks the head with many a rose,
   Reserves the thorn to fester in the heart.2
For still she bids soft Pity’s melting eye
   Stream o’er the ills she knows not to remove,       10
Points every pang, and deepens every sigh
   Of mourning Friendship or unhappy Love.
Ah then, how dear the muse’s favours cost
If those paint sorrow best who feel it most!3
Sonnet I
1 partial friendly, partial to the poet.
2 Philomel was seduced, according to Ovid, by her brother-in-law, Tereus, King of Thrace. She was turned into a nightingale, and her sad song was said to be caused by a thorn in her breast.
3 In a note Smith acknowledges an echo of Pope, Eloisa to Abelard 365–6: ‘The well sung woes shall soothe my pensive ghost; / He best can paint them who shall feel them most.’ The italics are Smith’s.
Sonnet II. Written at the Close of Spring
The garlands fade that spring so lately wove –
   Each simple flower, which she had nursed in dew;
Anemonies1 that spangled every grove,
   The primrose wan, and harebell, mildly blue.
No more shall violets linger in the dell,      5
   Or purple orchis variegate the plain,
Till spring again shall call forth every bell,
   And dress with humid hands her wreaths again.
Ah, poor humanity! So frail, so fair
   Are the fond visions of thy early day,       10
Till tyrant Passion and corrosive Care
   Bid all thy fairy colours fade away!
Another May new buds and flowers shall bring;
Ah, why has happiness no second spring?
Sonnet II
1 ‘Anemone nemorosa: the wood-anemone’ (Smith’s note).
Sonnet III. To a Nightingale1
Poor melancholy bird, that all night long
   Tell’st to the moon thy tale of tender woe;
   From what sad cause can such sweet sorrow flow,
And whence this mournful melody of song?
Thy poet’s musing fancy would translate       5
   What mean the sounds that swell thy little breast,
   When still at dewy eve thou leav’st thy nest,
Thus to the listening night to sing thy fate.
Pale Sorrow’s victims wert thou once among,
   Though now released in woodlands wild to rove;       10
   Say, hast thou felt from friends some cruel wrong,
Or diedst thou – martyr of disastrous love?
Ah, songstress sad, that such my lot might be:
To sigh and sing at liberty, like thee!
Sonnet III
1 ‘The idea from the 43rd sonnet of Petrarch. Seconda parte: Quel rosignioul, che si soave piagne’ (Smith’s note).
Sonnet IV. To the Moon
Queen of the silver bow,1 by thy pale beam,
   Alone and pensive, I delight to stray
And watch thy shadow trembling in the stream,
   Or mark the floating clouds that cross thy way.
And while I gaze, thy mild and placid light       5
   Sheds a soft calm upon my troubled breast;
And oft I think, fair planet of the night,
   That in thy orb the wretched may have rest.
The sufferers of the earth perhaps may go,
   Released by death, to thy benignant sphere,       10
And the sad children of Despair and Woe
   Forget in thee their cup of sorrow here.
Oh, that I soon may reach thy world serene,
Poor wearied pilgrim, in this toiling scene!
Sonnet IV
1 Queen of the silver bow Diana the huntress, goddess of the moon.
Sonnet V. To the South Downs
Ah, hills beloved! – where once, an happy child,
   Your beechen shades, ‘your turf, your flowers among’,1
I wove your bluebells into garlands wild,
   And woke your echoes with my artless song.
Ah, hills beloved! your turf, your flowers remain;       5
   But can they peace to this sad breast restore,
For one poor moment soothe the sense of pain,
   And teach a breaking heart to throb no more?
And you, Aruna,2 in the vale below,
   As to the sea your limpid waves you bear,       10
Can you one kind Lethean3 cup bestow
   To drink a long oblivion to my care?
Ah no! When all, e’en Hope’s last ray, is gone,
There’s no oblivion but in death alone!
Sonnet V
1 Smith notes a borrowing from Gray’s Ode on a Distant Prospect of Eton College 8: ‘Whose turf, whose shades, whose flowers among’.
2 ‘The River Arun’ (Smith’s note).
3 Lethean water from the River Lethe, river of forgetfulness in Hades, which enabled souls to forget their previous existence.
Sonnet VI. To Hope
Oh Hope, thou soother sweet of human woes!
   How shall I lure thee to my haunts forlorn?
For me wilt thou renew the withered rose,
   And clear my painful path of pointed thorn?
Ah, come, sweet nymph, in smiles and softness dressed,       5
   Like the young hours1 that lead the tender year;
Enchantress come, and charm my cares to rest!
   Alas, the flatterer flies, and will not hear;
A prey to fear, anxiety, and pain,
   Must I a sad existence still deplore?       10
Lo! the flowers fade, but all the thorns remain,
   ‘For me the vernal garland blooms no more’.2
Come then, ‘pale Misery’s love’,3 be thou my cure,
And I will bless thee, who though slow art sure.
Sonnet VI
1 the young hours The Horae were three daughters of Jupiter representing spring, summer and winter.
2 For me the vernal garland blooms no more Smith notes the borrowing from Pope, Imitation of the first Ode of the fourth Book of Horace 32.
3 pale Misery’s love This is, Smith notes, a borrowing from Shakespeare, King John III iv 35.
Sonnet VII. On the Departure of the Nightingale
Sweet poet of the woods, a long adieu!
   Farewell, soft minstrel of the early year!
Ah, ‘twill be long ere thou shalt sing anew
   And pour thy music on the ‘night’s dull ear’.1
Whether on spring thy wandering flights await,2 5
   Or whether silent in our groves you dwell,
The pensive muse shall own thee for her mate,3
   And still protect the song she loves so well.
With cautious step, the love-lorn youth shall glide
   Through the lone brake4 that shades thy mossy nest;       10
And shepherd girls from eyes profane shall hide
   The gentle bird, who sings of pity best.
For still thy voice shall soft affections move,
And still be dear to sorrow and to love!
Sonnet VII
1 night’s dull ear a borrowing, as Smith notes, from Shakespeare, Henry V Prologue 11.
2 ‘Alludes to the supposed migration of the nightingale’ (Smith’s note).
3 The pensive muse…mate Smith notes the allusion to Milton, Sonnet I 13–14: ‘Whether the muse or love call thee his mate,/Both them I serve, and of their train am I.’
4 brake clump of bushes, thicket (rather than bracken).
Sonnet VIII. To Spring
Again the wood, and long withdrawing vale,
   In many a tint of tender green are dressed,
Where the young leaves unfolding scarce conceal
   Beneath their early shade the half-formed nest
Of finch or woodlark; and the primrose pale       5
   And lavish cowslip, wildly scattered round,
Give their sweet spirits to the sighing gale.
   Ah, season of delight, could aught be found
      To soothe awhile the tortured bosom’s pain,
   Of sorrow’s rankling shaft to cure the wound       10
      And bring life’s first delusions once again,
’Twere surely met in thee! Thy prospect fair,
Thy sounds of harmony, thy balmy air,
Have power to cure all sadness but despair.1
Sonnet VIII
1 all sadness but despair an allusion, as Smith notes, to Paradise Lost iv 155–6: ‘Vernal delight and joy, able to drive/All sadness but despair’.
Sonnet IX
Blessed is yon shepherd on the turf reclined,
   Who on the varied clouds which float above
Lies idly gazing, while his vacant mind
   Pours out some tale antique of rural love!
   Ah, he has never felt the pangs that move       5
   Th’ indignant spirit when, with selfish pride,
   Friends on whose faith the trusting heart relied
      Unkindly shun th’ imploring eye of woe;
   The ills they ought to soothe with taunts deride,
      And laugh at tears themselves have forced to flow!       10
Nor his rude bosom those fine feelings melt,
   Children of Sentiment and Knowledge born,
Through whom each shaft with cruel force is felt,
   Empoisoned by deceit, or barbed with scorn.
Sonnet X. To Mrs G.1
Ah, why will Mem’ry with officious care
   The long lost visions of my days renew?
Why paint the vernal landscape green and fair
   When life’s gay dawn was opening to my view?
Ah, wherefore bring those moments of delight,       5
   When with my Anna,2 on the southern shore,
I thought the future, as the present, bright?
   Ye dear delusions, ye return no more!
Alas, how different does the truth appear
   From the warm picture youth’s rash hand portrays!       10
How fades the scene, as we approach it near,
   And pain and sorrow strike how many ways!
Yet of that tender heart, ah, still retain
A share for me, and I will not complain!
Sonnet X
1 Mrs G. has not been identified, but was presumably a childhood friend.
2 Anna probably a reference to Catherine Anne Dorset, Smith’s sister, who wrote children’s stories of animals in human dress.
Sonnet XI. To Sleep
Come, balmy sleep, tired nature’s soft resort,
   On these sad temples all thy poppies shed,
And bid gay dreams from Morpheus’1 airy court
   Float in light vision round my aching head!2
Secure of all thy blessings, partial power,       5
   On his hard bed the peasant throws him down;
And the poor sea-boy, in the rudest hour,
   Enjoys thee more than he who wears a crown.3
Clasped in her faithful shepherd’s guardian arms,
   Well may the village girl sweet slumbers prove;       10
And they, oh gentle sleep, still taste thy charms
   Who wake to labour, liberty, and love.
But still thy opiate aid dost thou deny
To calm the anxious breast, to close the streaming eye.
Sonnet XI
1 Morpheus was the Greek god of sleep.
2 In later editions of Elegiac Sonnets, Smith noted the borrowing from William Mason, Elegy V. On the Death of a Lady 12: ‘Float in light vision round the poet’s head’.
3 As she notes, Smith is recalling 2 Henry IV III i 18–20:
Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast
Seal up the shipboy’s eyes, and rock his brains
In cradle of the rude impetuous surge?
Sonnet XII. Written on the Seashore. October 17841
On some rude fragment of the rocky shore,
   Where on the fractured cliff the billows break,
   Musing, my solitary seat I take,
And listen to the deep and solemn roar.
O’er the dark waves the winds tempestuous howl;       5
   The screaming seabird quits the troubled sea,
   But the wild gloomy scene has charms for me,2
And suits the mournful temper of my soul.3
Already shipwrecked by the storms of fate,
   Like the poor mariner methinks I stand,       10
   Cast on a rock; who sees the distant land
From whence no succour comes – or comes too late;
Faint and more faint are heard his feeble cries,
Till in the rising tide th’ exhausted sufferer dies.
Sonnet XII
1 When she composed this, Smith was resident at Bignor Park, West Sussex, about four miles south of Petworth, close to the south coast of England. The house is still to be seen and may be visited.
2 For echoes by Smith and Wordsworth see Emigrants i 157 and n. 21 below.
3 ‘This line is not my own, but I know not where to look for it’ (Smith’s note). In later editions of the volume Smith replaced this with the annotation, ‘Young’. As Curran notes, her source is in fact Edward Young’s The Revenge (1721):
    Rage on, ye winds, burst clouds, and waters roar!
    You bear a just resemblance of my fortune,
    And suit the gloomy habit of my soul.
                                        (I i 5–7)
Sonnet XIII. From Petrarch1
Oh place me where the burning noon
   Forbids the withered flower to blow;
Or place me in the frigid zone
   On mountains of eternal snow;
Let me pursue the steps of fame,       5
   Or poverty’s more tranquil road;
Let youth’s warm tide my veins inflame,
   Or sixty winters chill my blood:
Though my fond soul to heaven were flown,
   Or though on earth ’tis doomed to pine,       10
Prisoner or free, obscure or known,
   My heart, oh Laura, still is thine.
Whate’er my destiny may be,
That faithful heart still burns for thee!
Sonnet XIII
1 ‘Pommi ove ‘l sol, occide i fiori e l’erba. Petrarch, Sonnetto 112. Parte prima’ (Smith’s note).
Sonnet XIV. From Petrarch1
Loose to the wind her golden tresses streamed,
   Forming bright waves with amorous Zephyr’s sighs;2
   And though averted now, her charming eyes
Then with warm love and melting pity beamed.
Was I deceived? Ah surely, nymph divine,       5
   That fine suffusion on thy cheek was love!
   What wonder then those lovely tints should move,
Should fire this heart, this tender heart of mine?
Thy soft melodious voice, thy air, thy shape,
   Were of a goddess, not a mortal maid;       10
   Yet though thy charms, thy heavenly charms should fade,
My heart, my tender heart could not escape,
   Nor cure for me in time or change be found:
   The shaft extracted does not cure the wound.
Sonnet XIV
1 ‘Erano i capelli all ‘aura sparsi. Sonnetto 69. Parte prima’ (Smith’s note).
2 amorous Zephyr’s sighs Zephyr, the west wind of myth, married Flora, goddess of flowers and gardens, who lived an eternal spring.
Sonnet XV. From Petrarch1
Where the green leaves exclude the summer beam,
   And softly bend as balmy breezes blow,
And where, with liquid lapse, the lucid stream
   Across the fretted rock is heard to flow,
Pensive I lay; when she whom earth conceals,       5
   As if still living, to my eyes appears,
And pitying Heaven her angel form reveals,
   To say, ‘Unhappy Petrarch, dry your tears!
Ah why, sad lover, thus before your time,
   In grief and sadness should your life decay,       10
And like a blighted flower, your manly prime
   In vain and hopeless sorrow fade away?
Ah, wherefore should you mourn, that her you love,
Snatched from a world of woe, survives in bliss above!’
Sonnet XV
1 ‘Se lamentar augelli o verde fronde. Sonnetto 21. Parte secondo’ (Smith’s note).
Sonnet XVI. From Petrarch1
Ye vales and woods, fair scenes of happier hours!
Ye feathered people,2 tenants of the grove!
And you, bright stream, befringed with shrubs and flowers,
Behold my grief, ye witnesses of love!
For ye beheld my infant passion rise,       5
And saw through years unchanged my faithful flame;
Now cold in dust, the beauteous object lies,
And you, ye conscious scenes, are still the same!
While busy Memory still delights to dwell
On all the charms these bitter tears deplore,       10
And with a trembling hand describes too well
The angel form I shall behold no more,
To heaven she’s fled, and nought to me remains
But the pale ashes which her urn contains.
Sonnet XVI
1 ‘Valle che de lamenti miei se piena. Sonnetto 33. Parte seconda’ (Smith’s note).
2 Ye feathered people i.e. birds.
Sonnet XVII. From the Thirteenth Cantata of Metastasio1
On thy grey bark, in witness of my flame,
   I carve Miranda’s cipher, beauteous tree;
Graced with the lovely letters of her name,
   Henceforth be sacred to my love and me!
Though the tall elm, the oak, and sombre pine,       5
   With broader arms may noon’s fierce ardours break,
To shelter me and her I love, be thine;
   And thine to see her smile and hear her speak.
No bird, ill-omened, round thy graceful head
   Shall clamour harsh, or wave his heavy wing,       10
But fern and flowers arise beneath thy shade,
   Where the wild bees their lullabies shall sing;
And in thy boughs the murmuring ring-dove rest,
And there the nightingale shall build her nest.
Sonnet XVII
1 ‘Scrivo in te l’amato nome/Di colei, per cui, mi moro. I do not mean this as a translation; the original is much longer, and full of images which could not be introduced in a sonnet – and some of them, though very beautiful in the Italian, would I believe not appear to advantage in an English dress’ (Smith’s note).
Sonnet XVIII. To the Earl of Egremont1
Wyndham, ’tis not thy blood, though pure it runs
   Through a long line of glorious ancestry,
Percys and Seymours, Britain’s boasted sons,
   Who trust the honours of their race to thee;
’Tis not thy splendid domes, where Science loves       5
   To touch the canvas, and the bust to raise;
Thy rich domains, fair fields, and spreading groves –
   ’Tis not all these the muse delights to praise.
In birth and wealth and honours, great thou art,
   But nobler in thy independent mind;       10
And in that liberal hand and feeling heart
   Given thee by Heaven – a blessing to mankind!
Unworthy oft may titled fortune be;
A soul like thine is true nobility!
Sonnet XVIII
1 Sir George O’Brien Wyndham, third Earl of Egremont (1751–1837), Sussex philanthropist, liberal and patron of the arts. Smith was introduced to him by William Hayley. In politics he was a Whig. His home, Petworth House, was a nursery of art and a college of agriculture. In later years he was a patron of Turner and Haydon (for whom see p. 858).
Sonnet XIX. To Mr Hayley. On Receiving some Elegant Lines from Him1
For me the muse a simple band designed
   Of ‘idle’2 flowers that bloom the woods among,
Which, with the cypress and the willow joined,
   A garland formed as artless as my song;
And little dared I hope its transient hours       5
   So long would last, composed of buds so brief,
Till Hayley’s hand, among the vagrant flowers,
   Threw from his verdant crown a deathless leaf.
For high in fame’s bright fane has judgement placed
   The laurel wreath Serena’s poet3 won,       10
Which, wov’n with myrtles by the hands of Taste,
   The muse decreed for this her favourite son.
And those immortal leaves his temples shade,
Whose fair eternal verdure shall not fade!
Sonnet XIX
1 The ‘elegant lines’ may have been the sonnet which Hayley was inspired to write on reading the first of the elegiac sonnets, quoted p. 87 n. 1.
2 idle The quotation marks are puzzling; possibly Smith is thinking of the sermon on the mount, Luke 12: 27.
3 Serena’s poet Serena is the protagonist of William Hayley’s The Triumphs of Temper (1781).
Sonnet XX. To the Countess of Abergavenny. Written on the Anniversary of her Marriage1
On this blessed day may no dark cloud or shower
   With envious shade the sun’s bright influence hide;
But all his rays illume the favoured hour
   That saw thee, Mary, Henry’s lovely bride!
With years revolving may it still arise,       5
   Blessed with each good approving Heaven can lend;
And still with ray serene, shall those blue eyes
   Enchant the husband, and attach the friend.
For you, fair friendship’s amaranth2 shall blow,3
   And love’s own thornless roses bind your brow;       10
And when, long hence, to happier worlds you go,
   Your beauteous race shall be what you are now;
And future Nevills through long ages shine,
With hearts as good, and forms as fair as thine.
Sonnet XX
1 Mary, Lady Abergavenny (1760–96) married Henry Nevill, Earl of Abergavenny (1755–1843) on 3 October 1781. She was the daughter of Smith’s brother-in-law.
2 amaranth a mythical unfading flower.
3 blow bloom.
Sonnet XXI. Supposed to be Written by Werther1
Go, cruel tyrant of the human breast,
   To other hearts thy burning arrows bear!
Go where fond hope and fair illusion rest –
   Ah, why should Love inhabit with Despair?
Like the poor maniac2 I linger here,       5
   Still haunt the scene where all my treasure lies,
Still seek for flowers where only thorns appear,
   And drink delicious poison from her eyes.3
Towards the deep gulf that opens on my sight
   I hurry forward, Passion’s helpless slave,       10
And, scorning Reason’s mild and sober light,
   Pursue the path that leads me to the grave:
So round the flame the giddy insect flies,
And courts the fatal fire by which it dies.
Sonnet XXI
1 Smith’s five sonnets run variations on passages from Goethe’s popular novel about Werther, the young man driven to suicide by his love for Charlotte (Lotte in the German). They alarmed Anna Seward, who feared Smith might encourage similarly suicidal tendencies in her readers; see pp. 31–2.
2 ‘See the story of the lunatic: “Is this the destiny of man? Is he only happy before he possesses his reason, or after he has lost it? Full of hope you go to gather flowers in winter, and are grieved not to find any – and do not know why they cannot be found.” Sorrows of Werther, Volume 2’ (Smith’s note).
3 In later editions Smith added a footnote acknowledging a borrowing from Pope, Eloisa to Abelard:
Still on thy breast enamoured let me lie,
Still drink delicious poison from thy eye,
Pant on thy lip, and to thy heart be pressed.
                                                      (ll. 121–3)
Sonnet XXII. By the Same. To Solitude1
Oh Solitude, to thy sequestered vale
   I come to hide my sorrow and my tears,
And to thy echoes tell the mournful tale
   Which scarce I trust to pitying friendship’s ears.
Amidst thy wild woods and untrodden glades,       5
   No sounds but those of melancholy move;
And the low winds that die among thy shades
   Seem like soft Pity’s sighs for hopeless love.
And sure some story of despair and pain
   In yon deep copse thy murm’ring doves relate;       10
And hark, methinks in that long plaintive strain,
   Thine own sweet songstress2 weeps my wayward fate;
Ah, nymph, that fate assist me to endure,
And bear awhile what death alone can cure!
Sonnet XXII
1 ‘ “I climb steep rocks, I break my way through copses, among thorns and briars, which tear me to pieces, and I feel a little relief.” Sorrows of Werther, Volume 1’ (Smith’s note).
2 songstress the nightingale.
Sonnet XXIII. By the Same. To the North Star1
Towards thy bright beams I turn my swimming eyes,
   Fair, fav’rite planet,2 which in happier days
Saw my young hopes (ah, faithless hopes!) arise,
   And on my passion shed propitious rays;
Now nightly wandering mid the tempests drear       5
   That howl the woods and rocky steeps among,
I love to see thy sudden light appear
   Through the swift clouds driv’n by the wind along;
Or in the turbid3 water, rude and dark,
   O’er whose wild stream the gust of winter raves,       10
Thy trembling light with pleasure still I mark,
   Gleam in faint radiance on the foaming waves:
So o’er my soul short rays of reason fly,
Then fade – and leave me to despair and die!
Sonnet XXIII
1 ‘ “The greater bear, favourite of all the constellations; for when I left you of an evening it used to shine opposite your window.” Sorrows of Werther, Volume 2’ (Smith’s note).
2 Fair, fav’rite planet The planet Venus, the evening star, is the brightest in the sky.
3 turbid cloudy, opaque.
Sonnet XXIV. By the Same
Make there my tomb, beneath the lime-tree’s shade,1
   Where grass and flowers in wild luxuriance wave;
Let no memorial mark where I am laid,
   Or point to common eyes the lover’s grave!
But oft at twilight morn, or closing day,       5
   The faithful friend with falt’ring step shall glide,
Tributes of fond regret by stealth to pay,
   And sigh o’er the unhappy suicide.
And sometimes, when the sun with parting rays
   Gilds the long grass that hides my silent bed,       10
The tear shall tremble in my Charlotte’s eyes;2
   Dear, precious drops – they shall embalm the dead.
Yes! Charlotte o’er the mournful spot shall weep,
Where her poor Werther and his sorrows sleep.
Sonnet XXIV
1 ‘ “At the corner of the churchyard which looks towards the fields, there are two lime-trees. It is there I wish to rest.” Sorrows of Werther, Volume 2’ (Smith’s note).
2 Werther was hopelessly in love with Charlotte.
Sonnet XXV. By the Same. Just before his Death1
Why should I wish to hold in this low sphere
   ‘A frail and feverish being?’2 Wherefore try
Poorly, from day to day, to linger here,
   Against the powerful hand of Destiny?
By those who know the force of hopeless care       5
   On the worn heart, I sure shall be forgiven;
If to elude dark guilt, and dire despair,
   I go uncalled to mercy and to heaven!
Oh thou, to save whose peace I now depart,
   Will thy soft mind thy poor lost friend deplore,       10
When worms shall feed on this devoted heart,
   Where even thy image shall be found no more?
Yet may thy pity mingle not with pain,
For then thy hapless lover dies in vain.
Sonnet XXV
1 ‘ “May my death remove every obstacle to your happiness. Be at peace, I entreat you; be at peace.” Sorrows of Werther, Volume 2’ (Smith’s note).
2 A frail and feverish being from Milton, Comus 8.
Sonnet XXVI. To the River Arun
On thy wild banks, by frequent torrents worn,
   No glittering fanes or marble domes appear,
Yet shall the mournful muse thy course adorn,
   And still to her thy rustic waves be dear.
For with the infant Otway,1 lingering here,       5
   Of early woes she bade her votary2 dream,
While thy low murmurs soothed his pensive ear,
   And still the poet consecrates the stream.
Beneath the oak and birch that fringe thy side,
   The first-born violets of the year shall spring,       10
And in thy hazels, bending o’er the tide,
   The earliest nightingale delight to sing,
While kindred spirits, pitying, shall relate
Thy Otway’s sorrows, and lament his fate!
Sonnet XXVI
1 ‘Otway was born at Trotten, a village in Sussex. Of Woolbeding, another village on the banks of the Arun (which runs through them both), his father was rector. Here it was, therefore, that he probably passed many of his early years. The Arun is here an inconsiderable stream, winding in a channel deeply worn, among meadow, heath and wood’ (Smith’s note). Smith moved to Woolbeding House in her native Sussex in 1785, where this sonnet was composed. Thomas Otway (1652–85), dramatist, was known chiefly for his tragedy, Venice Preserved (1681).
2 votary ardent follower (of the ‘mournful muse’).
Sonnet XXVII
Sighing I see yon little troop at play,
   By Sorrow yet untouched, unhurt by Care,
While free and sportive they enjoy today
   ‘Content and careless of tomorrow’s fare!’1
Oh happy age, when hope’s unclouded ray       5
   Lights their green path, and prompts their simple mirth,
Ere yet they feel the thorns that lurking lay
   To wound the wretched pilgrims of the earth,
Making them rue the hour that gave them birth,
   And threw them on a world so full of pain       10
Where prosperous folly treads on patient worth,
   And to deaf Pride, Misfortune pleads in vain!
Ah, for their future fate, how many fears
Oppress my heart – and fill mine eyes with tears!
Sonnet XXVII
1 ‘Thomson’ (Smith’s note). This line is borrowed from Thomson’s Autumn 191, where it refers to ‘the gay birds that sung them to repose’.
Sonnet XXVIII. To Friendship
Oh thou, whose name too often is profaned,
   Whose charms celestial few have hearts to feel!
Unknown to Folly and by Pride disdained,
   To thy soft solace may my sorrows steal!
Like the fair moon, thy mild and genuine ray       5
   Through life’s long evening shall unclouded last;
While the frail summer friendship fleets away
   As fades the rainbow from the northern blast.
’Tis thine, oh nymph, with ‘balmy hands to bind’1
   The wounds inflicted in misfortune’s storm,       10
      And blunt severe Affliction’s sharpest dart;
’Tis thy pure spirit warms my Anna’s mind,
   Beams through the pensive softness of her form,
      And holds its altar on her spotless heart.
Sonnet XXVIII
1 balmy hands to bind ‘Collins’ (Smith’s note). Collins’s Ode to Pity begins: ‘Oh thou, the friend to man assigned,/With balmy hands his wounds to bind’.
Sonnet XXIX. To Miss C———. On being Desired to Attempt Writing a Comedy1
Wouldst thou then have me tempt the comic scene
   Of laughing Thalia2 – used so long to tread
   The gloomy paths of sorrow’s cypress shade,
And the lorn lay with sighs and tears to stain?
Alas, how much unfit her sprightly vein!       5
   Arduous to try and seek the sunny mead,
   And bowers of roses, where she loves to lead
The sportive subjects of her golden reign!
Enough for me if still, to soothe my days,
   Her fair and pensive sister3 condescend       10
With tearful smile to bless my simple lays;
   Enough if her soft notes she sometimes lend,
To gain for me, of feeling hearts, the praise,
   And chiefly thine, my ever partial friend!
Sonnet XXIX
1 Miss C—— remains unidentified; a possible contender is the authoress Elizabeth Carter, one of the subscribers to the fifth edition of Elegiac Sonnets in 1789.
2 Thalia muse of comedy.
3 sister Erato, muse of lyric poetry.
Sonnet XXX. To the River Arun
Be the proud Thames of trade the busy mart!
    Arun, to thee will other praise belong;
Dear to the lover’s and the mourner’s heart,
    And ever sacred to the sons of song!
Thy shadowy rocks unhappy love shall seek,       5
   Where mantling loose, the green clematis1 flaunts,
And sorrow’s drooping form and faded cheek
   Choose on thy willowed shore her lonely haunts.
Banks which inspired thy Otway’s plaintive strain!
    Wilds whose lorn echoes learned the deeper tone       10
Of Collins’ powerful shell!2 Yet once again
   Another poet, Hayley, is thine own!
Thy classic stream anew shall hear a lay
Bright as its waves and various as its way!
Sonnet XXX.
1 ‘Clematis: the plant bindwith, or virgin’s bower, which towards the end of June begins to cover the hedges and sides of rocky hollows with its beautiful foliage, and flowers of a yellowish white and of an agreeable fragrance, which are succeeded by seed-pods, that bear some resemblance to feathers or hair, whence it is sometimes called Old Man’s Beard’ (Smith’s note).
2 ‘Collins, as well as Otway, was a native of this country, and I should imagine at some period of his life an inhabitant of this neighbourhood, since, in his beautiful Ode on the Death of Colonel Ross, he says:
      The muse shall still, with social aid,
      Her gentlest promise keep,
      E’en humble Harting’s cottaged vale
      Shall learn the sad repeated tale
      And bid her shepherds weep.
      And in the Ode to Pity:.
      Wild Arun too has heard thy strains,
      And Echo, midst my native plains,
      Been soothed with Pity’s lute.’ (Smith’s note)
Sonnet XXXI. Written on Farm Wood, South Downs, in May 17841
Spring’s dewy hand on this fair summit weaves
    The downy grass with tufts of Alpine flowers,2
And shades the beechen slopes with tender leaves,
   And leads the shepherd to his upland bowers,
Strewn with wild thyme; while slow-descending showers       5
    Feed the green ear,3 and nurse the future sheaves.
   Ah, blessed the hind4 whom no sad thought bereaves
Of the gay season’s pleasures! All his hours
To wholesome labour given, or thoughtless mirth;
    No pangs of sorrow past or coming dread       10
Bend his unconscious spirit down to earth,
    Or chase calm slumbers from his careless head.
Ah, what to me can those dear days restore,
When scenes could charm that now I taste no more!
Sonnet XXXI
1 At this period Smith was sharing her husband’s incarceration at the King’s Bench Prison for debt. As her imprisonment was voluntary, she was able to visit her nine children who remained at Bignor Park. This sonnet must have been written on one such visit.
2 ‘An infinite variety of plants are found on these hills, particularly about this spot. Many sorts of orchis and cistus of singular beauty, with several others with which I am but imperfectly acquainted’ (Smith’s note).
3 green ear of corn, which in due course will ripen into sheaves.
4 hind peasant.
Charlotte Smith
Sonnet XXXII. To Melancholy. Written on the Banks of the Arun, October 1785
When latest autumn spreads her evening veil,
    And the grey mists from these dim waves arise,
    I love to listen to the hollow sighs
Through the half-leafless wood that breathes the gale.
For at such hours the shadowy phantom, pale,       5
    Oft seems to fleet before the poet’s eyes;
    Strange sounds are heard, and mournful melodies,
As of night-wanderers who their woes bewail;
Here, by his native stream, at such an hour,
    Pity’s own Otway I methinks could meet,       10
      And hear his deep sighs swell the saddened wind.
Oh melancholy, such thy magic power,
   That to the soul these dreams are often sweet,
      And soothe the pensive visionary mind!
Sonnet XXXIII. To the Naiad of the Arun
Go, rural naiad, wind thy stream along
   Through woods and wilds, then seek the ocean caves
Where sea-nymphs meet their coral rocks among,
    To boast the various honours of their waves!
’Tis but a little, o’er thy shallow tide,       5
    That toiling trade her burdened vessel leads;
But laurels grow luxuriant on thy side,
   And letters live along thy classic meads.
Lo, where mid British bards1 thy natives shine!
   And now another poet helps to raise       10
Thy glory high – the poet of The Mine2 –
   Whose brilliant talents are his smallest praise:
And who, to all that genius can impart,
Adds the cool head and the unblemished heart!
Sonnet XXXIII
1 British bards ‘Otway, Collins, Hayley’ (Smith’s note).
2 the poet of The Mine John Sargent, author of The Mine (1785), was MP for Seaford, and a mutual friend of Smith and Hayley.
Sonnet XXXIV. To a Friend
Charmed by thy suffrage1 shall I yet aspire
   (All inauspicious as my fate appears,
   By troubles darkened, that increase with years)
To guide the crayon, or to touch the lyre?
Ah me! the sister muses still require      5
   A spirit free from all intrusive fears,
   Nor will they deign to wipe away the tears
Of vain regret that dim their sacred fire.
But when thy sanction crowns my simple lays,
    A ray of pleasure lights my languid mind,      10
For well I know the value of thy praise;
    And to how few the flattering meed2 confined,
   That thou, their highly favoured brows to bind,
Wilt weave green myrtle and unfading bays!
Sonnet XXXIV
1 suffrage encouragement.
2 meed reward, tribute.
Sonnet XXXV. To Fortitude
Nymph of the rock, whose dauntless spirit braves
    The beating storm, and bitter winds that howl
Round thy cold breast; and hear’st the bursting waves
    And the deep thunder with unshaken soul;
Oh come and show how vain the cares that press      5
    On my weak bosom, and how little worth
Is the false fleeting meteor, Happiness,
   That still misleads the wanderers of the earth!1
Strengthened by thee, this heart shall cease to melt
   O’er ills that poor humanity must bear;      10
Nor friends estranged, or ties dissolved be felt
   To leave regret, and fruitless anguish there.
And when at length it heaves its latest sigh,
Thou and mild hope shall teach me how to die!
Sonnet XXXV
1 Smith writes of happiness in these terms in Beachy Head 255–8.
Sonnet XXXVI
Should the lone wanderer, fainting on his way,
    Rest for a moment of the sultry hours,
And though his path through thorns and roughness lay,
    Pluck the wild rose, or woodbine’s gadding1 flowers;
Weaving gay wreaths beneath some sheltering tree,      5
    The sense of sorrow he awhile may lose;
So have I sought thy flowers, fair Poesy,
    So charmed my way with friendship and the muse!
But darker now grows life’s unhappy day,
    Dark with new clouds of evil yet to come,      10
Her pencil sickening Fancy throws away,
   And weary Hope reclines upon the tomb;
And points my wishes to that tranquil shore
Where the pale spectre Care pursues no more.
Sonnet XXXVI
1 gadding straggling. Smith may be recalling William Mason, The English Garden (1772):
There smiles in varied tufts the velvet rose,
There flaunts the gadding woodbine …
(i 432–3)
The Emigrants: A Poem in Two Books(1793)
Dedication: To William Cowper, Esq.1
Dear Sir,
There is, I hope, some propriety in my addressing a composition to you, which would never perhaps have existed had I not, amid the heavy pressure of many sorrows, derived infinite consolation from your poetry, and some degree of animation and of confidence from your esteem.2
The following performance is far from aspiring to be considered as an imitation of your inimitable poem, The Task; I am perfectly sensible that it belongs not to a feeble and feminine hand to draw the bow of Ulysses.3
The force, clearness, and sublimity of your admirable poem; the felicity, almost peculiar to your genius, of giving to the most familiar objects dignity and effect, I could never hope to reach – yet, having read The Task almost incessantly from its first publication4 to the present time, I felt that kind of enchantment described by Milton when he says
The angel ended, and in Adam’s ear
So charming left his voice, that he awhile
Thought him still speaking.
                     (Paradise Lost viii 1–3)
And from the force of this impression, I was gradually led to attempt, in blank verse, a delineation of those interesting objects which happened to excite my attention, and which even pressed upon an heart that has learned, perhaps from its own sufferings, to feel with acute though unavailing compassion the calamity of others.
A dedication usually consists of praises and of apologies; my praise can add nothing to the unanimous and loud applause of your country. She regards you with pride as one of the few who, at the present period, rescue her from the imputation of having degenerated in poetical talents; but in the form of apology I should have much to say, if I again dared to plead the pressure of evils, aggravated by their long continuance, as an excuse for the defects of this attempt.
Whatever may be the faults of its execution, let me vindicate myself from those that may be imputed to the design. In speaking of the emigrant clergy,5 I beg to be understood as feeling the utmost respect for the integrity of their principles, and it is with pleasure I add my suffrage to that of those who have had a similar opportunity of witnessing the conduct of the emigrants of all descriptions during their exile in England – which has been such as does honour to their nation, and ought to secure to them in ours the esteem of every liberal mind.6
Your philanthropy, dear sir, will induce you, I am persuaded, to join with me in hoping that this painful exile may finally lead to the extirpation of that reciprocal hatred so unworthy of great and enlightened nations; that it may tend to humanize both countries, by convincing each that good qualities exist in the other; and at length annihilate the prejudices that have so long existed to the injury of both.
Yet it is unfortunately but too true that with the body of the English, this national aversion has acquired new force by the dreadful scenes which have been acted in France during the last summer7 – even those who are the victims of the Revolution have not escaped the odium which the undistinguishing multitude annex to all the natives of a country where such horrors have been acted. Nor is this the worst effect those events have had on the minds of the English: by confounding the original cause with the wretched catastrophes that have followed its ill management, the attempts of public virtue with the outrages that guilt and folly have committed in its disguise – the very name of liberty has not only lost the charm it used to have in British ears, but many who have written or spoken in its defence have been stigmatized as promoters of anarchy, and enemies to the prosperity of their country.8 Perhaps even the author of The Task, with all his goodness and tenderness of heart, is in the catalogue of those who are reckoned to have been too warm in a cause which it was once the glory of Englishmen to avow and defend. The exquisite poem, indeed, in which you have honoured liberty by a tribute highly gratifying to her sincerest friends, was published some years before the demolition of regal despotism in France – which, in the fifth Book, it seems to foretell.9 All the truth and energy of the passage to which I allude must have been strongly felt when, in the Parliament of England, the greatest orator of our time quoted the sublimest of our poets – when the eloquence of Fox10 did justice to the genius of Cowper.
      I am, dear sir,
         With the most perfect esteem,
            Your obliged and obedient servant,
                     CHARLOTTE SMITH
                              Brighthelmstone,11 10 May 1793
The Emigrants
1 By the time Smith dedicated The Emigrants to Cowper, he was a famous author for The Task, which was one of the bestselling poems of its time. Having finished an early version of her poem in April 1793, she sent it to Cowper, who suggested some alterations to it. From what she says here, it would appear that he also assured her that it should be published.
2 your esteem Cowper praised Smith’s abilities when introduced to her by William Hayley in early August 1792.
3 the bow of Ulysses Ulysses acquired, when young, a bow which he never used, valuing it so highly that he left it at home. The contest to draw its string and win the hand of Penelope forms the culmination of the homecoming which ends the Odyssey.
4 The Task was first published in 1785; like The Emigrants, it is written in blank verse.
5 the emigrant clergy On 26 May 1792 the French government decided that priests who refused to join the Constitutional Church were traitors and should be deported. With the end of the monarchy on 10 August that decree became effective, precipitating the exile of many clergymen to England. The presence of three bishops and 220 priests among the victims of the September massacres underlined the dangers to the clergy at that moment.
6 Smith was courageous in writing about the plight of French émigrés. The outbreak of war between England and France (declared in February 1793) led most people to regard French people of any description as ‘the enemy’.
7 the dreadful scenes…last summer The storming of the Tuileries (10 August 1792) was followed by the imprisonment of the King and his family, and the September massacres of royalist and other prisoners in Paris (2–7 September).
8 many who have written…their country Pitt’s government had embarked on a campaign to repress radical activity following the outbreak of war with France in February 1793. The most obvious evidence of this was the treason trials of 1794 (see pp. 322–3).
9 Task Book V includes a passage in praise of liberty (ll. 446ff.), and one contrasting the monarchy in England and France (to the detriment of the latter) (ll. 331–62).
10 the eloquence of Fox Charles James Fox, Whig leader in the House of Commons.
11 Brighthelmstone Smith moved to Brighton in summer 1789, where she would be based for the next three and a half years.
Book I
Scene: on the cliffs to the eastward of the town of Brighthelmstone in Sussex
Time: a morning in November 1792
Slow in the wintry morn, the struggling light
Throws a faint gleam upon the troubled waves;
Their foaming tops, as they approach the shore,
And the broad surf that, never ceasing, breaks      5
On the innumerous1 pebbles, catch the beams
Of the pale sun, that with reluctance gives
To this cold northern isle its shortened day.
Alas, how few the morning wakes to joy!
How many murmur at oblivious night
For leaving them so soon; for bearing thus      10
Their fancied bliss (the only bliss they taste!)
On her black wings away; changing the dreams
That soothed their sorrows; for calamities
(And every day brings its own sad proportion);
For doubts, diseases, abject dread of death,      15
And faithless friends, and fame and fortune lost,
Fancied or real wants, and wounded pride
That views the daystar but to curse his beams.
Yet He whose Spirit into being called
This wondrous world of waters; He who bids      20
The wild wind lift them till they dash the clouds,
And speaks to them in thunder; or whose breath,
Low murmuring o’er the gently heaving tides,
When the fair moon, in summer night serene,
Irradiates with long trembling lines of light      25
Their undulating surface; that great Power,
Who, governing the planets, also knows
If but a sea-mew falls,2 whose nest is hid
In these incumbent cliffs; He surely means
To us, his reasoning creatures, whom He bids      30
Acknowledge and revere his awful hand,
Nothing but good. Yet man, misguided man,
Mars the fair work that he was bid enjoy,
And makes himself the evil he deplores.
How often, when my weary soul recoils      35
From proud oppression, and from legal crimes
(For such are in this land, where the vain boast
Of equal law is mockery, while the cost
Of seeking for redress is sure to plunge
Th’ already injured to more certain ruin,      40
And the wretch starves before his counsel3 pleads) –
How often do I half abjure society
And sigh for some lone cottage, deep embowered
In the green woods that these steep chalky hills
Guard from the strong south-west;4 where round their base      45
The beech wide flourishes, and the light ash
With slender leaf half hides the thymy turf!
There do I wish to hide me, well content
If on the short grass, strewn with fairy flowers,
I might repose thus sheltered;5 or, when eve      50
In orient crimson lingers in the west,
Gain the high mound, and mark these waves remote
(Lucid though distant), blushing with the rays
Of the far-flaming orb that sinks beneath them.
For I have thought that I should then behold      55
The beauteous works of God unspoiled by man
And less affected then by human woes
I witnessed not; might better learn to bear
Those that injustice and duplicity
And faithlessness and folly fix on me:      60
For never yet could I derive relief,
When my swoln heart was bursting with its sorrows,
From the sad thought that others like myself
Live but to swell affliction’s countless tribes!
Tranquil seclusion I have vainly sought;      65
Peace, who delights in solitary shade,
No more will spread for me her downy wings,
But, like the fabled Danaïds or the wretch
Who ceaseless up the steep acclivity
Was doomed to heave the still rebounding rock,6      70
Onward I labour – as the baffled wave
Which yon rough beach repulses, that returns
With the next breath of wind, to fail again.
Ah, mourner, cease these wailings! Cease and learn
That not the cot sequestered where the briar      75
And woodbine wild embrace the mossy thatch
(Scarce seen amid the forest gloom obscure),
Or more substantial farm, well-fenced and warm,
Where the full barn and cattle foddered round
Speak rustic plenty; nor the statelier dome      80
By dark firs shaded, or the aspiring pine
Close by the village church (with care concealed
By verdant foliage, lest the poor man’s grave
Should mar the smiling prospect of his lord);
Where offices well-ranged, or dovecote stocked,      85
Declare manorial residence – not these
Or any of the buildings new and trim,
With windows circling towards the restless sea,
Which, ranged in rows,7 now terminate my walk,
Can shut out for an hour the spectre care      90
That, from the dawn of reason, follows still
Unhappy mortals, till the friendly grave
(Our sole secure asylum) ‘ends the chase’.8
    Behold, in witness of this mournful truth
A group approach me, whose dejected looks      95
(Sad heralds of distress!) proclaim them men
Banished for ever and for conscience sake
From their distracted country, whence the name
Of freedom misapplied, and much abused
By lawless anarchy, has driven them far      100
To wander – with the prejudice they learned
From bigotry (the tut’ress of the blind)
Through the wide world unsheltered; their sole hope
That German spoilers through that pleasant land
May carry wide the desolating scourge      105
Of war and vengeance.9 Yet unhappy men,
Whate’er your errors, I lament your fate;
And, as disconsolate and sad ye hang
Upon the barrier of the rock, and seem
To murmur your despondence, waiting long      110
Some fortunate reverse that never comes,
Methinks in each expressive face I see
Discriminated anguish. There droops10 one
Who in a moping cloister long consumed
This life inactive, to obtain a better,11      1I5
And thought that meagre abstinence, to wake
From his hard pallet with the midnight bell,
To live on eleemosynary bread,12
And to renounce God’s works, would please that God.
And now the poor pale wretch receives, amazed,      120
The pity strangers give to his distress
(Because these strangers are, by his dark creed,
Condemned as heretics), and with sick heart
Regrets his pious prison and his beads.13
Another, of more haughty port,14 declines      125
The aid he needs not, while in mute despair
His high indignant thoughts go back to France,
Dwelling on all he lost – the Gothic15 dome
That vied with splendid palaces,16 the beds
Of silk and down, the silver chalices,      130
Vestments with gold enwrought for blazing altars,
Where, amid clouds of incense, he held forth
To kneeling crowds the imaginary bones
Of saints supposed, in pearl and gold enchased,17
And still with more than living monarchs’ pomp      135
Surrounded; was believed by mumbling bigots
To hold the keys of heaven, and to admit
Whom he thought good to share it. Now, alas,
He to whose daring soul and high ambition
The world seemed circumscribed – who, wont to dream      140
Of Fleuri, Richelieu, Alberoni,18 men
Who trod on empire, and whose politics
Were not beyond the grasp of his vast mind –
Is, in a land once hostile, still profaned
By disbelief and rites unorthodox,      145
The object of compassion. At his side,
Lighter of heart than these, but heavier far19
Than he was wont, another victim comes –
An Abbé who with less contracted brow
Still smiles and flatters, and still talks of hope,      150
Which, sanguine as he is, he does not feel,
And so he cheats the sad and weighty pressure
Of evils present. Still, as men misled
By early prejudice (so hard to break),
I mourn your sorrows, for I too have known      155
Involuntary exile20 and, while yet
England had charms for me,21 have felt how sad
It is to look across the dim cold sea
That melancholy rolls its refluent22 tides
Between us and the dear regretted land      160
We call our own – as now ye pensive wait
On this bleak morning, gazing on the waves
That seem to leave your shore, from whence the wind
Is loaded to your ears with the deep groans
Of martyred saints and suffering royalty,23      165
While to your eyes the avenging power of Heaven
Appears in awful anger to prepare
The storm of vengeance, fraught with plagues and death.
Even he of milder heart, who was indeed
The simple shepherd in a rustic scene,      170
And mid the vine-clad hills of Languedoc
Taught to the barefoot peasant, whose hard hands
Produced the nectar he could seldom taste,24
Submission to the Lord for whom he toiled –
He, or his brethren, who to Neustria’s sons25      175
Enforced religious patience, when, at times,
On their indignant hearts Power’s iron hand
Too strongly struck, eliciting some sparks
Of the bold spirit of their native north –
Even these parochial priests, these humbled men      180
Whose lowly undistinguished cottages
Witnessed a life of purest piety,
While the meek tenants were, perhaps, unknown
Each to the haughty lord of his domain,
Who marked them not (the noble scorning still      185
The poor and pious priest, as with slow pace
He glided through the dim-arched avenue
Which to the castle led, hoping to cheer
The last sad hour of some laborious life
That hastened to its close) – even such a man      190
Becomes an exile, staying not to try
By temperate zeal to check his madd’ning flock,
Who at the novel sound of liberty
(Ah, most intoxicating sound to slaves!)
Start into licence. Lo! dejected now,      195
The wandering pastor mourns, with bleeding heart,
His erring people, weeps and prays for them,
And trembles for the account that he must give
To Heaven for souls entrusted to his care.
Where the cliff, hollowed by the wintry storm,      200
Affords a seat with matted seaweed strewn,
A softer form reclines; around her run,
On the rough shingles or the chalky bourn,26
Her gay unconscious children, soon amused,
Who pick the fretted stone or glossy shell      205
Or crimson plant marine, or they contrive
The fairy vessel with its ribband sail
And gilded paper pennant; in the pool
Left by the salt wave on the yielding sands,
They launch the mimic navy. Happy age,      210
Unmindful of the miseries of man!
Alas, too long a victim to distress,
Their mother, lost in melancholy thought,
Lulled for a moment by the murmurs low
Of sullen billows, wearied by the task      215
Of having here, with swoln and aching eyes,
Fixed on the grey horizon, since the dawn
Solicitously watched the weekly sail
From her dear native land – now yields awhile
To kind forgetfulness, while fancy brings,      220
In waking dreams, that native land again!
Versailles appears, its painted galleries
And rooms of regal splendour, rich with gold,
Where, by long mirrors multiplied,27 the crowd
Paid willing homage – and, united there,      225
Beauty gave charms to empire. Ah! too soon
From the gay visionary pageant roused,
See the sad mourner start, and, drooping, look
With tearful eyes and heaving bosom round
On drear reality, where dark’ning waves,      230
Urged by the rising wind, unheeded foam
Near her cold rugged seat. To call her thence
A fellow-sufferer comes: dejection deep
Checks, but conceals not quite, the martial air
And that high consciousness of noble blood      235
Which he has learned from infancy to think
Exalts him o’er the race of common men.
Nursed in the velvet lap of luxury
And fed by adulation, could he learn
That worth alone is true nobility,      240
And that the peasant who, ‘amid the sons
Of Reason, Valour, Liberty, and Virtue,
Displays distinguished merit, is a noble
Of Nature’s own creation’?28 If even here,
If in this land of highly-vaunted freedom      245
Even Britons controvert the unwelcome truth,
Can it be relished by the sons of France –
Men who derive their boasted ancestry
From the fierce leaders of religious wars,
The first in chivalry’s emblazoned page,      250
Who reckon Gueslin, Bayard or De Foix29
Among their brave progenitors? Their eyes,
Accustomed to regard the splendid trophies
Of heraldry (that with fantastic hand
Mingles, like images in feverish dreams,      255
‘Gorgons and hydras and chimeras dire’30
With painted puns, and visionary shapes),
See not the simple dignity of virtue,
But hold all base, whom honours such as these
Exalt not from the crowd31 – as one who long      260
Has dwelt amid the artificial scenes
Of populous city32 deems that splendid shows,
The theatre, and pageant pomp of courts,
Are only worth regard; forgets all taste
For nature’s genuine beauty; in the lapse      265
Of gushing waters hears no soothing sound,
Nor listens with delight to sighing winds
That on their fragrant pinions waft the notes
Of birds rejoicing in the tangled copse;
Nor gazes pleased on ocean’s silver breast,      270
While lightly o’er it sail the summer clouds
Reflected in the wave that, hardly heard,
Flows on the yellow sands: so to his mind
That long has lived where Despotism hides
His features harsh, beneath the diadem33      275
Of worldly grandeur, abject slavery seems,
If by that power imposed, slavery no more.
For luxury wreathes with silk the iron bonds,
And hides the ugly rivets with her flowers,
Till the degenerate triflers, while they love      280
The glitter of the chains, forget their weight.
But more, the men whose ill-acquired wealth34
Was wrung from plundered myriads by the means
Too often legalised by power abused,
Feel all the horrors of the fatal change,      285
When their ephemeral greatness, marred at once
(As a vain toy that Fortune’s childish hand
Equally joyed to fashion or to crush),
Leaves them exposed to universal scorn
For having nothing else, not even the claim      290
To honour, which respect for heroes past
Allows to ancient titles – men like these
Sink even beneath the level whence base arts
Alone had raised them, unlamented sink,
And know that they deserve the woes they feel.      295
   Poor wand’ring wretches,35 whosoe’er ye are
That hopeless, houseless, friendless, travel wide
O’er these bleak russet downs, where, dimly seen,
The solitary shepherd shiv’ring tends
His dun discoloured flock (shepherd unlike      300
Him whom in song the poet’s fancy crowns
With garlands, and his crook with vi’lets binds) –
Poor vagrant wretches! Outcasts of the world
Whom no abode receives, no parish owns,
Roving, like nature’s commoners, the land      305
That boasts such general plenty – if the sight
Of wide-extended misery softens yours
Awhile, suspend your murmurs, here behold
The strange vicissitudes of fate, while thus
The exiled nobles from their country driven,      310
Whose richest luxuries were theirs, must feel
More poignant anguish than the lowest poor,
Who, born to indigence, have learned to brave
Rigid Adversity’s depressing breath!
Ah, rather Fortune’s worthless favourites      315
Who feed on England’s vitals – pensioners
Of base corruption, who, in quick ascent
To opulence unmerited, become
Giddy with pride, and as ye rise, forgetting
The dust ye lately left, with scorn look down      320
On those beneath ye (though your equals once
In fortune, and in worth superior still,
They view the eminence on which ye stand
With wonder, not with envy, for they know
The means by which ye reached it, have been such      325
As in all honest eyes degrade ye far
Beneath the poor dependent, whose sad heart
Reluctant pleads for what your pride denies) –
Ye venal, worthless hirelings of a court!
Ye pampered parasites whom Britons pay      330
For forging fetters for them! – rather here
Study a lesson that concerns ye much,
And, trembling, learn that if oppressed too long
The raging multitude, to madness stung,
Will turn on their oppressors and no more      335
By sounding titles and parading forms
Bound like tame victims, will redress themselves!
Then swept away by the resistless torrent
Not only all your pomp may disappear,
But in the tempest lost, fair Order sink      340
Her decent head, and lawless Anarchy
O’erturn celestial Freedom’s radiant throne –
As now in Gallia, where Confusion, born
Of party rage and selfish love of rule,
Sully the noblest cause that ever warmed      345
The heart of patriot virtue.36 There arise
The infernal passions: Vengeance, seeking blood,
And Avarice, and Envy’s harpy fangs
Pollute the immortal shrine of Liberty,
Dismay her votaries, and disgrace her name.      350
Respect is due to principle, and they
Who suffer for their conscience have a claim,
Whate’er that principle may be, to praise.
These ill-starred exiles then who bound by ties
To them the bonds of honour; who resigned      355
Their country to preserve them, and now seek
In England an asylum, well deserve
To find that (every prejudice forgot
Which pride and ignorance teaches) we for them
Feel as our brethren, and that English hearts      360
Of just compassion ever own the sway
As truly as our element, the deep,
Obeys the mild dominion of the moon.
This they have found, and may they find it still!
Thus mayst thou, Britain, triumph! May thy foes,      365
By Reason’s gen’rous potency subdued,
Learn that the God thou worshippest delights
In acts of pure humanity! May thine
Be still such bloodless laurels, nobler far
Than those acquired at Cressy or Poitiers37 –      370
Or of more recent growth, those well bestowed
On him38 who stood on Calpe’s blazing height
Amid the thunder of a warring world,
Illustrious rather from the crowds he saved
From flood and fire, than from the ranks who fell      375
Beneath his valour! Actions such as these,
Like incense rising to the throne of Heaven,
Far better justify the pride that swells
In British bosoms, than the deafening roar
Of victory from a thousand brazen throats,      380
That tell with what success wide-wasting war
Has by our brave compatriots thinned the world.
Book I
1 innumerous innumerable. A poeticism, to which some reviewers objected; see p. 86.
2 If but a sea-mew falls a reference to Matthew 10:29: ‘Are not two sparrows sold for a farthing? and one of them shall not fall on the ground without your Father.’ The passage was popular among eighteenth-century writers, thanks perhaps to Pope’s Essay on Man:
Who sees with equal eye, as God of all,
A hero perish, or a sparrow fall …
(i 87–8)
3 counsel lawyer. Having paid her husband’s legal fees, Smith was well placed to criticize the exorbitant sums charged by lawyers for their services.
4 the strong south-west wind.
5 I might repose thus sheltered a reworking of Virgil’s topos: ‘o qui me gelidis in vallibus Haemi / Sistat, et ingenti ramorum protegat umbra!’ (Georgics ii 488–9).
6 Lines 68–70 refer to the fifty daughters of Danaus, King of Argos, who ordered them to kill their fifty husbands, whom he suspected of plotting against him. The daughters were punished by having eternally to draw water into leaking pots in Hades. Sisyphus was condemned in hell to roll uphill a huge stone which perpetually rolled down again.
7 ranged in rows recently built Georgian terraces, erected during Brighton’s heyday as a social centre.
8 ends the chase ‘I have a confused notion that this expression, with nearly the same application, is to be found in Young, but I cannot refer to it’ (Smith’s note). Smith is actually quoting Thomas Cooke, Simonides on Human Life Paraphrased (1742): ‘Death ends the chase, and all the farce is o’er’ (l. 32).
9 war and vengeance Many French emigrants had joined the Prussian army on the borders, which had been attempting to invade France since May 1792.
10 droops The diction is Miltonic; cf. Samson Agonistes 594: ‘So much I feel my genial spirits droop.’
11 a better i.e. a better life.
12 eleemosynary bread alms.
13 ‘Lest the same attempts at misrepresentation should now be made, as have been made on former occasions, it is necessary to repeat that nothing is farther from my thoughts than to reflect invidiously on the emigrant clergy, whose steadiness of principle excites veneration, as much as their sufferings compassion. Adversity has now taught them the charity and humility they perhaps wanted when they made it a part of their faith that salvation could be obtained in no other religion than their own’ (Smith’s note).
14 port demeanour.
15 Gothic used here in the architectural sense, referring to a style common in Western Europe between the twelfth and sixteenth centuries.
16 ‘Let it not be considered as an insult to men in fallen fortune, if these luxuries (undoubtedly inconsistent with their profession) be here enumerated. France is not the only country where the splendour and indulgences of the higher, and the poverty and depression of the inferior clergy, have alike proved injurious to the cause of religion’ (Smith’s note).
17 enchased set.
18 Fleuri, Richelieu, Alberoni André-Hercule de Fleury (1653–1743), French cardinal and chief minister who controlled the government of Louis XV from 1726 to 1743; Armand-Jean du Plessis, cardinal and duke de Richelieu (1585–1642), chief minister to Louis XIII from 1624 to 1642; Giulio Alberoni (1664–1752), Italian cardinal and de facto premier of Spain, 1716 to 1719.
19 heavier far an echo of Michael’s consoling words to Adam and Eve, who are told that they shall ‘possess/A paradise within thee, happier far’ (Paradise Lost xii 586–7).
20 Involuntary exile Smith and her family were compelled to live near Dieppe, 1784–5, so as to elude her husband’s creditors.
21 had charms for me Smith echoes herself; cf. Sonnet XII. Written on the Sea Shore 7: ‘But the wild gloomy scene has charms for me’. In later years Wordsworth would echo Smith in his Lines Left upon a Seat in a Yew-Tree 21: ‘Stranger! these gloomy boughs / Had charms for him.’
22 refluent flowing back.
23 suffering royalty After the storming of the Tuileries by the Paris mob on 10 August 1792 the royal family sought refuge at the Legislative Assembly; they were imprisoned at the Temple on 12 August.
24 ‘See the finely descriptive verses written at Montauban in France in 1750 by Dr Joseph Warton, printed in Dodsley’s Miscellanies iv. 203’ (Smith’s note). Warton’s Verses written at Montauban in France, 1750 appeared in Robert Dodsley’s Collection of Poems vol. 4 (1755), pp. 207–8, and was reprinted in the London Magazine 24 (1755) 183–4. It laments that the French peasants pick grapes without being able to afford the wine they produce: ‘No cups nectareous shall their toils repay’ (l. 5).
25 Neustria’s sons inhabitants of Normandy.
26 bourn stream, brook. In Sussex, streams flow out of the chalky rock, harbouring unique communities of plants, insects and other wildlife.
27 by long mirrors multiplied The Palace of Versailles is famous for its lengthy chamber lined by mirrors.
28 ‘These lines are Thomson’s, and are among those sentiments which are now called (when used by living writers) not commonplace declamation but sentiments of dangerous tendency’ (Smith’s note). Smith quotes from Thomson, Coriolanus (1749), III iii.
29 Gueslin, Bayard or De Foix Bertrand du Guesclin (or du Gueselin) (c.1320–80), known as the Eagle of Brittany, was a Breton knight, military commander during the Hundred Years War, and Constable of France from 1370 until his demise; Pierre Terrail, seigneur de Bayard (1473–1524), sixteenth-century war hero known as le chevalier sans peur et sans reproche (‘the knight without fear and without reproach’); Gaston de Foix, Duc de Nemours (1489–1512), known as the ‘Thunderbolt of Italy’, French commander known for his Italian campaign (1511–12) during the War of the League of Cambrai.
30 Gorgons and hydras and chimeras dire from Paradise Lost ii 628.
31 ‘It has been said, and with great appearance of truth, that the contempt in which the nobility of France held the common people was remembered, and with all that vindictive asperity which long endurance of oppression naturally excites, when, by a wonderful concurrence of circumstances, the people acquired the power of retaliation. Yet let me here add what seems to be in some degree inconsistent with the former charge – that the French are good masters to their servants, and that in their treatment of their negro slaves they are allowed to be more mild and merciful than other Europeans’ (Smith’s note).
32 populous city cf. Satan in Paradise Lost, ‘As one who long in populous city pent’ (ix 445).
33 diadem crown.
34 ‘The financiers and fermiers généraux are here intended. In the present moment of clamour against all those who have spoken or written in favour of the first Revolution of France, the declaimers seem to have forgotten that under the reign of a mild and easy-tempered monarch, in the most voluptuous court in the world, the abuses by which men of this description were enriched had arisen to such height that their prodigality exhausted the immense resources of France, and, unable to supply the exigencies of government, the ministry were compelled to call le tiers état – a meeting that gave birth to the Revolution which has since been so ruinously conducted’ (Smith’s note).
35 Poor wand’ring wretches Susan Wolfson points out the echo of King Lear III iv 28.
36 ‘This sentiment will probably renew against me the indignation of those who have an interest in asserting that no such virtue anywhere exists’ (Smith’s note).
37 Cressy or Poitiers important battles fought by Edward III in his attempt to conquer the French throne.
38 him George Augustus Eliott, first Baron Heathfield (1717–90), who maintained British rule of Gibraltar throughout a four-year siege, by sea and land, from the Spanish (1779–83). He was a local hero, as Heathfield was in East Sussex, and was buried at the church in the village. Gibraltar was originally a Phoenician trading-post called Calpe.
Book II
Quippe ubi fas versum atque nefas: tot bella per orbem
Tam multae scelerum facies; non ullus aratro
Dignus honos: squalent abductis arva colonis,
Et curvae rigidum falces conflantur in ensem.
Hinc movet Euphrates, illinc Germania bellum;
Vicinae ruptis inter se legibus urbes
Arma ferunt: saevit toto Mars impius orbe.
                     (Virgil, Georgics i 505–11)1
Scene: on an eminence on one of those downs, which afford to the south a view of the sea; to the north of the weald of Sussex
Time: an afternoon in April 17932
Long wintry months are past;3 the moon that now
Lights her pale crescent even at noon has made
Four times her revolution, since with step
Mournful and slow,4 along the wave-worn cliff,
Pensive I took my solitary way5      5
Lost in despondence, while contemplating
Not my own wayward destiny alone
(Hard as it is, and difficult to bear!),
But in beholding the unhappy lot
Of the lorn exiles who amid the storms      10
Of wild disastrous anarchy are thrown,
Like shipwrecked sufferers, on England’s coast,
To see, perhaps, no more their native land
Where Desolation riots.6 They, like me,
From fairer hopes and happier prospects driven,      15
Shrink from the future, and regret the past.
But on this upland scene, while April comes
With fragrant airs to fan my throbbing breast,
Fain would I snatch an interval from care
That weighs my wearied spirit down to earth,      20
Courting, once more, the influence of hope
(For ‘Hope’ still waits upon the flowery prime)7
As here I mark Spring’s humid hand unfold
The early leaves that fear capricious winds,
While, even on sheltered banks, the timid flowers      25
Give, half-reluctantly, their warmer hues
To mingle with the primroses’ pale stars.
No shade the leafless copses yet afford,
Nor hide the mossy labours of the thrush
That, startled, darts across the narrow path;      30
But quickly reassured, resumes his task,
Or adds his louder notes to those that rise
From yonder tufted brake, where the white buds
Of the first thorn are mingled with the leaves
Of that which blossoms on the brow of May.8      35
    Ah, ‘twill not be! so many years have passed
Since, on my native hills, I learned to gaze
On these delightful landscapes, and those years
Have taught me so much sorrow that my soul
Feels not the joy reviving nature brings,      40
But, in dark retrospect, dejected dwells
On human follies, and on human woes.
What is the promise of the infant year,
The lively verdure, or the bursting blooms,
To those who shrink from horrors such as war      45
Spreads o’er the affrighted world? With swimming eye,
Back on the past they throw their mournful looks,
And see the temple which they fondly hoped
Reason would raise to Liberty, destroyed
By ruffian hands; while, on the ruined mass,      50
Flushed with hot blood, the fiend of discord sits
In savage triumph, mocking every plea
Of policy and justice, as she shows
The headless corse of one whose only crime
Was being born a monarch.9 Mercy turns      55
From spectacle so dire her swoln eyes,
And Liberty, with calm unruffled brow
Magnanimous, as conscious of her strength
In reason’s panoply, scorns to distain10
Her righteous cause with carnage, and resigns      60
To fraud and anarchy the infuriate crowd.
   What is the promise of the infant year
To those who (while the poor but peaceful hind
Pens, unmolested, the increasing flock
Of his rich master in this sea-fenced isle)      65
Survey, in neighbouring countries, scenes that make
The sick heart shudder, and the man who thinks
Blush for his species? There the trumpet’s voice
Drowns the soft warbling of the woodland choir;
And violets, lurking in their turfy beds      70
Beneath the flow’ring thorn, are stained with blood.
There fall, at once, the spoiler and the spoiled,
While war, wide-ravaging, annihilates
The hope of cultivation, gives to fiends,
The meagre, ghastly fiends of Want and Woe,      75
The blasted land. There, taunting in the van11
Of vengeance-breathing armies, Insult stalks,
And, in the ranks, ‘Famine, and Sword, and Fire,
Crouch for employment.’12 Lo! the suffering world,
Torn by the fearful conflict, shrinks amazed      80
From Freedom’s name, usurped and misapplied,
And, cow’ring to the purple tyrant’s rod,
Deems that the lesser ill. Deluded men!
Ere ye profane her ever-glorious name,
Or catalogue the thousands that have bled      85
Resisting her, or those who greatly died
Martyrs to liberty, revert awhile
To the black scroll that tells of regal crimes
Committed to destroy her; rather count
The hecatombs13 of victims who have fallen      90
Beneath a single despot, or who gave
Their wasted lives for some disputed claim
Between anointed robbers – monsters both!14
‘Oh polished perturbation – golden care!’15 –
So strangely coveted by feeble man      95
To lift him o’er his fellows – toy for which
Such showers of blood have drenched th’ affrighted earth.
Unfortunate his lot, whose luckless head
Thy jewelled circlet, lined with thorns, has bound;
And who, by custom’s laws, obtains from thee      100
Hereditary right to rule, unchecked,
Submissive myriads: for untempered power,
Like steel ill-formed, injures the hand
It promised to protect. Unhappy France!
If e’er thy lilies, trampled now in dust      105
And blood-bespotted, shall again revive
In silver splendour, may the wreath be wov’n
By voluntary hands,16 and freemen, such
As England’s self might boast, unite to place
The guarded diadem17 on his fair brow,      110
Where Loyalty may join with Liberty
To fix it firmly. In the rugged school
Of stern adversity so early trained,
His future life, perchance, may emulate
That of the brave Bernois,18 so justly called      1I5
The darling of his people, who revered
The warrior less than they adored the man!
But ne’er may party rage, perverse and blind,
And base venality, prevail to raise
To public trust a wretch19 whose private vice      120
Makes even the wildest profligate recoil,
And who, with hireling ruffians leagued, has burst
The laws of nature and humanity,
Wading beneath the patriot’s specious mask
And in equality’s illusive name,      125
To empire through a stream of kindred blood!
Innocent prisoner, most unhappy heir
Of fatal greatness,20 who art suffering now
For all the crimes and follies of thy race,
Better for thee, if o’er thy baby brow      130
The regal mischief never had been held –
Then, in an humble sphere, perhaps content,
Thou hadst been free and joyous on the heights
Of Pyrennean mountains shagged with woods
Of chestnut, pine and oak; as on these hills      135
Is yonder little thoughtless shepherd lad
Who, on the slope abrupt of downy turf
Reclined in playful indolence, sends off
The chalky ball, quick bounding far below,
While, half-forgetful of his simple task,      140
Hardly his length’ning shadow, or the bells’
Slow tinkling of his flock, that supping tend
To the brown fallows in the vale beneath,
Where nightly it is folded, from his sport
Recall the happy idler. While I gaze      145
On his gay vacant countenance, my thoughts
Compare with his obscure, laborious lot,
Thine, most unfortunate, imperial boy –
Who round thy sullen prison daily hear’st
The savage howl of Murder as it seeks      150
Thy unoffending life; while sad within
Thy wretched mother,21 petrified with grief,
Views thee with stony eyes, and cannot weep!
Ah, much I mourn thy sorrows, hapless Queen,
And deem thy expiation made to Heaven      155
For every fault to which prosperity
Betrayed thee when it placed thee on a throne
Where boundless power was thine, and thou wert raised
High (as it seemed) above the envious reach
Of destiny! Whate’er thy errors were,      160
Be they no more remembered, though the rage
Of party swelled them to such crimes as bade
Compassion stifle every sigh that rose
For thy disastrous lot. More than enough
Thou hast endured, and every English heart,      165
Ev’n those that highest beat in Freedom’s cause,
Disclaim as base, and of that cause unworthy,
The vengeance or the fear that makes thee still
A miserable prisoner! Ah, who knows,
From sad experience, more than I, to feel      1
For thy desponding spirit, as it sinks
Beneath procrastinated fears for those
More dear to thee than life! But eminence
Of misery is thine, as once of joy;
And as we view the strange vicissitude      175
We ask anew where happiness is found.
Alas, in rural life, where youthful dreams
See the Arcadia that romance describes,
Not even content resides! In yon low hut
Of clay and thatch, where rises the grey smoke      180
Of smould’ring turf cut from the adjoining moor,
The labourer, its inhabitant, who toils
From the first dawn of twilight till the sun
Sinks in the rosy waters of the west,
Finds that with poverty it cannot dwell –      185
For bread, and scanty bread, is all he earns
For him and for his household. Should disease
Born of chill wintry rains arrest his arm,22
Then, through his patched and straw-stuffed casement,23 peeps
The squalid figure of extremest Want,      190
And from the parish the reluctant dole,
Dealt by th’ unfeeling farmer, hardly saves
The ling’ring spark of life from cold extinction;
Then the bright sun of spring, that smiling bids
All other animals rejoice, beholds,      195
Crept from his pallet, the emaciate wretch
Attempt with feeble effort to resume
Some heavy task above his wasted strength,
Turning his wistful looks (how much in vain!)
To the deserted mansion where no more      200
The owner (gone to gayer scenes) resides,
Who made even luxury virtue; while he gave
The scattered crumbs to honest Poverty.
But, though the landscape be too oft deformed
By figures such as these, yet peace is here,      205
And o’er our vallies, clothed with springing corn,
No hostile hoof shall trample, nor fierce flames
Wither the wood’s young verdure, ere it form
Gradual the laughing May’s luxuriant shade;
For by the rude sea guarded we are safe,      210
And feel not evils such as with deep sighs
The emigrants deplore, as they recall
The summer past, when nature seemed to lose
Her course in wild distemperature,24 and aid,
With seasons all reversed, destructive war.      2I5
   Shuddering, I view the pictures they have drawn
Of desolated countries where the ground,
Stripped of its unripe produce, was thick strewn
With various death – the warhorse falling there
By famine, and his rider by the sword.      220
The moping clouds sailed heavy charged with rain,
And bursting o’er the mountain’s misty brow
Deluged, as with an inland sea, the vales;25
Where through the sullen evening’s lurid gloom,
Rising like columns of volcanic fire,      225
The flames of burning villages illumed
The waste of water; and the wind that howled
Along its troubled surface brought the groans
Of plundered peasants, and the frantic shrieks
Of mothers for their children; while the brave,      230
To pity still alive, listened aghast
To these dire echoes, hopeless to prevent
The evils they beheld, or check the rage
Which ever, as the people of one land
Meet in contention, fires the human heart      235
With savage thirst of kindred blood, and makes
Man lose his nature, rendering him more fierce
Than the gaunt monsters of the howling waste.
   Oft have I heard the melancholy tale
Which, all their native gaiety forgot,      240
These exiles tell – how hope impelled them on,
Reckless of tempest, hunger or the sword,
Till, ordered to retreat they knew not why
From all their flattering prospects, they became
The prey of dark suspicion and regret:26      245
Then in despondence sunk the unnerved27 arm
Of gallant Loyalty. At every turn
Shame and Disgrace appeared, and seemed to mock
Their scattered squadrons – which the warlike youth,
Unable to endure, often implored,      250
As the last act of friendship, from the hand
Of some brave comrade, to receive the blow
That freed the indignant spirit from its pain.
To a wild mountain, whose bare summit hides
Its broken eminence in clouds, whose steeps      255
Are dark with woods, where the receding rocks
Are worn by torrents of dissolving snow,
A wretched woman, pale and breathless, flies,
And gazing round her, listens to the sound
Of hostile footsteps. No, it dies away!      260
Nor noise remains but of the cataract,28
Or surly breeze of night that mutters low
Among the thickets where she trembling seeks
A temporary shelter, clasping close
To her hard-heaving heart her sleeping child,      265
All she could rescue of the innocent group
That yesterday surrounded her. Escaped
Almost by miracle, fear, frantic fear,
Winged her weak feet! Yet half-repentant now
Her headlong haste, she wishes she had stayed      270
To die with those affrighted Fancy paints
The lawless soldier’s victims. Hark, again
The driving tempest bears the cry of Death!
And with deep sudden thunder, the dread sound
Of cannon vibrates on the tremulous earth,      275
While, bursting in the air, the murderous bomb
Glares o’er her mansion. Where the splinters fall
Like scattered comets, its destructive path
Is marked by wreaths of flame! Then, overwhelmed
Beneath accumulated horror, sinks      280
The desolate mourner, yet in death itself,
True to maternal tenderness, she tries
To save the unconscious infant from the storm
In which she perishes, and to protect
This last dear object of her ruined hopes      285
From prowling monsters, that from other hills
More inaccessible, and wilder wastes,
Lured by the scent of slaughter, follow fierce
Contending hosts, and to polluted fields
Add dire increase of horrors. But, alas,      290
The mother and the infant perish both!
    The feudal chief whose Gothic battlements
Frown on the plain beneath, returning home
From distant lands, alone and in disguise,
Gains at the fall of night his castle walls,      295
But at the vacant gate no porter sits
To wait his lord’s admittance. In the courts
All is drear silence. Guessing but too well
The fatal truth, he shudders as he goes
Through the mute hall where, by the blunted light      300
That the dim moon through painted casements lends,
He sees that devastation has been there.
Then, while each hideous image to his mind
Rises terrific, o’er a bleeding corse
Stumbling he falls; another interrupts      305
His staggering feet – all, all who used to rush
With joy to meet him, all his family
Lie murdered in his way! And the day dawns
On a wild raving maniac whom a fate
So sudden and calamitous has robbed      310
Of reason, and who round his vacant walls
Screams unregarded and reproaches Heaven!
Such are thy dreadful trophies, savage War,
And evils such as these, or yet more dire,
Which the pained mind recoils from – all are thine!      3I5
The purple pestilence that to the grave
Sends whom the sword has spared is thine, and thine
The widow’s anguish and the orphan’s tears!
Woes such as these does man inflict on man,
And by the closet murderers whom we style      320
Wise politicians are the schemes prepared
Which, to keep Europe’s wavering balance even,
Depopulate her kingdoms, and consign
To tears and anguish half a bleeding world!
   Oh could the time return when thoughts like these      325
Spoiled not that gay delight which vernal suns
Illuminating hills, and woods, and fields,
Gave to my infant spirits! Memory come,
And from distracting cares that now deprive
Such scenes of all their beauty, kindly bear      330
My fancy to those hours of simple joy,
When, on the banks of Arun, which I see
Make its irriguous29 course through yonder meads,
I played, unconscious then of future ill!
There (where from hollows fringed with yellow broom,      335
The birch with silver rind, and fairy leaf,
Aslant the low stream trembles) I have stood
And meditated how to venture best
Into the shallow current, to procure
The willow-herb of glowing purple spikes,      340
Or flags30 whose sword-like leaves concealed the tide,
Startling the timid reed-bird from her nest,
As with aquatic flowers I wove the wreath,
Such as, collected by the shepherd girls,
Deck in the villages the turfy shrine,      345
And mark the arrival of propitious May.
How little dreamed I then the time would come
When the bright sun of that delicious month
Should, from disturbed and artificial sleep,
Awaken me to never-ending toil,      350
To terror and to tears – attempting still
With feeble hands and cold desponding heart
To save my children from the o’erwhelming wrongs
That have for ten long years been heaped on me!31
The fearful spectres of chicane and fraud      355
Have, Proteus-like, still changed their hideous forms
(As the law lent its plausible disguise),
Pursuing my faint steps, and I have seen
Friendship’s sweet bonds (which were so early formed,
And once I fondly thought of amaranth32      360
Inwove with silver seven times tried) give way
And fail, as these green fan-like leaves of fern
Will wither at the touch of autumn’s frost.
Yet there are those whose patient pity still
Hears my long murmurs, who unwearied try      365
With lenient hands to bind up every wound
My wearied spirit feels, and bid me go
‘Right onward’33 – a calm votary of the nymph
Who from her adamantine rock points out
To conscious rectitude the rugged path      370
That leads at length to peace! Ah yes, my friends,
Peace will at last be mine, for in the grave
Is peace – and pass a few short years, perchance
A few short months, and all the various pain
I now endure shall be forgotten there,      375
And no memorial shall remain of me
Save in your bosoms; while even your regret
Shall lose its poignancy, as ye reflect
What complicated woes that grave conceals!
But if the little praise that may await      380
The mother’s efforts should provoke the spleen
Of priest or Levite,34 and they then arraign
The dust that cannot hear them, be it yours
To vindicate my humble fame, to say
That not in selfish sufferings absorbed      385
‘I gave to misery all I had, my tears.’35
And if, where regulated sanctity
Pours her long orisons to heaven, my voice
Was seldom heard, that yet my prayer was made
To him who hears even silence – not in domes      390
Of human architecture filled with crowds,
But on these hills, where boundless yet distinct,
Even as a map, beneath are spread the fields
His bounty clothes, divided here by woods
And there by commons rude36 or winding brooks,      395
While I might breathe the air perfumed with flowers
Or the fresh odours of the mountain turf,
And gaze on clouds above me, as they sailed
Majestic, or remark the reddening north
When bickering arrows of electric fire      400
Flash on the evening sky;37 I made my prayer
In unison with murmuring waves that now
Swell with dark tempests, now are mild and blue
As the bright arch above, for all to me
Declare omniscient goodness, nor need I      405
Declamatory essays to incite
My wonder or my praise, when every leaf
That spring unfolds, and every simple bud
More forcibly impresses on my heart
His power and wisdom. Ah, while I adore      410
That goodness, which designed to all that lives
Some taste of happiness, my soul is pained
By the variety of woes that man
For man creates, his blessings often turned
To plagues and curses: saint-like Piety,      415
Misled by Superstition, has destroyed
More than Ambition, and the sacred flame
Of Liberty becomes a raging fire
When Licence and Confusion bid it blaze.
From thy high throne above yon radiant stars,      420
Oh power omnipotent, with mercy view
This suffering globe, and cause thy creatures cease,38
With savage fangs, to tear her bleeding breast;
Restrain that rage for power that bids a man,
Himself a worm, desire unbounded rule      425
O’er beings like himself; teach the hard hearts
Of rulers that the poorest hind who dies
For their unrighteous quarrels in thy sight
Is equal to the imperious lord that leads
His disciplined destroyers to the field.      430
May lovely Freedom in her genuine charms,
Aided by stern but equal Justice, drive
From the ensanguined earth the hell-born fiends
Of Pride, Oppression, Avarice and Revenge
That ruin what thy mercy made so fair!      435
Then shall these ill-starred wanderers, whose sad fate
These desultory lines lament, regain
Their native country; private vengeance then
To public virtue yield, and the fierce feuds
That long have torn their desolated land      440
May (even as storms that agitate the air
Drive noxious vapours from the blighted earth)
Serve, all tremendous as they are, to fix
The reign of Reason, Liberty, and Peace!
Book II
1 ‘For here right and wrong are confounded: there are so many wars throughout the world: so many sorts of wickedness: the due honours are not paid to the plough: the husbandmen are carried away and the fields lie neglected, and the crooked sickles are beaten into cruel swords. Here Euphrates, and there Germany, makes war: the neighbouring cities break their leagues, and wage war with each other: impious Mars rages all over the globe’ (John Martyn’s translation, 1741).
2 After the execution of Louis XVI, 21 January 1793, violence in Paris intensified. War broke out between Britain and France in February.
3 Long wintry months are past Wordsworth may have been echoing this line when he began Tintern Abbey: ‘Five years have passed.’
4 step/Mournful and slow
With how sad steps, ô Moone, thou climb’st the skies,
How silently, and with how wanne a face …
(Sidney, Astrophil and Stella, sonnet 31, 1–2)
5 my solitary way A recollection of the closing lines of Paradise Lost, in which Adam and Eve ‘with wandering steps and slow, / Through Eden took their solitary way’.
6 Where Desolation riots Counter-revolutionary disturbances had been going on in France for a long time; the Vendée was particularly badly affected in March 1793.
7 ‘Shakespeare’ (Smith’s note). As Curran points out, the allusion is not to Shakespeare but Edmund Waller, To my young Lady Lucy Sidney 13: ‘Hope waits upon the flowery prime.’
8 Smith refers firstly to blackthorn, the buds of which appear before the leaves, and secondly to hawthorn (or may-tree), the leaves of which come first, in mid to late May.
9 a monarch a reference to Louis XVI, beheaded 21 January 1793.
10 distain stain, sully.
11 the van vanguard.
12 ‘Shakespeare’ (Smith’s note). Henry V, Prologue 7–8. Wordsworth has the same allusion in a similar passage of Descriptive Sketches, also published in 1793: ‘Like lightnings eager for th’ almighty word, / Look up for sign of havoc, Fire and Sword’ (ll. 802–3).
13 hecatombs mass graves.
14 ‘Such was the cause of quarrel between the Houses of York and Lancaster, and of too many others with which the page of history reproaches the reason of man’ (Smith’s note).
15 ‘Shakespeare’ (Smith’s note). From 2 Henry IV IV v 23.
16 If e’er thy lilies…voluntary hands If France ever again revives the monarchy, let it be voluntary.
17 diadem crown.
18 ‘Henry the Fourth of France. It may be said of this monarch that, had all the French sovereigns resembled him, despotism would have lost its horrors; yet he had considerable failings, and his greatest virtues may be chiefly imputed to his education in the school of adversity’ (Smith’s note).
19 wretch almost certainly Marat, editor of L’ami du peuple, an energetically pro-revolutionary paper; assassinated by Charlotte Corday, 13 July 1793.
20 Innocent prisoner…greatness the Dauphin, Louis XVII, then 7 years old, who is thought to have died in June 1795.
21 Thy wretched mother Marie Antoinette, with whom Louis XVII was imprisoned. At the time of writing she was still alive, only to be executed on 16 October 1793.
22 Should disease…his arm i.e. If he should be prevented from working by disease brought on by exposure to wintry rain.
23 his patched and straw-stuffed casement Gaps in the window-frame are patched and stuffed with straw to keep out draughts; the poor person (‘extremest Want’) looks through it.
24 distemperature extreme heat.
25 ‘From the heavy and incessant rains during the last campaign, the armies were often compelled to march for many miles through marshes overflowed, suffering the extremities of cold and fatigue. The peasants frequently misled them and, after having passed these inundations at the hazard of their lives, they were sometimes under the necessity of crossing them a second and a third time. Their evening quarters after such a day of exertion were often in a wood without shelter, and their repast, instead of bread, unripe corn, without any other preparation than being mashed into a sort of paste’ (Smith’s note).
26 ‘It is remarkable that, notwithstanding the excessive hardships to which the army of the emigrants was exposed, very few in it suffered from disease till they began to retreat; then it was that despondence consigned to the most miserable death many brave men who deserved a better fate, and then despair impelled some to suicide, while others fell by mutual wounds, unable to survive disappointment and humiliation’ (Smith’s note).
27 unnerved weakened.
28 cataract waterfall.
29 irriguous irrigating. Milton refers to ‘the flowery lap / Of some irriguous valley’ (Paradise Lost iv 254–5).
30 flags wild iris.
31 the o’erwhelming wrongs…on me! In thinking of herself as having suffered for a decade Smith is casting her mind back to her husband’s imprisonment for debt in December 1783; see headnote, p. 83.
32 amaranth imaginary unfading plant.
33 ‘Milton, Sonnet 22d’ (Smith’s note); see To Mr Cyriack Skinner Upon his Blindness 8–9: ‘but still bear up and steer / Right onward’.
34 Levite contemptuous term for a clergyman.
35 ‘Gray’ (Smith’s note); see Elegy 123.
36 commons rude coarse common land.
37 bickering arrows…sky the aurora borealis or northern lights.
38 cause thy creatures cease cause thy creatures [to] cease. Such syntactical liberties irritated some reviewers; see headnote p. 86.
Beachy Head
From Beachy Head: with Other Poems (1807)1
On thy stupendous summit, rock sublime,
That o’er the channel reared, halfway at sea
The mariner at early morning hails,2
I would recline; while Fancy should go forth
And represent the strange and awful hour      5
Of vast concussion when the Omnipotent
Stretched forth his arm and rent the solid hills,3
Bidding the impetuous main flood rush between
The rifted shores, and from the continent
Eternally divided this green isle.      10
Imperial lord of the high southern coast,
From thy projecting headland I would mark
Far in the east the shades of night disperse,
Melting and thinned, as from the dark blue wave
Emerging, brilliant rays of arrowy light      15
Dart from the horizon, when the glorious sun
Just lifts above it his resplendent orb.
Advances now, with feathery silver touched,
The rippling tide of flood; glisten the sands,
While, inmates of the chalky clefts that scar      20
Thy sides precipitous, with shrill harsh cry,
Their white wings glancing in the level beam,
The terns, and gulls, and tarrocks,4 seek their food,
And thy rough hollows echo to the voice
Of the gray choughs5 and ever-restless daws,      25
With clamour not unlike the chiding hounds,
While the lone shepherd and his baying dog
Drive to thy turfy crest his bleating flock.
    The high meridian6 of the day is past,
And ocean now, reflecting the calm heaven,      30
Is of cerulean hue, and murmurs low
The tide of ebb upon the level sands.
The sloop, her angular canvas shifting still,
Catches the light and variable airs
That but a little crisp the summer sea,      35
Dimpling its tranquil surface. Afar off,
And just emerging from the arch immense
Where seem to part the elements, a fleet
Of fishing vessels stretch their lesser sails,7
While more remote, and like a dubious spot      40
Just hanging in the horizon, laden deep,
The ship of commerce, richly freighted, makes
Her slower progress on her distant voyage,
Bound to the orient climates where the sun
Matures the spice within its odorous shell,      45
And, rivalling the grey worm’s filmy toil,
Bursts from its pod the vegetable down,8
Which, in long turbaned wreaths,9 from torrid heat
Defends the brows of Asia’s countless castes.
There the earth hides within her glowing breast      50
The beamy adamant10 and the round pearl
Enchased11 in rugged covering, which the slave,
With perilous and breathless toil, tears off
From the rough sea-rock deep beneath the waves.
These are the toys of nature, and her sport      55
Of little estimate in Reason’s eye;
And they who reason, with abhorrence see
Man, for such gauds12 and baubles, violate
The sacred freedom of his fellow man –
Erroneous estimate! As heaven’s pure air,      60
Fresh as it blows on this aërial height,
Or sound of seas upon the stony strand,
Or inland, the gay harmony of birds,
And winds that wander in the leafy woods,
Are to the unadulterate taste more worth      65
Than the elaborate harmony brought out
From fretted stop, or modulated airs
Of vocal science.13 So the brightest gems
Glancing resplendent on the regal crown,
Or trembling in the high-born beauty’s ear,      70
Are poor and paltry to the lovely light
Of the fair star14 that, as the day declines
Attendant on her queen, the crescent moon
Bathes her bright tresses in the eastern wave.
    For now the sun is verging to the sea,      75
And as he westward sinks, the floating clouds
Suspended move upon the evening gale,
And gathering round his orb, as if to shade
The insufferable brightness, they resign
Their gauzy whiteness and, more warmed, assume      80
All hues of purple. There transparent gold
Mingles with ruby tints and sapphire gleams
And colours such as nature through her works
Shows only in the ethereal canopy.15
Thither aspiring fancy fondly soars,      85
Wandering sublime through visionary vales
Where bright pavilions rise, and trophies fanned
By airs celestial, and adorned with wreaths
Of flowers that bloom amid Elysian bowers.
Now bright and brighter still the colours glow,      90
Till half the lustrous orb within the flood
Seems to retire, the flood reflecting still
Its splendour, and in mimic glory dressed;
Till the last ray, shot upward, fires the clouds
With blazing crimson, then in paler light      95
Long lines of tenderer radiance lingering yield
To partial darkness, and on the opposing side
The early moon distinctly rising throws
Her pearly brilliance on the trembling tide.
    The fishermen who at set seasons pass      100
Many a league off at sea their toiling night
Now hail their comrades from their daily task
Returning, and make ready for their own
With the night-tide commencing. The night tide
Bears a dark vessel on, whose hull and sails      105
Mark her a coaster from the north. Her keel
Now ploughs the sand, and sidelong now she leans,
While with loud clamours her athletic crew
Unload her, and resounds the busy hum
Along the wave-worn rocks. Yet more remote,      110
Where the rough cliff hangs beetling16 o’er its base,
All breathes repose; the water’s rippling sound
Scarce heard, but now and then the sea-snipe’s cry17
Just tells that something living is abroad;
And sometimes crossing on the moon-bright line      115
Glimmers the skiff, faintly discerned awhile,
Then lost in shadow.
                      Contemplation here,
High on her throne of rock, aloof may sit
And bid recording Memory18 unfold
Her scroll voluminous, bid her retrace      120
The period when from Neustria’s hostile shore19
The Norman launched his galleys, and the bay
O’er which that mass of ruin20 frowns even now
In vain and sullen menace, then received
The new invaders – a proud martial race,      125
Of Scandinavia the undaunted sons
Whom Dogon, Fier-a-bras, and Humfroi led
To conquest, while Trinacria to their power
Yielded her wheaten garland, and when thou,
Parthenope, within thy fertile bay      130
Received the victors.21
                         In the mailed ranks
Of Normans landing on the British coast
Rode Taillefer, and with astounding voice
Thundered the war-song daring Roland sang
First in the fierce contention; vainly brave,      135
One not inglorious struggle England made,
But failing, saw the Saxon heptarchy22
Finish for ever. Then the holy pile,
Yet seen upon the field of conquest, rose,23
Where to appease Heaven’s wrath for so much blood,      140
The conqueror bade unceasing prayers ascend,
And requiems for the slayers and the slain.
But let not modern Gallia form from hence
Presumptuous hopes that ever thou again,
Queen of the isles, shalt crouch to foreign arms.24      145
The enervate25 sons of Italy may yield,
And the Iberian,26 all his trophies torn
And wrapped in Superstition’s monkish weed,
May shelter his abasement, and put on
Degrading fetters. Never, never thou,      150
Imperial mistress of the obedient sea!
But thou, in thy integrity secure,
Shalt now undaunted meet a world in arms.
   England, ’twas where this promontory rears
Its rugged brow above the channel wave,      155
Parting the hostile nations, that thy fame,
Thy naval fame, was tarnished, at what time
Thou, leagued with the Batavian, gavest to France
One day of triumph – triumph the more loud
Because even then so rare.27 Oh well redeemed,      160
Since, by a series of illustrious men
Such as no other country ever reared,
To vindicate her cause. It is a list
Which, as Fame echoes it, blanches28 the cheek
Of bold Ambition, while the despot feels      165
The extorted sceptre tremble in his grasp.
    From even the proudest roll by glory filled,
How gladly the reflecting mind returns
To simple scenes of peace and industry
Where, bosomed in some valley of the hills,      1
Stands the lone farm, its gate with tawny ricks
Surrounded, and with granaries and sheds
Roofed with green mosses, and by elms and ash
Partially shaded; and not far removed
The hut of sea-flints built – the humble home      175
Of one who sometimes watches on the heights
When hid in the cold mist of passing clouds
The flock, with dripping fleeces, are dispersed
O’er the wide down; then from some ridged point
That overlooks the sea, his eager eye      180
Watches the bark29 that for his signal waits
To land its merchandise. Quitting for this
Clandestine traffic his more honest toil,
The crook abandoning, he braves himself
The heaviest snowstorm of December’s night,      185
When with conflicting winds the ocean raves,
And on the tossing boat unfearing mounts
To meet the partners of the perilous trade
And share their hazard.30 Well it were for him
If no such commerce of destruction known,      190
He were content with what the earth affords
To human labour, even where she seems
Reluctant most. More happy is the hind31
Who with his own hands rears on some black moor
Or turbary32 his independent hut      195
Covered with heather, whence the slow white smoke
Of smouldering peat arises. A few sheep,
His best possession, with his children share
The rugged shed when wintry tempests blow;
But when with spring’s return the green blades rise      200
Amid the russet heath, the household live
Joint tenants of the waste throughout the day,
And often, from her nest among the swamps,
Where the gemmed sun-dew33 grows, or fringed buck-bean,34
They scare the plover35 that with plaintive cries      205
Flutters, as sorely wounded,36 down the wind.
Rude, and but just removed from savage life,
Is the rough dweller among scenes like these
(Scenes all unlike the poet’s fabling dreams
Describing Arcady).37 But he is free;      210
The dread that follows on illegal acts
He never feels, and his industrious mate
Shares in his labour. Where the brook is traced
By crowding osiers,38 and the black coot39 hides
Among the plashy reeds her diving brood,      215
The matron wades, gathering the long green rush40
That well prepared hereafter lends its light
To her poor cottage, dark and cheerless else
Through the drear hours of winter. Otherwhile
She leads her infant group where charlock41 grows      220
‘Unprofitably gay’,42 or to the fields
Where congregate the linnet and the finch
That on the thistles so profusely spread
Feast in the desert, the poor family
Early resort, extirpating43 with care      225
These and the gaudier mischief of the ground;
Then flames the high-raised heap, seen afar off
Like hostile war-fires flashing to the sky.44
Another task is theirs. On fields that show
As45 angry Heaven had rained sterility      230
Stony and cold, and hostile to the plough,
Where, clamouring loud, the evening curlew46 runs
And drops her spotted eggs among the flints,
The mother and the children pile the stones
In rugged pyramids, and all this toil      235
They patiently encounter, well content
On their flock bed47 to slumber undisturbed
Beneath the smoky roof they call their own.
Oh little knows the sturdy hind who stands
Gazing, with looks where envy and contempt      240
Are often strangely mingled, on the car48
Where prosperous Fortune sits; what secret care
Or sick satiety is often hid
Beneath the splendid outside. He knows not
How frequently the child of luxury,      245
Enjoying nothing, flies from place to place
In chase of pleasure that eludes his grasp,
And that content is e’en less found by him
Than by the labourer whose pick-axe smooths
The road before his chariot, and who doffs      250
What was an hat; and, as the train pass on,
Thinks how one day’s expenditure like this
Would cheer him for long months, when to his toil
The frozen earth closes her marble breast.
   Ah, who is happy? Happiness! A word      255
That like false fire49 from marsh effluvia born
Misleads the wanderer, destined to contend
In the world’s wilderness with want or woe.
Yet they are happy who have never asked
What good or evil means: the boy      260
That on the river’s margin gaily plays
Has heard that death is there; he knows not death,
And therefore fears it not, and venturing in
He gains a bullrush or a minnow – then,
At certain peril, for a worthless prize,      265
A crow’s or raven’s nest, he climbs the boll50
Of some tall pine, and of his prowess proud
Is for a moment happy. Are your cares,
Ye who despise him, never worse applied?
The village girl is happy who sets forth      270
To distant fair, gay in her Sunday suit,
With cherry-coloured knots and flourished shawl,
And bonnet newly-purchased. So is he,
Her little brother, who his mimic drum
Beats till he drowns her rural lovers’ oaths      275
Of constant faith and still-increasing love.
Ah, yet a while, and half those oaths believed,
Her happiness is vanished, and the boy,
While yet a stripling, finds the sound he loved
Has led him on till he has given up      280
His freedom and his happiness together.51
I once was happy, when while yet a child,52
I learned to love these upland solitudes,
And, when elastic53 as the mountain air,
To my light spirit care was yet unknown,      285
And evil unforeseen. Early it came,
And childhood scarcely passed, I was condemned,
A guiltless exile,54 silently to sigh,
While Memory with faithful pencil drew
The contrast, and, regretting, I compared      290
With the polluted smoky atmosphere
And dark and stifling streets, the southern hills
That to the setting sun their graceful heads
Rearing, o’erlook the frith55 where Vecta56 breaks
With her white rocks the strong impetuous tide,      295
When western winds the vast Atlantic urge
To thunder on the coast. Haunts of my youth!
Scenes of fond daydreams, I behold ye yet,
Where ’twas so pleasant by thy northern slopes
To climb the winding sheep-path, aided oft      300
By scattered thorns whose spiny branches bore
Small woolly tufts, spoils of the vagrant lamb
There seeking shelter from the noonday sun;
And pleasant, seated on the short soft turf,
To look beneath upon the hollow way      305
While heavily upward moved the labouring wain
And, stalking slowly by, the sturdy hind,
To ease his panting team,57 stopped with a stone
The grating wheel.
                  Advancing higher still
The prospect widens, and the village church      310
But little, o’er the lowly roofs around
Rears its gray belfry and its simple vane;
Those lowly roofs of thatch are half-concealed
By the rude arms of trees, lovely in spring58
When on each bough the rosy-tinctured bloom      3I5
Sits thick and promises autumnal plenty.59
For even those orchards round the Norman farms
Which, as their owners mark the promised fruit,
Console them for the vineyards of the south,
Surpass not these.      320
                      Where woods of ash and beech
And partial copses fringe the green hill-foot,
The upland shepherd rears his modest home,
There wanders by a little nameless stream
That from the hill wells forth, bright now and clear,
Or after rain with chalky mixture gray,      325
But still refreshing in its shallow course
The cottage garden – most for use designed,
Yet not of beauty destitute. The vine
Mantles the little casement,60 yet the briar
Drops fragrant dew among the July flowers;      330
And pansies rayed and freaked,61 and mottled pinks
Grow among balm, and rosemary and rue;
There honeysuckles flaunt, and roses blow
Almost uncultured – some with dark green leaves
Contrast their flowers of pure unsullied white;      335
Others, like velvet robes of regal state
Of richest crimson, while in thorny moss
Enshrined and cradled, the most lovely, wear
The hues of youthful beauty’s glowing cheek.
With fond regret I recollect e’en now      340
In spring and summer what delight I felt
Among these cottage gardens, and how much
Such artless nosegays, knotted with a rush
By village housewife or her ruddy maid,
Were welcome to me, soon and simply pleased.      345
    An early worshipper at Nature’s shrine,
I loved her rudest scenes – warrens and heaths,
And yellow commons, and birch-shaded hollows,
And hedgerows, bordering unfrequented lanes
Bowered with wild roses, and the clasping woodbine      350
Where purple tassels of the tangling vetch62
With bittersweet63 and bryony64 inweave,
And the dew fills the silver bindweed’s65 cups –
I loved to trace the brooks whose humid banks
Nourish the harebell and the freckled pagil,66      355
And stroll among o’ershadowing woods of beech,
Lending in summer, from the heats of noon,
A whispering shade; while haply there reclines
Some pensive lover of uncultured67 flowers
Who from the tumps68 with bright green mosses clad      360
Plucks the wood sorrel69 with its light thin leaves,
Heart-shaped and triply folded, and its root
Creeping like beaded coral; or who there
Gathers the copse’s pride, anémones70
With rays like golden studs on ivory laid      365
Most delicate, but touched with purple clouds –
Fit crown for April’s fair but changeful brow.
    Ah, hills so early loved, in fancy still
I breathe your pure keen air, and still behold
Those widely spreading views, mocking alike      370
The poet and the painter’s utmost art.
And still, observing objects more minute,
Wondering remark the strange and foreign forms
Of sea-shells, with the pale calcareous71 soil
Mingled, and seeming of resembling substance72 –      375
Though surely the blue ocean (from the heights
Where the Downs westward trend,73 but dimly seen)
Here never rolled its surge. Does Nature then
Mimic, in wanton mood, fantastic shapes
Of bivalves74 and inwreathed volutes75 that cling      380
To the dark sea-rock of the wat’ry world?
Or did this range of chalky mountains once
Form a vast basin where the ocean waves
Swelled fathomless?76 What time these fossil shells,
Buoyed on their native element, were thrown      385
Among the embedding calx;77 when the huge hill
Its giant bulk heaved, and in strange ferment
Grew up a guardian barrier ‘twixt the sea
And the green level of the sylvan weald?78
    Ah, very vain is Science’79 proudest boast,      390
And but a little light its flame yet lends
To its most ardent votaries; since from whence
These fossil forms are seen is but conjecture,
Food for vague theories or vain dispute,
While to his daily task the peasant goes      395
Unheeding such inquiry – with no care
But that the kindly change of sun and shower
Fit for his toil the earth he cultivates.
As little recks80 the herdsman of the hill,
Who, on some turfy knoll idly reclined,      400
Watches his wether81 flock, that deep beneath
Rest the remains of men, of whom is left
No traces in the records of mankind
Save what these half-obliterated mounds
And half-filled trenches doubtfully impart      405
To some lone antiquary who on times remote,
Since which two thousand years have rolled away,
Loves to contemplate.82 He perhaps may trace,
Or fancy he can trace, the oblong square
Where the mailed legions under Claudius83 reared      410
The rampire84 or excavated fossé85 delved;
What time the huge unwieldy elephant
Auxiliary reluctant, hither led
From Afric’s forest glooms and tawny sands,
First felt the northern blast, and his vast frame      4I5
Sunk useless – whence in after-ages found,
The wondering hinds on those enormous bones
Gazed;86 and in giants dwelling on the hills
Believed and marvelled.87
                         Hither, ambition, come!
Come and behold the nothingness of all      420
For which you carry through the oppressed earth
War and its train of horrors – see where tread
The innumerous hoofs of flocks above the works
By which the warrior sought to register
His glory, and immortalize his name.      425
The pirate Dane, who from his circular camp
Bore in destructive robbery fire and sword
Down through the vale,88 sleeps unremembered here;
And here, beneath the greensward, rests alike
The savage native who his acorn meal      430
Shared with the herds that ranged the pathless woods,89
And the centurion who, on these wide hills
Encamping, planted the Imperial Eagle.90
All, with the lapse of time, have passed away,
Even as the clouds, with dark and dragon shapes,91      435
Or, like vast promontories crowned with towers,
Cast their broad shadows on the Downs, then sail
Far to the northward, and their transient gloom
Is soon forgotten.
                         But from thoughts like these,
By human crimes suggested, let us turn      440
To where a more attractive study courts
The wanderer of the hills; while shepherd girls
Will from among the fescue92 bring him flowers
Of wondrous mockery, some resembling bees
In velvet vest, intent on their sweet toil;93      445
While others mimic flies that lightly sport
In the green shade, or float along the pool,
But here seem perched upon the slender stalk
And gathering honey-dew;94 while in the breeze
That wafts the thistle’s plumed seed along,      450
Bluebells wave tremulous. The mountain thyme95
Purples the hassock of the heaving mole,96
And the short turf is gay with tormentil97
And birdsfoot trefoil, and the lesser tribes
Of hawkweed,98 spangling it with fringed stars.      455
Near where a richer tract of cultured land
Slopes to the south, and burnished by the sun,
Bend in the gale of August floods of corn;
The guardian of the flock, with watchful care,99
Repels by voice and dog the encroaching sheep,      460
While his boy visits every wired trap100
That scars the turf, and from the pitfalls takes
The timid migrants101 who, from distant wilds,
Warrens, and stone quarries, are destined thus
To lose their short existence. But unsought      465
By luxury yet, the shepherd still protects
The social bird102 who, from his native haunts
Of willowy current or the rushy pool,
Follows the fleecy crowd,103 and flirts and skims
In fellowship among them.      470
                              Where the knoll
More elevated takes the changeful winds,
The windmill rears its vanes, and thitherward,
With his white load, the master travelling
Scares the rooks rising slow on whispering wings,
While o’er his head, before the summer sun      475
Lights up the blue expanse, heard more than seen,
The lark sings matins104 and, above the clouds
Floating, embathes his spotted breast in dew.
Beneath the shadow of a gnarled thorn
Bent by the sea-blast,105 from a seat of turf      480
With fairy nosegays106 strewn, how wide the view!107 –
Till in the distant north it melts away
And mingles indiscriminate with clouds;
But if the eye could reach so far, the mart
Of England’s capital, its domes and spires      485
Might be perceived. Yet hence the distant range
Of Kentish hills108 appear in purple haze,
And nearer undulate the wooded heights
And airy summits109 that above the Mole1I0
Rise in green beauty, and the beaconed ridge      490
Of Blackdown1I1 shagged with heath, and swelling rude
Like a dark island from the vale, its brow
Catching the last rays of the evening sun
That gleam between the nearer park’s old oaks,
Then lighten up the river and make prominent      495
The portal and the ruined battlements
Of that dismantled fortress, raised what time
The Conqueror’s successors fiercely fought,
Tearing with civil feuds the desolate land.1I2
But now a tiller of the soil dwells there,      500
And of the turret’s looped and raftered halls
Has made an humbler homestead where he sees,
Instead of armed foemen, herds that graze
Along his yellow meadows, or his flocks
At evening from the upland driv’n to fold.      505
    In such a castellated mansion once
A stranger chose his home, and where hard by
In rude disorder fallen, and hid with brushwood,
Lay fragments gray of towers and buttresses,
Among the ruins often he would muse.      510
His rustic meal soon ended, he was wont
To wander forth, listening the evening sounds
Of rushing milldam1I3 or the distant team,1I4
Or nightjar chasing fern-flies;1I5 the tired hind
Passed him at nightfall, wondering he should sit      5I5
On the hilltop so late; they1I6 from the coast
Who sought bye-paths with their clandestine load,
Saw with suspicious doubt the lonely man
Cross on their way; but village maidens thought
His senses injured, and with pity say      520
That he, poor youth, must have been crossed in love –
For often, stretched1I7 upon the mountain turf
With folded arms, and eyes intently fixed
Where ancient elms and firs obscured a grange1I8
Some little space within the vale below,      525
They heard him as complaining of his fate,
And to the murmuring wind of cold neglect
And baffled hope he told. The peasant girls
These plaintive sounds remember, and even now
Among them may be heard the stranger’s songs.      530
Were I a shepherd on the hill,
   And ever as the mists withdrew
Could see the willows of the rill
Shading the footway to the mill
    Where once I walked with you;      535
And as away night’s shadows sail,
    And sounds of birds and brooks arise,
Believe that from the woody vale
I hear your voice upon the gale
    In soothing melodies;      540
And viewing from the Alpine height
    The prospect dressed in hues of air,
Could say, while transient colours bright
Touched the fair scene with dewy light,
    ’Tis that her eyes are there!’      545
I think I could endure my lot
    And linger on a few short years,
And then, by all but you forgot,
Sleep where the turf that clothes the spot
    May claim some pitying tears.      550
For ’tis not easy to forget
    One who through life has loved you still,
And you, however late, might yet
With sighs to memory giv’n, regret
    The shepherd of the hill.      555
Yet otherwhile it seemed as if young Hope
Her flattering pencil gave to Fancy’s hand,
And in his wanderings reared to soothe his soul
Ideal bowers of pleasure. Then, of solitude
And of his hermit life still more enamoured,      560
His home was in the forest, and wild fruits
And bread sustained him. There in early spring
The barkmen1I9 found him ere the sun arose;
There at their daily toil, the wedgecutters120
Beheld him through the distant thicket move.      565
The shaggy dog following the truffle-hunter121
Barked at the loiterer, and perchance at night
Belated villagers from fair or wake,
While the fresh night-wind let the moonbeams in
Between the swaying boughs, just saw him pass –      570
And then in silence, gliding like a ghost
He vanished, lost among the deepening gloom!
But near one ancient tree, whose wreathed roots
Formed a rude couch, love-songs and scattered rhymes,
Unfinished sentences, or half-erased,      575
And rhapsodies like this, were sometimes found:
Let us to woodland wilds repair
    While yet the glittering night-dews seem
To wait the freshly-breathing air
    Precursive of the morning beam      580
That, rising with advancing day,
Scatters the silver drops away.
An elm uprooted by the storm,
    The trunk with mosses gray and green
Shall make for us a rustic form      585
    Where lighter grows the forest scene;
And far among the bowery shades
Are ferny lawns and grassy glades.
Retiring May to lovely June
    Her latest garland now resigns;      590
The banks with cuckoo-flowers122 are strewn,
    The woodwalks blue with columbines,123
And with its reeds the wandering stream
Reflects the flag-flower’s124 golden gleam.
There, feathering down the turf to meet,      595
   Their shadowy arms the beeches spread,
While high above our sylvan seat
    Lifts the light ash its airy head;
And later leaved, the oaks between
Extend their boughs of vernal green.      600
The slender birch its paper rind
    Seems offering to divided love,
And shuddering even without a wind
    Aspins their paler foliage move
As if some spirit of the air      605
Breathed a low sigh in passing there.
The squirrel in his frolic mood
    Will fearless bound among the boughs;
Yaffils125 laugh loudly through the wood,
    And murmuring ring-doves tell their vows;      610
While we, as sweetest woodscents rise,
Listen to woodland melodies.
And I’ll contrive a sylvan room
   Against the time of summer heat,
Where leaves, inwoven in nature’s loom,      6I5
    Shall canopy our green retreat,
And gales that ‘close the eye of day’126
Shall linger ere they die away.
And when a sear and sallow hue
   From early frost the bower receives,      620
I’ll dress the sand rock cave for you,
    And strew the floor with heath and leaves,
That you, against the autumnal air
May find securer shelter there.
The nightingale will then have ceased      625
   To sing her moonlight serenade,
But the gay bird with blushing breast127
   And woodlarks still will haunt the shade,128
And by the borders of the spring
Reed-wrens will yet be carolling.129      630
The forest hermit’s lonely cave
    None but such soothing sounds shall reach,
Or hardly heard, the distant wave
    Slow breaking on the stony beach,      635
Or winds that now sigh soft and low
Now make wild music as they blow.
And then before the chilling north
   The tawny foliage falling light
Seems as it flits along the earth
   The footfall of the busy sprite      640
Who, wrapped in pale autumnal gloom,
Calls up the mist-born mushroom.
Oh, could I hear your soft voice there,
   And see you in the forest green
All beauteous as you are, more fair      645
   You’d look amid the sylvan scene,
And in a wood-girl’s simple guise
Be still more lovely in mine eyes.
Ye phantoms of unreal delight,
   Visions of fond delirium born,      650
Rise not on my deluded sight,
   Then leave me drooping and forlorn
To know such bliss can never be,
Unless Amanda130 loved like me.
The visionary, nursing dreams like these,      655
Is not indeed unhappy. Summer woods
Wave over him, and whisper as they wave
Some future blessings he may yet enjoy.
And as above him sail the silver clouds,
He follows them in thought to distant climes      660
Where, far from the cold policy of this,
Dividing him from her he fondly loves,
He in some island of the southern sea
May haply build his cane-constructed bower
Beneath the breadfruit or aspiring palm      665
With long green foliage rippling in the gale.131
Oh, let him cherish his ideal bliss –
For what is life, when Hope has ceased to strew
Her fragile flowers along its thorny way?
And sad and gloomy are his days who lives      670
Of Hope abandoned!
                      Just beneath the rock
Where Beachy overpeers the Channel wave,
Within a cavern mined by wintry tides
Dwelt one who, long disgusted with the world
And all its ways, appeared to suffer life      675
Rather than live;132 the soul-reviving gale
Fanning the beanfield133 or the thymy heath
Had not for many summers breathed on him;
And nothing marked to him the season’s change
Save that more gently rose the placid sea,      680
And that the birds which winter on the coast
Gave place to other migrants; save that the fog,
Hovering no more above the beetling cliffs,
Betrayed not then the little careless sheep
On the brink grazing, while their headlong fall134      685
Near the lone hermit’s flint-surrounded home
Claimed unavailing pity – for his heart
Was feelingly alive to all that breathed;
And outraged as he was, in sanguine youth,
By human crimes, he still acutely felt      690
For human misery.
                         Wandering on the beach,
He learned to augur from the clouds of heaven,
And from the changing colours of the sea
And sullen murmurs of the hollow cliffs,
Or the dark porpoises135 that near the shore      695
Gambolled and sported on the level brine
When tempests were approaching; then at night
He listened to the wind, and as it drove
The billows with o’erwhelming vehemence,
He, starting from his rugged couch, went forth      700
And hazarding a life too valueless
He waded through the waves with plank or pole
Towards where the mariner in conflict dread
Was buffeting for life the roaring surge –
And now just seen, now lost in foaming gulfs,      705
The dismal gleaming of the clouded moon
Showed the dire peril. Often he had snatched
From the wild billows some unhappy man
Who lived to bless the hermit of the rocks.
But if his generous cares were all in vain,      710
And with slow swell the tide of morning bore
Some blue-swoln corse to land, the pale recluse
Dug in the chalk a sepulchre – above
Where the dank sea-wrack marked the utmost tide,
And with his prayers performed the obsequies136      7I5
For the poor helpless stranger.
                            One dark night
The equinoctial wind137 blew south by west
Fierce on the shore; the bellowing cliffs were shook
Even to their stony base, and fragments fell
Flashing and thundering on the angry flood.      720
At daybreak, anxious for the lonely man,
His cave the mountain shepherds visited,
Though sand and banks of weeds had choked their way:
He was not in it, but his drowned corse,
By the waves wafted, near his former home      725
Received the rites of burial. Those who read,
Chiselled within the rock these mournful lines,
Memorials of his sufferings, did not grieve
That, dying in the cause of charity,
His spirit, from its earthly bondage freed,      730
Had to some better region fled for ever
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1 The ‘Advertisement’ to this posthumous volume states: ‘The poem entitled Beachy Head is not completed according to the original design. That the increasing debility of its author has been the cause of its being left in an imperfect state will, it is hoped, be a sufficient apology.’ See also headnote, p. 86.
2 ‘In crossing the Channel from the coast of France, Beachy Head is the first land made’ (Smith’s note).
3 ‘Alluding to the idea that this island was once joined to the continent of Europe, and torn from it by some convulsion of nature. I confess I never could trace the resemblance between the two countries. Yet the cliffs about Dieppe resemble the chalk cliffs on the southern coast. But Normandy has no likeness whatever to the parts of England opposite to it’ (Smith’s note).
4 ‘Terns: Sterna hirundo, or sea swallow; gulls: Larus canus; tarrocks: Larus tridactylus’ (Smith’s note).
5 ‘Gray choughs: Corvus graculus. Cornish choughs, or, as these birds are called by the Sussex people, saddle-backed crows, build in great numbers on this coast’ (Smith’s note).
6 high meridian noon.
7 lesser sails as they drag their nets, the fishing vessels proceed slowly through the sea, dependent only on their smaller sails.
8 ‘Cotton: Gossypium herbaceum’ (Smith’s note).
9 long turbaned wreaths The Indiaman on the horizon carries cotton which will be used in the production of turbans. Lines 41–9 are inspired by Paradise Lost ii 636–42.
10 ‘Diamonds, the hardest and most valuable of precious stones. For the extraordinary exertions of the Indians in diving for the pearl oysters, see the account of the pearl fisheries in Percival’s View of Ceylon’ (Smith’s note). Robert Percival’s An Account of Ceylon was first published in 1803.
11 Enchased set.
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13 Lines 57–68 are an attack on slavery. To reasonable people, the enslavement of men in exchange for jewels is an unequal transaction; just as, to the unadulterated sensibility, the delights of nature are worth more than the elaborate harmonies of music or the sound of the human voice.
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15 ethereal canopy sky.
16 beetling Beetling (overhanging) cliffs recollect Thomson, Spring 454, who describes the hawk ‘High, in the beetling Cliff’.
17 ‘In crossing the Channel this bird is heard at night, uttering a short cry, and flitting along near the surface of the waves. The sailors call it the sea-snipe, but I can find no species of sea-bird of which this is the vulgar name. A bird so called inhabits the Lake of Geneva’ (Smith’s note).
18 recording Memory i.e. history.
19 Neustria’s hostile shore Normandy.
20 ruin Pevensey Castle.
21 ‘The Scandinavians (modern Norway, Sweden, Denmark, Lapland, etc.) and other inhabitants of the north, began towards the end of the eighth century to leave their inhospitable climate in search of the produce of more fortunate countries.
    The north-men made inroads on the coasts of France and, carrying back immense booty, excited their compatriots to engage in the same piratical voyages; and they were afterwards joined by numbers of necessitous and daring adventurers from the coasts of Provence and Sicily.
    In 844 these wandering innovators had a great number of vessels at sea and, again visiting the coasts of France, Spain, and England, the following year they penetrated even to Paris; and the unfortunate Charles the Bald, King of France, purchased at a high price the retreat of the banditti he had no other means of repelling.
    These successful expeditions continued for some time till Rollo (otherwise Raoul) assembled a number of followers and, after a descent on England, crossed the Channel, and made himself master of Rouen, which he fortified. Charles the Simple, unable to contend with Rollo, offered to resign to him some of the northern provinces, and to give him his daughter in marriage. Neustria, since called Normandy, was granted to him, and afterwards Brittany. He added the more solid virtues of the legislator to the fierce valour of the conqueror; converted to Christianity, he established justice, and repressed the excesses of his Danish subjects, till then accustomed to live only by plunder. His name became the signal for pursuing those who violated the laws, as well as the cry of Haro, still so usual in Normandy. The Danes and Francs produced a race of men celebrated for their valour, and it was a small party of these that in 983, having been on a pilgrimage to Jerusalem, arrived on their return at Salerno, and found the town surrounded by Mahometans, whom the Salernians were bribing to leave their coast. The Normans represented to them the baseness and cowardice of such submission and, notwithstanding the inequality of their numbers, they boldly attacked the Saracen camp and drove the infidels to their ships. The Prince of Salerno, astonished at their successful audacity, would have loaded them with the marks of his gratitude but, refusing every reward, they returned to their own country from whence, however, other bodies of Normans passed into Sicily (anciently called Trinacria); and many of them entered into the service of the Emperor of the east, others of the Pope, and the Duke of Naples was happy to engage a small party of them in defence of his newly founded duchy. Soon afterwards three brothers of Coutance, the sons of Tancred de Hauteville – Guillaume Fier-a-bras, Drogon, and Humfroi – joining the Normans established at Aversa, became masters of the fertile island of Sicily and, Robert Guiscard joining them, the Normans became sovereigns both of Sicily and Naples (Parthenope). How William, the natural son of Robert, Duke of Normandy, possessed himself of England, is too well-known to be repeated here. William, sailing from St Valori, landed in the bay of Pevensey and at the place now called Battle met the English forces under Harold – an esquire (ecuyer) called Taillefer, mounted on an armed horse, led on the Normans, singing in a thundering tone the war song of Rollo. He threw himself among the English and was killed on the first onset. In a marsh not far from Hastings, the skeletons of an armed man and horse were found a few years since, which are believed to have belonged to the Normans, as a party of their horse, deceived in the nature of the ground, perished in the morass’ (Smith’s note).
22 Saxon heptarchy the seven kingdoms established by the Angles and Saxons in Britain.
23 ‘Battle Abbey was raised by the Conqueror, and endowed with an ample revenue, that masses might be said night and day for the souls of those who perished in battle’ (Smith’s note).
24 But let not…foreign arms The principal anxiety in Britain at this period was of invasion from France (‘Gallia’).
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26 Smith is thinking of Spain’s defeat at the hands of the French in 1794.
27 ‘In 1690, King William being then in Ireland, Tourville, the French admiral, arrived on the coast of England. His fleet consisted of 78 large ships, and 22 fire-ships. Lord Torrington, the English admiral, lay at St Helens with only 40 English and a few Dutch ships, and, conscious of the disadvantage under which he should give battle, he ran up between the enemy’s fleet and the coast, to protect it. The Queen’s Council, dictated to by Russell, persuaded her to order Torrington to venture a battle. The orders Torrington appears to have obeyed reluctantly: his fleet now consisted of 22 Dutch and 34 English ships. Evertson, the Dutch admiral, was eager to obtain glory; Torrington, more cautious, reflected on the importance of the stake. The consequence was that the Dutch rashly sailing on were surrounded, and Torrington, solicitous to recover this false step, placed himself with difficulty between the Dutch and the French. But three Dutch ships were burnt, two of their admirals killed, and almost all their ships disabled. The English and Dutch, declining a second engagement, retired towards the mouth of the Thames. The French, from ignorance of the coast and misunderstanding among each other, failed to take all the advantage they might have done of this victory’ (Smith’s note).
28 blanches whitens.
29 bark ship.
30 ‘The shepherds and labourers of this tract of country, a hardy and athletic race of men, are almost universally engaged in the contraband trade, carried on for the coarsest and most destructive spirits, with the opposite coast. When no other vessel will venture to sea, these men hazard their lives to elude the watchfulness of the Revenue officers, and to secure their cargoes’ (Smith’s note).
31 hind peasant, farm labourer.
32 turbary peat bog.
33 ‘sun-dew: Drosera rotundifolia’ (Smith’s note).
34 ‘buck-bean: Menyanthes trifoliatum’ (Smith’s note).
35 ‘plover: Tringa vanellus’ (Smith’s note).
36 as sorely wounded i.e. as if sorely wounded, so as to distract attention from her nest.
37 Arcady the mountainous central Pelopennesus, named after Arcas, son of Zeus, who reigned here; the people were shepherd-musicians. Although the Greeks regarded it as barbaric, the Romans idealized it into a paradise of nymphs and shepherds. The ‘poet’ Smith has in mind is probably Virgil, who celebrates Arcadia at Eclogues x 3Iff.
38 osiers willow trees.
39 ‘coot: Fulica aterrima’ (Smith’s note).
40 the long green rush Rushes could be burnt for long periods; they served, effectively, as candles.
41 charlock wild mustard.
42 ‘ “With blossomed furze, unprofitably gay”, Goldsmith’ (Deserted Village 194) (Smith’s note).
43 extirpating rooting out.
44 ‘The beacons formerly lighted up on the hills to give notice of the approach of an enemy. These signals would still be used in case of alarm, if the telegraph now substituted could not be distinguished on account of fog or darkness’ (Smith’s note). The semaphore, an upright post with movable arms, was invented in 1792, and a chain of them linked with London in 1795.
45 As i.e. as if.
46 ‘Curlew: Charadrius oedicnemus’ (Smith’s note).
47 flock bed mattress stuffed with wool.
48 car coach; the peasant looks at a rich man (‘Fortune’) in the carriage drawn by horses.
49 false fire The ignis fatuus, a phosphorescent light seen hovering over marshy ground, believed to be produced by the spontaneous combustion of inflammable gas produced by decaying organic matter; it was often blamed for leading travellers astray. Smith’s point is that the pursuit of happiness is similarly perilous.
50 boll trunk.
51 the boy…his happiness together the boy becomes a soldier with a real drum.
52 I once…child Smith echoes her own Sonnet V. To the South Downs 1: ‘Ah hills beloved, where once, an happy child …’ See also line 368.
53 elastic buoyant.
54 A guiltless exile probably a reference to enforced residence in France during the 1780s, to escape her husband’s numerous creditors.
55 frith the English Channel.
56 ‘Vecta: the Isle of Wight, which breaks the force of the waves when they are driven by south-west winds against this long and open coast. It is somewhere described as “Vecta shouldering the western waves” ’ (Smith’s note).
57 panting team of oxen, which are pulling a large open wagon (‘wain’) laden with hay or some other produce. The farm labourer (‘hind’) places stones against the wheels so that the wain will not roll back down the hill while they all take a rest.
58 ‘Every cottage in this country has its orchard, and I imagine that not even those of Herefordshire or Worcestershire exhibit a more beautiful prospect, when the trees are in bloom, and the Primavera candida e vermiglia is everywhere so enchanting’ (Smith’s note). As Curran notes, Smith alludes to Petrarch, Sonnet 310, line 4 (‘pure and rosy spring’).
59 autumnal plenty as Curran notes, apple harvests.
60 casement window; the vine shelters it from the sun.
61 pansies rayed and freaked a recollection of Lycidas 144: ‘the pansy freaked with jet’ (‘freaked’ is Milton’s coinage).
62 ‘vetch: Vicia sylvatica’ (Smith’s note).
63 ‘bittersweet: Solanum dulcamara’ (Smith’s note).
64 ‘bryony: Bryonia alba’ (Smith’s note).
65 ‘bindweed: Convolvulus sepium’ (Smith’s note).
66 ‘harebell: Hyacinthus non scriptus; pagil: Primula veris’ (Smith’s note). The preceding line echoes Wordsworth, ‘Ode’ 195: ‘I love the brooks which down their channels fret.’
67 uncultured uncultivated; i.e. wildflowers.
68 tumps humps.
69 ‘sorrel: Oxalis acetosella’ (Smith’s note).
70 ‘anémones: Anemóne nemorosa. It appears to be settled on late and excellent authorities that this word should not be accented on the second syllable, but on the penultima. I have however ventured the more known accentuation as more generally used, and suiting better the nature of my verse’ (Smith’s note).
71 calcareous containing lime.
72 ‘Among the crumbling chalk I have often found shells, some quite in a fossil state and hardly distinguishable from chalk. Others appeared more recent – cockles, mussels, and periwinkles, I well remember, were among the number, and some whose names I do not know. A great number were like those of small land-snails. It is now many years since I made these observations. The appearance of sea-shells so far from the sea excited my surprise, though I then knew nothing of natural history. I have never read any of the late theories of the earth, nor was I ever satisfied with the attempts to explain many of the phenomena which call forth conjecture in those books I happened to have had access to on this subject’ (Smith’s note).
73 trend stretch.
74 bivalves double-shelled molluscs; e.g. oyster, mussel.
75 volutes spiral-shelled molluscs; e.g. periwinkles.
76 ‘The theory here slightly hinted at is taken from an idea started by Mr White’ (Smith’s note). Gilbert White’s Natural History of Selborne (1789) documents the countryside of southeast England.
77 calx lime.
78 sylvan weald wooded tract between the North and South Downs, including parts of Surrey, Sussex and Kent.
79 Science’ The possessive case is indicated, but Smith elides the final ‘s’ on account of the metre.
80 recks cares.
81 wether castrated male sheep.
82 ‘These Downs are not only marked with traces of encampments, which from their forms are called Roman or Danish, but there are numerous tumuli among them – some of which, having been opened a few years ago, were supposed by a learned antiquary to contain the remains of the original natives of the country’ (Smith’s note).
83 ‘That the legions of Claudius were in this part of Britain appears certain, since this Emperor received the submission of Cantii, Atrebates, Irenobates, and Regni, in which latter denomination were included the people of Sussex’ (Smith’s note).
84 rampire rampart, barrier.
85 fossé ditch, trench.
86 ‘In the year 1740 some workmen digging in the park at Burton in Sussex discovered, nine feet below the surface, the teeth and bones of an elephant. Two of the former were seven feet eight inches in length. There were, besides these, tusks, one of which broke in removing it, a grinder not at all decayed, and a part of the jaw-bone, with bones of the knee and thigh, and several others. Some of them remained very lately at Burton House, the seat of John Biddulph, Esq. Others were in possession of the Revd Dr Langrish, minister of Petworth at that period, who was present when some of these bones were taken up, and gave it as his opinion that they had remained there since the universal deluge. The Romans under the Emperor Claudius probably brought elephants into Britain. Milton, in the second Book of his History, in speaking of the expedition, says that “He, like a great eastern king, with armed elephants, marched through Gallia.” This is given on the authority of Dion Cassius, in his Life of the Emperor Claudius. It has therefore been conjectured that the bones found at Burton might have been those of one of these elephants, who perished there soon after its landing, or, dying on the high downs (one of which, called Duncton Hill, rises immediately above Burton Park), the bones might have been washed down by the torrents of rain and buried deep in the soil. They were not found together but scattered at some distance from each other. The two tusks were twenty feet apart. I had often heard of the elephant’s bones at Burton, but never saw them, and I have no books to refer to. I think I saw, in what is now called the National Museum at Paris, the very large bones of an elephant, which were found in North America – though it is certain that this enormous animal is never seen in its natural state, but in the countries under the torrid zone of the old world. I have, since making this note, been told that the bones of the rhinoceros and hippopotamus have been found in America’ (Smith’s note).
87 ‘The peasants believe that the large bones sometimes found belonged to giants who formerly lived on the hills. The devil also has a great deal to do with the remarkable forms of hill and vale: the Devil’s Punchbowl, the Devil’s Leaps, and the Devil’s Dyke, are names given to deep hollows, or high and abrupt ridges, in this and the neighbouring county’ (Smith’s note). The ‘neighbouring county’ is Surrey.
88 ‘The incursions of the Danes were for many ages the scourge of this island’ (Smith’s note).
89 ‘The aborigines of this country lived in woods, unsheltered but by trees and caves, and were probably as truly savage as any of those who are now termed so’ (Smith’s note).
90 the Imperial Eagle emblematic of the Roman empire. Roman remains are to be found across the southeast of England.
91 the clouds, with dark and dragon shapes There may be a general reminiscence in these lines of Hamlet’s discussion with Polonius as to the shapes of the clouds: ‘Do you see yonder cloud that’s almost in shape of a camel?’ (Hamlet III ii 376–7).
92 ‘The grass called sheep’s fescue (Festuca ovina) clothes these downs with the softest turf’ (Smith’s note).
93 ‘Ophrys apifera, bee ophrys, or orchis, found plentifully on the hills, as well as the next’ (Smith’s note).
94 ‘Ophrys muscifera, fly orchis. Linnaeus, misled by the variations to which some of this tribe are really subject, has perhaps too rashly esteemed all those which resemble insects as forming only one species, which he terms ophrys insectifera. See English Botany’ (Smith’s note).
95 ‘Bluebells: Campanula rotundifolia; mountain thyme: Thymus serpyllum. “It is a common notion that the flesh of sheep which feed upon aromatic plants, particularly wild thyme, is superior in flavour to other mutton. The truth is that sheep do not crop these aromatic plants unless, now and then, by accident, or when they are first turned on hungry to downs, heaths, or commons; but the soil and situations favourable to aromatic plants produce a short sweet pasturage, best adapted to feeding sheep, whom nature designed for mountains and not for turnip grounds and rich meadows. The attachment of bees to this, and other aromatic plants, is well known.” Martyn’s Miller’ (Smith’s note). Smith quotes Thomas Martyn, The Gardener’s and Botanist’s Dictionary … by the late Philip Miller … To which are now added a complete enumeration and description of all plants (1797–1807).
96 hassock of the heaving mole molehill.
97 ‘Tormentil: Tormentilla reptans’ (Smith’s note).
98 ‘Birdsfoot trefoil: Trifolium ornithopoides; hawkweed: Hieracium, many sorts’ (Smith’s note).
99 ‘The Downs, especially to the south, where they are less abrupt, are in many places under the plough, and the attention of the shepherds is there particularly required to keep the flocks from trespassing’ (Smith’s note).
100 ‘Square holes cut in the turf, into which a wire noose is fixed, to catch wheatears. Mr White says that these birds (Motacilla oenanthe) are never taken beyond the River Adur, and Beding Hill – but this is certainly a mistake’ (Smith’s note).
101 ‘These birds are extremely fearful and, on the slightest appearance of a cloud, run for shelter to the first rut, or heap of stones, that they see’ (Smith’s note).
102 ‘The yellow wagtail: Motacilla flava. It frequents the banks of rivulets in winter, making its nest in meadows and cornfields. But after the breeding season is over, it haunts downs and sheepwalks, and is seen constantly among the flocks, probably for the sake of the insects it picks up. In France the shepherds call it la bergeronette, and say it often gives them, by its cry, notice of approaching danger’ (Smith’s note).
103 the fleecy crowd of sheep.
104 matins technically, a morning prayer that is sung; in this case it refers to the lark’s song at dawn.
105 ‘The strong winds from the south-west occasion almost all the trees, which on these hills are exposed to it, to grow the other way’ (Smith’s note).
106 nosegays perfumes, scents.
107 ‘So extensive are some of the views from these hills, that only the want of power in the human eye to travel so far, prevents London itself being discerned. Description falls so infinitely short of the reality, that only here and there distinct features can be given’ (Smith’s note).
108 ‘A scar of chalk in a hill beyond Sevenoaks in Kent is very distinctly seen of a clear day’ (Smith’s note).
109 ‘The hills about Dorking in Surrey, over almost the whole extent of which county the prospect extends’ (Smith’s note).
1I0 The River Mole rises on the borders of Sussex and flows north to Dorking.
1I1 ‘This is an high ridge extending between Sussex and Surrey. It is covered with heath and has almost always a dark appearance. On it is a telegraph’ (Smith’s note).
1I2 ‘In this country there are several of the fortresses or castles built by Stephen of Blois in his contention for the kingdom, with the daughter of Henry I, the Empress Matilda. Some of these are now converted into farmhouses’ (Smith’s note).
1I3 milldam dam constructed across a stream so as to raise its level, enabling it to power a mill-wheel.
1I4 the distant team of horses.
1I5 ‘Dr Aikin remarks, I believe, in his essay “On the Application of Natural History to the Purposes of Poetry”, how many of our best poets have noticed the same circumstance, the hum of the dor beetle (Scaraboeus stercorarius) among the sounds heard by the evening wanderer. I remember only one instance in which the more remarkable, though by no means uncommon noise, of the fern owl, or goatsucker, is mentioned. It is called the nighthawk, the jar bird, the churn owl, and the fern owl, from its feeding on the Scaraboeus solstitialis, or fern chafer, which it catches while on the wing with its claws, the middle toe of which is long and curiously serrated, on purpose to hold them. It was this bird that was intended to be described in the 42nd sonnet (Smith’s Sonnets). I was mistaken in supposing it as visible in November; it is a migrant, and leaves this country in August. I had often seen and heard it, but I did not then know its name or history. It is called goatsucker (Caprimulgus) from a strange prejudice taken against it by the Italians, who assert that it sucks their goats; and the peasants of England still believe that a disease in the backs of their cattle, occasioned by a fly which deposits its egg under the skin and raises a boil, sometimes fatal to calves, is the work of this bird, which they call a puckeridge. Nothing can convince them that their beasts are not injured by this bird, which they therefore hold in abhorrence’ (Smith’s note). Smith refers to An Essay on the Application of Natural History to Poetry (1777) by John Aikin, brother of Anna Laetitia Barbauld.
1I6 they smugglers.
1I7 stretched A verbal echo connects Smith’s solitary with the melancholic poet of Gray’s Elegy: ‘His listless length at noontide would he stretch, / And pore upon the brook that babbles by’ (ll. 103–4).
1I8 grange granary.
1I9 ‘As soon as the sap begins to rise, the trees intended for felling are cut and barked. At which time the men who are employed in that business pass whole days in the woods’ (Smith’s note).
120 ‘The wedges used in ship-building are made of beech wood, and great numbers are cut every year in the woods near the Downs’ (Smith’s note).
121 ‘Truffles are found under the beech woods by means of small dogs trained to hunt them by the scent’ (Smith’s note).
122 ‘Cuckoo-flowers: Lychnis dioica. Columbines: Aquilegia vulgaris. Shakespeare describes the cuckoo buds as being yellow. He probably meant the numerous ranunculi, or March marigolds (Caltha palustris) which so gild the meadows in spring; but poets have never been botanists. The cuckoo-flower is the Lychnis floscuculi’ (Smith’s note). Smith refers to Love’s Labour’s Lost V ii 896: ‘And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue’.
123 ‘Columbines: Aquilegia vulgaris’ (Smith’s note).
124 ‘Flag-flower: Iris pseudacorus’ (Smith’s note).
125 ‘Yaffils: woodpeckers (picus); three or four species in Britain’ (Smith’s note).
126 ‘ “And liquid notes that close the eye of day”. Milton. The idea here meant to be conveyed is of the evening wind, so welcome after a hot day of summer, and which appears to soothe and lull all nature into tranquillity’ (Smith’s note). The quotation is from Sonnet I 5.
127 ‘The robin (Motacilla rubecula), which is always heard after other songsters have ceased to sing’ (Smith’s note).
128 ‘The woodlark (Alauda nemorosa) sings very late’ (Smith’s note).
129 ‘Reed-wrens (Motacilla arundinacea) sing all the summer and autumn, and are often heard during the night’ (Smith’s note).
130 Amanda Smith leaves a blank at this point in the printed text; the present reading is conjectural.
131 ‘An allusion to the visionary delights of the new discovered islands where it was at first believed men lived in a state of simplicity and happiness, but where, as later enquiries have ascertained, that exemption from toil, which the fertility of the country gives them, produces the grossest vices, and a degree of corruption that late navigators think will end in the extirpation of the whole people in a few years’ (Smith’s note).
132 ‘In a cavern almost immediately under the cliff called Beachy Head, there lived, as the people of the country believed, a man of the name of Darby, who for many years had no other abode than this cave, and subsisted almost entirely on shellfish. He had often administered assistance to shipwrecked mariners, but venturing into the sea on this charitable mission during a violent equinoctial storm, he himself perished. As it is above thirty years since I heard this tradition of Parson Darby (for so I think he was called), it may now perhaps be forgotten’ (Smith’s note).
133 the soul-reviving gale…beanfield Smith may have in mind Coleridge, Eolian Harp 9–10: ‘How exquisite the scents/ Snatched from yon beanfield!’
134 ‘Sometimes in thick weather the sheep, feeding on the summit of the cliff, miss their footing and are killed by the fall’ (Smith’s note).
135 ‘Dark porpoises: Delphinus phocoena’ (Smith’s note). Porpoises are still to be seen in the waters off the south coast of England.
136 obsequies funeral rites.
137 equinoctial wind Smith refers to the winds prevailing at the time of the autumnal equinox (22 or 23 September).
1 LY iii 149.
2 PW iv 403.
3 Critical Review 61 (1786) 467–8.
4 Gentleman’s Magazine 56.1 (1786) 333–4, p. 333.
5 The Emigrants 155–6.
6 He read Elegiac Sonnets when it was first published, having been lent a copy by his schoolteacher, Thomas Bowman.
7 John Robinson (1727–1802), politician, was descended from Wordsworth’s grandfather, Richard Wordsworth of Sockbridge; he was the husband of Mary Crowe, the stepdaughter of Charlotte Smith’s father-in-law, Richard Smith.
8 The transcriptions are published in Wordsworth’s Poets ed. Duncan Wu (Manchester, 2003), pp. 142–3.
9 EY 68.
10 British Critic 1 (1793) 403–6, p. 405.
11 Critical Review 9 (1793) 299–302, pp. 299–300.
 12 European Magazine 24 (1793) 41–5, p. 42.
13 The Poems of Charlotte Smith ed. Stuart Curran (New York, 1993), p. xxvii.
14 Universal Magazine 7 (1807) 228–31, p. 229.
15 Literary Panorama 2 (1807) 294–5, p. 294.
16 British Critic 30 (1807) 170–4, p. 171.
17 Monthly Review 56 (1808) 99–101, p. 99.
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Current affairs Date Science and the Arts

1849 6 January Hartley Coleridge dies
Roman Republic is established 5 February
Taylor elected twelfth 4 March
President of US 22 May Maria Edgeworth dies,
Edgeworthstown
7 October Poe dies, Baltimore
17 October Chopin dies, Paris
1 November Wordsworth's Poetical Works (6 vols),
Iast edition in his lifetime, begins
publishing

De Quincey publishes ‘The English
Mail-Coach’, anonymously, in
Blackwood's (for October)

American Express founded 1850 18 March
23 April Wordsworth dies, aged 80
July The Prelude first published,
Taylor dies, to be succeeded as 9 July posthumousty,

US President by Fillmore

18 August Balzac dies, Paris
California admitted to the September
Union
1851 1 February Mary Shelley dies, Chester Square,

London, aged 53
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Current affairs

Princess Charlotte dies in
childbirth

William Hone finally acquitted

Habeas corpus restored

Date

1818

12 July
14 July
18 July

October

6 November

December

20 December
26-8 December

28 December

1 January
12 January

13 January

27 January

28 January
31 January
6 February

16 February
28 February
28 April
29 April

30 April
5 May

18 May

19 May
22 June

Science and the Arts

Thoreau born, Concord, Mass.
Madame de Staél dies, Paris

Austen dies, Winchester; buried
Winchester Cathedral 24 July

Lockhart publishes the first of the
Cockney School attacks in
Blackwood’s (see p. 1379)

Austen’s Northanger Abbey and
Persuasion published posthumously

Shelley writes ‘0zymandias’ in a
competition with Horace Smith at
Marlow; it is published in The
Examiner; 11 January 1818 (see
p.1108)

Haydon hosts ‘the immortal dinner’
(see p.860)

Mary Shelley publishes Frankenstein
anonymously

Shelley publishes The Revolt of Islam

Hazlitt begins to lecture on English
Poetry at the Surrey Institution (till
March)

Coleridge begins lecturing on Poetry
and Drama at Flower-de-Luce Court,
Fetter Lane (till March)

Scott publishes Rob Roy

Coleridge begins to lecture on
Shakespeare in London

Fuseli as Professor of Painting begins
a course of lectures at the Royal
Academy, Somerset House

Byron publishes Beppo

Byron publishes Childe Harold Canto
1V (4,000 copies sold)

Hazlitt publishes A View of the English
Stage

Emily Bronté born, Thornton

Karl Marx born, Trier, Rhine Province,
Prussia

Lamb publishes his Works (2 vols)
with C.and J. Ollier

Keats publishes Endymion

Keats and Charles Brown depart for
their walking tour of the Lake District
and Scotland
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Current affairs

Queen Charlotte dies

University of Virginia founded
by Jefferson

Princess Victoria born

Peterloo Massacre takes place,
St Peter’s Fields, Manchester

Trial of Richard Carlile,
radical publisher, for criticizing
the Government over the
Peterloo Massacre and
publishing Paine’s The Age of
Reason, critical of the Church
of England (he is sentenced 21
Novermber)

Richard Carlile imprisoned for
3 years and fined £1,500
(£62,500/US$116,000 today)

Date

1819

18 August

1 September

27 September

15 November

17 November

25 January
8 February
1 April

15 April
22 April

24 May
31 May
15 July

1 August

14 August

16 August
Early September
5 September

12 October

25 October
21 November

26 November

December

Science and the Arts

Keats returns to London from
Inverness (by boat)

Lockhart’s attack on Keats, ‘The
Cockney School of Poetry’ No. IV
(signed ‘Z"), published in Blackwood’s
(for August)

Croker publishes a hostile review of
Keats's Endymion in the April number
of the Quarterly Review

Thomas Love Peacock publishes
Nightmare Abbey

Shelley arrives in Rome (until 22
November)

Ruskin born, London

Polidori publishes ‘The Vampyre: A
Tale by Lord Byron” in the New
Monthly Magazine

John Hamilton Reynolds publishes
Peter Bell. A Lyrical Ballad

Wordsworth’s Peter Bell published

Whitman born

Byron’s Don Juan Cantos I and 11
published anonymously by Murray (see
p-959)

Melville born, New York
Hazlitt publishes Political Essays

Shelley prints The Cenci in Livorno

Shelley composes ‘The Mask of Anarchy’
(until 23 September) (see p. 1120)

Shelley composes ‘0de to the West
Wind (see p. 1131)

William Hone and George Cruikshank
publish The Political House that Jack
Built

Shelley composes ‘England in 1819"
(see p.1134)
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Current affairs

Bolivar becomes President and
military dictator of Colombia

Military insurrection at cadiz
precipitates revolution in
Spain, leading to restoration
of 1812 constitution in March

George 111 dies at Windsor
Castle, to be succeeded by his
son, Prince Regent since 1811,
as George 1V

Cato Street Conspiracy foiled
(plan to blow up Cabinet); the
principals are executed on 1
May

Start of the trial of Queen
Caroline to prove her
infidelities so that George IV
can divorce her; she is
eventually acquitted

Date

1820

17 December

1 January

16 January

28 January

29 January
3 February

23 February

25 March

May

June

Late June

1 July

6 July

17 August

14 August
September

1 September

17 September
13 October

15 November

Science and the Arts

London Magazine begins publishing

Hunt publishes The Indicator

Clare, Poems Descriptive of Rural Life
and Scenery published; it runs to four
editions and sells over 3,500 copies

Southey’s Poetical Works (14 vols)
published

Keats has his first haemorrhage
indicating that he is suffering from
tubercolosis

Haydon's Christ’s Entry into
Jerusalem exhibited in London

Hartley Coleridge deemed to have
forfeited his Fellowship at Oriel
College, Oxford

Shelley composes ‘To a Skylark’ (see
p. 1215)

Peacock publishes ‘The Four Ages of
Poetry” in Ollier’s Literary Miscellany,
No.1

Keats publishes Lamia, Isabella, The
Eve of St Agnes, and Other Poems

Wordsworth publishes The River
Duddon

Shelley’s Prometheus Unbound ...
with Other Poems published in London

Blake finishes work on the first
illuminated copy of Jerusalem

Lamb publishes the first of his Elia
essays, ‘Recollections of the South Sea
House', in the London Magazine (for
August)

Keats sails for Rome

Wordsworth meets Helen Maria
Williams for the first time in Paris
(they meet again 20 October)

Keats and Severn move into 26 Piazza
di Spagna, Rome
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Current affairs Date
1821
Napoleon dies, St Helena
Coronation of George IV
Queen Caroline (wife of
George IV) dies
1822

Castlereagh commits suicide
by slitting his own throat;
succeeded as Foreign
Secretary by Canning

February

23 February
27 February

6 April
5 May
July

19 July
7 August
September

October
1 October

1 November
11 November
11 December

12 December
19 December

February

15 June
8 July
12 August

16 August

October

14 October

December

24 December

Science and the Arts

Shelley writing ‘A Defence of Poetry’
(not published till 1840)

Keats dies, Rome

John Scott, editor of the London
Magazine, killed in a duel

Hazlitt, Table Talk volume 1 published

Shelley publishes Adonais in Pisa
(p. 1248)

Clare, The Village Minstrel published
(sells 800 copies in three months)

Cobbett sets out on the rural rides

De Quincey’s Confessions of an English
Opium-Eater Part I appears in the
London Magazine, followed by Part I1
in November

Byron moves to Pisa
Dostoyevsky born, Moscow

Fight between Tom Hickman (the
Gas-man) and Bill Neat at Hungerford,
Berkshire, attended by Hazlitt (see

p. 782)

Flaubert born, Rouen

Byron publishes Sardanapalus,
The Two Foscari, and Cain

Hazlitt's ‘The Fight' published in New
Monthly Magazine (p. 782)

Hazlitt, Table Talk volume 2 published
Shelley drowned off Livorno

Shelley cremated on beach not far
from Viareggio, Italy

De Quincey publishes Confessions of an
English Opium-Eater in book form

Schubert composes Symphony No. 8
The Liberal No. 1 published

Lamb'’s Elia published - the first
collected volume of Elia essays

Matthew Arnold born
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Current affairs

Spa Fields riots in London

Southey publishes an article in
the Quarterly for October
1816 saying that radical
journalists should be prevented
from ‘insulting the government,
and defying the laws of the
country”

Suspension of habeas corpus,
which precipitates Cobbett's
flight to America

Monroe becomes fifth
President of US

Southey writes to Lord
Liverpool asking for more
repressive laws to control the
press

Blackwood’s Edinburgh
Magazine founded
Popular uprisings in the
provinces

William Hone (radical

publisher) tried for publishing
“blasphemous parodies’

Date

1817

6 August
8 September

5 October

9 November
18 November

1 December

2 December
30 December

19 January
11 February

13 February
14 February

1 March
4 March

19 March

April

June

18 June

23 June

3 July
9 July

11 July

Science and the Arts

Austen completes Persuasion

Shelley, Mary Godwin and Claire
Clairmont return to England

Byron leaves Geneva for Milan

Harriet Shelley commits suicide, her
body discovered 10 December

Byron publishes Childe Harold’s
Pilgrimage Canto 111 (see p. 878)

Hunt praises ‘Young Poets’ (including
Shelley and Keats) in The Examiner

Shelley marries Mary Godwin

Shelley's Hymn to Intellectual Beauty
published in The Examiner (see p.1101)

Southey’s Wat Tyler published

Hazlitt and Hunt publish The Round
Table

Keats’s Poems published

John Philip Kemble's farewell
performance as Coriolanus at Covent
Garden theatre

Byron publishes Manfred (see p. 922)

Hazlitt publishes Characters of
Shakespeare’s Plays

Coleridge publishes Biographia
Literaria and Sibylline Leaves
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Current affairs

Harrison elected ninth
President of the US

Polk elected eleventh
President of US

Gold discovered in California;
beginning of the gold rush

Second Republic proclaimed in
France

June Days (until 26 June),
bloody civil war in Paris

Louis Napoleon Bonaparte
elected President of France

Date

1841

1843

1844

1845

1846

1847

1848

2 June

14 November

25 February
4 March

31 March

21 March
4 April
2 May
28 July

15 October

4 March
1 April

May
22 June

12 September

20 May
19 October
December

24 January
February
23 June

December
19 December

Science and the Arts

Thomas Hardy born, Upper
Bockhampton, Dorset

Monet born, Paris

Renoir born, Limoges

Schumann, Symphony No. 1 first
performed

Southey dies

Wordsworth accepts the post of Poet
Laureate in a letter to Sir Robert Peel

William Beckford dies, after a severe
attack of influenza

Gerard Manley Hopkins born,
Stratford, Essex

Friedrich Nietzsche born

De Quincey begins Suspiria de
Profundis in Blackwood's (for March),
which continues in issues for April,
June and July

Bronté sisters publish Poems by Currer;
Ellis and Acton Bell

Benjamin Robert Haydon commits
suicide

Robert Browning marries Elizabeth
Barrett

Mary Lamb dies, aged 82
Charlotte Bronté publishes Jane Eyre

Emily Bronté publishes Wuthering
Heights

Marx and Engels publish Communist
Manifesto

Emily Bronté dies
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Current affairs

Monroe Doctrine enunciated in
America

John Quincy Adams elected
sixth US President

Date
1823

1824

1825

February
23 April

9 May
June

28 July

25 August
2 December

12 December

4 January
22 January
March

19 April

7 May
June

12 July

September

11 January
4 March
9 March

16 April
May

June
September

7 November

Science and the Arts

Mary Shelley publishes Valperga

Hazlitts *My First Acquaintance with
Poets’ published in The Liberal

Hazlitt publishes Liber Amoris

Hemans publishes The Siege of
Valencia

Richard Brinsley Peake’s Presumption,
or the fate of Frankenstein opens at
the Lyceum, London, for a run of 37
performances - the first of many
adaptations

Mary Shelley returns to England

Hemans's The Vespers of Palermo
performed at Covent Garden theatre

Byron lands at Missolonghi to great
welcome

Byron composes ‘On this day |
completed my thirty-sixth year’

Coleridge elected Fellow of the Royal
Society

Byron dies, Missolonghi, from marsh
fever and excessive bleeding

Beethoven, Symphony No. 9 in D
minor first performed

Shelley’s Posthumous Poems
published, edited by Mary Shelley

James Hogg's Private Memoirs and
Confessions of a Justified Sinner
published in London

Shelley's Posthumous Poerms suppressed,
at the insistence of Sir Timothy Shelley

Hazlitt, The Spirit of the Age published
anonymously

Anna Laetitia Barbauld dies, Stoke
Newington

Fuseli dies

Hemans publishes The Forest
Sanctuary and Other Poems

Barbauld’s Works posthumously
published by her niece, Lucy Aikin

Stockton to Darlington railway
becomes the first line open to the public

Charlotte Dacre dies, London
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Date
1826

Current affairs

Jefferson dies, Monticello, Va

1827

Lord Liverpool, Prime
Minister since 1811,
succeeded by Canning

Canning dies

1828

Wellington becomes Prime
Minister

Repeal of Test and
Corporation Act that kept
non-Anglicans from holding
office.

1829

Jackson elected seventh
President of the US

Catholic Emancipation Act

Metropolitan Police Act puts
*Peelers’ on the streets of
London

1830

George IV dies; accession of
William 1V, his brother

14 January

23 January
March
28 April

4 July

26 March
April

30 April

8 August
12 August
15 December

January
16 April
28 April

May

12 May
21 June

19 November

4 March

4 April
June

December

May

25 June

Science and the Arts

Constable (publisher) bankrupted,
precipitating financial ruin for Sir
Walter Scott and others

Mary Shelley publishes The Last Man
Blake publishes Job

Hazlitt publishes The Plain Speaker
anonymously

Beethoven dies, Vienna

Clare, The Shepherd’s Calendar, with
Village Stories and Other Poems
published (sells only 425 copies over
two and a half years)

Blake dies, London
Helen Maria Williams dies

First two volumes of Hazlitt's Life of
Napoleon Buonaparte published

Goya dies in Spain, but is buried in
France

Hemans publishes Records of Woman
(see p. 1298); goes into a second
edition in October

D.

Coleridge, Wordsworth and Dora
Wordsworth tour the Netherlands and
the Rhine (till 7 August)

Rossetti born, London

Schubert dies, Vienna

Coleridge publishes On the Constitution
of Church and State

Hazlitt's Life of Napoleon Buonaparte
volurmes 3 and 4 published
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Current affairs Date

*Captain Swing’ agrarian riots

The Whig, Earl Grey, succeeds
Wellington (Tory) as Prime
Minister, bringing an era of
reform

Bolivar dies, Colombia

1831

Lord John Russell introduces
Reform Bill

Government defeated on
Reform Bill; Parliament
dissolved

New Parliament with Whig
majority

Reform Bill defeated in Lords

1832

Revised Reform Bill defeated
in Lords; Grey resigns as
Prime Minister 9 May;
recalled 15 May.

Reform Bill receives royal assent.

1833

Emancipation Act receives its
final reading, abolishing
slavery in British colonies

Wilberforce dies, London

1834

Hunt begins publishing Leigh
Hunt’s London Journal (till
December 1835)

August

18 September
16 November
5 December
10 December
17 December

1 March

10 April

8 June
14 June

8 October
31 October

14 November

23 January
3 February
22 March
7 May

6 June

7 June
21 September
October

December

15 March
26 July

29 July
5 August
7 September

17 February
2 April

Science and the Arts

Hazlitt dies, Frith Street, Soho

Christina Rossetti born, London

Emily Dickinson born, Amherst, Mass.

Sarah Siddons dies

Mary Shelley publishes revised edition
of Frankenstein

Hegel dies, Berlin

Manet born, Paris
Crabbe dies
Goethe dies in Weimar

Bentham dies

Scott dies, Abbotsford

Hunt publishes Shelley’s The Mask of
Anarchy

Posthumous publication of Goethe’s
Faust Part 2

Edmund Kean dies

Emerson visits Coleridge at Highgate

Hannah More dies, leaving her sizeable
fortune to a range of charities and
religious institutions

John Thelwall dies
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Current affairs

Poor Law Reform Act

Slaves throughout the British
Empire become legally free

Fire destroys Houses of
Parliament

Siege of the Alamo; Davy
Crockett killed

Madison dies, Montpelier, Va.

Van Buren elected eighth US
President

William IV dies, succeeded by
his 17-year-old niece as Queen
Victoria

Charter presented to Parliament
by National Convention of
Chartists; rejection leads to
riots in Birmingham and
elsewhere in July

Outbreak of Opium War with
China

Queen Victoria marries her
first cousin, Albert of
Saxe-Coburg-Gotha, St
James's Palace London

Date

1835

1836

1837

1838

1839

1840

19 July
25 July
14 August
August

16 October
23 December:

27 December:

March

16 May
July

15 October

March
7 April
28 June

10 February
4 March

June

13 May

15 October
November

January

1 February

6 January
10 February

Science and the Arts

Degas born, Paris
Coleridge dies, Highgate

Malthus dies

Lamb dies (buried 3 January,
Edmonton)

Mary Shelley publishes Lodore
Felicia Hemans dies, Dublin
Clare’s The Rural Muse published

Marx enrolled as a student at the
University of Bonn

William Godwin dies

Pushkin dies, St Petersburg

Letitia Landon dies, Gold Coast

Shelley's collected Poetical Works
(4 vols) edited by Mary Shelley begins
publishing (until May)

De Quincey begins his ‘Lake
Reminiscences’ in Tait’s Edinburgh
Magazine (for January) with the first
part of his essay on Wordsworth

Fanny Burney dies, London





OEBPS/images/timeline10.jpg
Current affairs Date

1799

Napoleon invades Syria

Napoleon becomes First
Consul

Washington dies, Mount
Vernon

1800

First soup-kichens in London
to refieve the hungry and
homeless.

19 September
October
1 November

5 February
11 February

12 February
19 February
4 April

21 April

23 May

6 June

10 November

24 November

2 December
14 December
20 December

24 December

January
28 February
2 April

25 April
29 April

Science and the Arts

Coleridge and the Wordsworths arrive
at Hamburg

Wordsworth in Germany, begins The
Two-Part Prelude

Southey’s review of Lyrical Ballads
appears in the Critical Review
(October issue) (p.751)

Haydn composes The Creation

Joanna Baillie publishes the first
volume of her Series of Plays

Berkeley Coleridge dies (b. 14 May
1798)

Coleridge arrives at Gottingen
Constable enrols at Royal Academy

Coleridge hears of Berkeley Coleridge’s
death (in a letter from Poole, posted
15 March)

The Wordsworths return to England
Thomas Hood born, London
Pushkin born, Moscow

Coleridge’s first meeting with Sara
Hutchinson, Sockburn

Godwin, St Leon published

Wordsworth and his sister move into
Dove Cottage, Grasmere

Wordsworth completes The Two-Part
Prelude

Wordsworth begins writing ‘The
Brothers’ (p. 493)

Goya begins etching his Caprichos,
including ‘The Sleep of Reason Begets
Monsters’

Maria Edgeworth publishes Castle
Rackrent anonymously

Mary Robinson publishes ‘The Haunted
Beach’in the Morning Post (p. 255)

Beethoven, Symphony No. 1 first
performed

Cowper dies

Joanna Baillie’s De Monfort produced
at Drury Lane theatre by John Philip
Kemble
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Current affairs

Toussaint L'Ouverture takes
command of Haiti, liberates
black slaves

Pitt resigns and is succeeded
by Henry Addington in March

Jefferson delivers inaugral
address as third US President

First census in England and
Wales compiled by John
Rickman (published in
December)

Battle of Copenhagen

General Enclosure Act,
standardizing procedures for
obtaining permission to
enclose land

Truce between Britain and
France

Cobbett's Weekly Political
Register begins publishing (till
1835)

Peace of Amiens, bringing a

temporary respite to the war
between France and Britain

(until May 1803)

Napoleon becomes Life Consul
of France

Date

1801

1802

24 July

14 September
20 November

26 December

25 January

February
4 March

10 March

2 April
June

1 October

January
24 February

27 March
4 April

18 April
2 August
August

14 August
October
4 October

19 October

Science and the Arts

Coleridge and family take up residence
at Greta Hall, Keswick

Derwent Colleridge born, Keswick

Mary Robinson publishes Lyrical
Tales

Mary Robinson dies, Englefield Green,
Surrey

Volta invents galvanic cell (first
electric battery)

Lyrical Ballads (1800) published as by
Wordsworth

Scott publishes Minstrelsy of the
Scottish Border

Coleridge composes ‘A Letter to Sara
Hutchinson’ (see p. 683)

Erasmus Darwin dies

Wordsworth and his sister in Calais to
meet Annette Vallon and her daughter,
Anne-Caroline

Letitia Landon born
Foundation of Edinburgh Review

Wordsworth marries Mary Hutchinson
at Brompton Church

Coleridge publishes Dejection:
An Ode’ in the Morning Post
(see p. 693)

Coleridge, ‘The Day-Dream’ published
in the Morning Post (see p. 678)
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Current affairs Date

1803

Toussaint L'Ouverture dies in
prison

Britain declares war on
France, ending the Peace of
Amiens

Emmet leads an uprising in
Ireland which fails due to lack
of French support

Execution of Robert Emmet

1804

Pitt’s second ministry begins.
(until January 1806)

Napoleon proclaimed Emperor
(coronation 2 December)

1805

2 December

7 April

18 May
24 May

25 May
30 June
July

August

12 August

5 September
10 September

20 September

11-12 January

6 February
12 February
21 February

6 April

15 April
10 May

18 May
4 July

12 January

27 January

Science and the Arts

Harris Bigg-Wither proposes marriage
10 Jane Austen; she accepts, but
changes her mind and formally retracts
the following day

Beethoven, Sonata in A for Violin
(Kreutzer) first performed

Emerson born, Boston
Thomas Lovell Beddoes born, Clifton

Hazlitt visits Lake District to paint
portraits of Coleridge and Wordsworth

Keats starts to attend the Revd John
Clarke’s school at Enfield

Coleridge and the Wordsworths set out
from Grasmere on their tour of
Scotland

Warrant issued for arrest of Blake on
charges of sedition

Coleridge arrested in Fort Augustus as
a spy; soon released

Coleridge sends ‘The Pains of Sleep’ to
Southey (see p.700)

Mary Tighe composes Psyche
(privately published, 1805)

Blake tried and acquitted for sedition
at Chichester Quarter Sessions

Joseph Priestley dies, Pennsylvania
Kant dies, Kénigsberg, Prussia

Richard Trevithick’s steam locomotive
(the first to be built) makes its first
run, Penydarren ironworks in Wales

Coleridge sets sail on the Speedwell for
the Mediterranean, in search of better
health (returns August 1806)

Keats's father dies after falling from
his horse

Hawthorne born, Salem, Mass.

Scott’s Lay of the Last Minstrel
published (sells 44,000 copies)

Samuel Palmer born, London
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Current affairs

Jefferson inaugurated as US
President for a second term

Napoleon declared King of
Italy in Milan

Napoleon decides not to
invade England

Battle of Trafalgar, Nelson
mortally wounded

Napoleon defeats Russian
and Austrian armies
at Austerlitz

Pitt dies; Baron Grenville
becomes head of the Coalition
Ministry of All the Talents
(until 26 March 1807)

Francis 11 decrees an end to
the Holy Roman Empire

Napoleon defeats Prussians at
Jena and occupies Berlin

Napoleon declares blockade of
Great Britain

Abolition Act receives royal
assent, abolishing the slave
trade

Peninsular War begins

Date

1806

1807

5 February

4 March
7 April

9 May
19 May
26 May
19 July
September

21 October

2 December

23 January

6 March

9 April
May

20 May

6 August
17 August

13 September.
9 October

14 October

21 November

January

7 January

February

25 March

8 May

December

Science and the Arts

John Wordsworth (the poet’s brother)
dies at sea

Beehoven, Symphony No. 3 (Eroica)
first performed

Schiller dies, Weimar
Wordsworth completes The Prelude in
thirteen Books

Hazlitt publishes his first book,
An Essay on the Principles of Human
Action

Elizabeth Barrett Browning born,
Durham

Brunel born, Portsmouth
Charlotte Dacre publishes Zofloya
John Stuart Mill born, Pentonville

Coleridge returns to England after
Mediterranean sojourn

James Fox dies, Devon

Joseph Grimaldi, clown, makes his first
appearance at Covent Garden theatre

Charles and Mary Lamb, Tales from
Shakespeare first published

Coleridge writes ‘To William
Wordsworth’, inspired by reading of
The Prelude (p. 706)

Charlotte Smith’s Beachy
Head published posthumously
(see p.126)

Wordsworth publishes Poem in Two
Volumes
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Current affairs

Allies begin invasion of France

Allies take Paris (news
reaches London 5 April)

Napoleon defeated at
Toulouse; exiled to Elba

Washington, DC captured by
the British

Peace of Ghent ends war
between America and Britain

Battle of New Orleans, in
which General Jackson defeats
British troops

Leigh Hunt released from prison
Napoleon escapes from Elba

(news of which reaches
London on 10 March)

Date
1814

1815

1 January
26 January

1 February

March
24 March
31 March

10 April
9 May
7 July

28 July
17 August

September
14 September

October

November
24 December

29 December

2 January

8 January

3 February
24 February

1 March

7 April
27 April

12 May

Science and the Arts

Edmund Kean makes his debut on the
London stage as Shylock at Drury
Lane theatre (Hazlitt is in the
audience)

Byron publishes The Corsair (10,000
copies sell in a day)

Burney, The Wanderer published
Shelley marries Harriet Westbrook

Austen’s Mansfield Park published

Scott's Waverley published
anonymously

Shelley elopes with Mary Godwin and
her halfsister, Jane (later Claire)
Clairmont, to the continent

Wordsworth publishes The Excursion

Shelley, Mary Godwin and Jane
Clairmont return from the continent

J.C. Spurzheim, phrenologist, visits
Britain

John Walter, proprietor of The Times,
introduces the steam-press

Jeffrey's hostile review of The
Excursion appears in the Edinburgh
Review for November (p. 735)

Byron marries Annabella Milbanke
(separated 1816)

Scott publishes Guy Mannering (entire
edition sells out the day after publication)

Byron first meets Walter Scott at
offices of John Murray, London

Wordsworth publishes his first
collected Poems

Wordsworth publishes The White Doe
of Rylstone, late May

Byron appointed to the sub-committee
of management at Drury Lane theatre
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Current affairs

Napoleon defeated at Waterloo;
exiled to St Helena in August

Date

1816

30 May

1 June

18 June
1 October

December

17 December

10 February
15 February
10 April

15 April

21 April

25 April

2 May

4 May

5 May
9 May

25 May

10 June

17 June

7 July

Science and the Arts

Coleridge writes to Wordsworth
expressing disappointment with The
Excursion (see p.709)

James Gillray dies, London (aged 58)

Keats enrols as medical student at
Guy's Hospital, Southwark

Austen publishes Emma (dedicated to
the Prince Regent)

Peacock publishes Headlong Hall

Indian jugglers perform at Olympic
New Theatre, Strand, London,
precipitating Hazlitt's essay ‘The
Indian Jugglers’

Shelley’s Alastor published in London
(see p. 1081)

Leigh Hunt publishes Rimini (see
p. 820)

Coleridge recites Kubla Khan to Byron
at his home in London

Coleridge becomes house-guest and
patient of Dr and Mrs Gillman,
Highgate, London

Charlotte Bronté born

Byron sets out for the Continent from
London

Shelley, Mary Godwin and Claire
Clairmont leave London for Geneva

Byron visits the battlefield at Waterloo

Scott's The Antiquary published (sells
6,000 copies in six days)

Keats'To Solitude’ (his first published
poem) appears in the Examiner

Maturin’s Bertram opens at Drury
Lane theatre, to wild acclaim

Byron and Shelley meet at the Hotel
Angleterre in Sécheron near Geneva

Coleridge publishes Kubla Khan,
Christabel and The Pains of Sleep to
unfavourable reviews

Byron moves into Villa Diodati, only a
few hundred yards up the hill from the
Shelleys at Montalégre

Mary Godwin begins writing the story
that will turn into Frankenstein

Sheridan dies.
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Current affairs Date
America prohibits slave-trade 1808
Spain invaded by France;
Bonaparte made King

1809

Quarterly Review founded
Lincoln born, Kentucky
Madison inaugurated as fourth
US President

Byron takes his seat in the
House of Lords

Napoleon takes Vienna

Papal States annexed to France

Pope Pius VII
excommunicates Napoleon

Paine dies, New York State

Napoleon arrests and
imprisons Pope Pius VII

January
3 January
15 January

22 February
March
May

1 May

1 June
September
20 September

December

19 January
February
12 February

4 March

13 March
16 March
12 May
15 May

17 May
31 May
10 June

8 June
July
2 July

18 September

20 December

Science and the Arts

Leigh Hunt founds The Examiner

Coleridge lectures on‘Poetry and
Principles of Taste’ at the Royal
Institution, London (till June)

Scott publishes Marmion (2,000
copies sell in two months)

Felicia Dorothea Browne (later
Hemans) publishes her first book of
Poems

Hazlitt marries Sarah Stoddart
Coleridge begins to publish The Friend
Blake completes Milton

Covent Garden theatre burns to the
ground

Hannah More publishes Coelebs in
Search of a Wife (which becomes a
best-seller)

Goethe publishes Faust Part 1

Poe born, Boston

Darwin born, Shrewsbury

Byron publishes English Bards and
Scotch Reviewers

Blake exhibits his paintings in London
(till September), visited by Crabb
Robinson and Southey

Haydn dies, Vienna

Byron sails for the Mediterranean with
Hobhouse

Covent Garden theatre reopens after
being burnt down, with a new scale of
ticket prices, precipitating the 0.P. (or
old price) riots which last 67 nights

Joseph Johnson, bookseller and
publisher, dies in London
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Date
1810

Current affairs

Sir John Burdett imprisoned
in the Tower of London for
libellous article against the
House of Commons in the
Weekly Political Register; riots
in London

Cobbett sentenced to two
years' imprisonment for an
article against the flogging of
five English militia-men by
German mercenaties in his
Political Register

Prince of Wales declared 1811
Regent, his father having been

recognized as insane

First Luddite riots in
Nottingham

1812

Leigh Hunt attacks the Prince
Regent in The Examiner

1 March
24 March
April

3 May
8 May

9 July
28 October

5 February
11 March
25 March

14 July
18 July
25 August

22 October
30 October

18 November

January

7 February
27 February
10 March
22 March
21 April

7 May

Science and the Arts

Chopin born, Warsaw
Mary Tighe dies, Woodstock

Byron swims the Hellespont

Scott’s The Lady of the Lake published
(sells 20,300 copies)

Basil Montagu tells Coleridge of
remarks made by Wordsworth about
Coleridge’s opium addiction,
suggesting that Wordsworth had
commissioned him to do so, resulting in
an irreparable breach

Goya etching The Disasters of War

Shelley expelled from Oxford for
having co-written the Necessity of
Atheism

Byron returns to England
Thackeray born, Calcutta

Shelley elopes with Harriet
Westbrook

Liszt born, Raiding, Hungary

Austen’s Sense and Sensibility
published

Coleridge lectures on Shakespeare and
Milton at Scot's Corporation Hall
(until 17 January 1812)

Anna Laetitia Barbauld publishes
Eighteen Hundred and Eleven
(see p. 46)

Dickens born, Portsmouth

Byron delivers maiden speech in the
Lords on behalf of the Luddites

Byron publishes Childe Harold’s
Pilgrimage Cantos I and 11 (500
copies sell in three days)

Byron's second speech in
the Lords

Browning born, Camberwell
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Current affairs

Assassination of the Prime
Minister, Spencer Perceval,
precipitating Liverpool’s
administration

America declares war on Britain

Napoleon declares war on
Russia

Cobbett released from prison
after two years, a ruined man

Napoleon enters Moscow

French begin retreat from
Moscow

Leigh Hunt sentenced to two
years' imprisonment for
libelling the Prince Regent

Napoleon’s last major victory
at Dresden

Napoleon defeated at Leipzig

Metternich, with reluctant
approval of Russia

and Prussia, offers peace
to Napoleon (proposal
withdrawn by 2 December)

Date

1813

11 May

4 June

18 June
22 June

9 July

September
4 October
19 October
3 November

11 November
1 December

23 January

28 January
3 February

1 May
5 May
18 May

22 May
June

11 August
27 August
19 October
October

4 November
9 November

Science and the Arts

Catherine Wordsworth dies in
Grasmere (less than 4 years old)

Shelley and Godwin meet in London

Coleridge lectures on Shakespeare,
Surrey Institution (till 26 January
1813)

Shelley meets Mary Godwin

Thomas Wordsworth dies, Grasmere
(6 years old)

Coleridge’s Remorse opens at Drury
Lane theatre in London, to widespread
acclaim

Austen’s Pride and Prejudice published

Wordsworth moves into Rydal Mount
Sgren Kierkegaard born

Wordsworth assumes duties of his new
office, Distributor of Stamps for
Westmorland

Wagner born, Leipzig

Shelley publishes Queen Mab privately
(250 copies only); it was pirated in 1821

Henry James Pye, Poet Laureate, dies

Madame de Stagl,
De I’Allemagne published in
French and English

Southey takes oath as Poet Laureate
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Current affairs Date

Assassination of the Prime
Minister, Spencer Perceval,
precipitating Liverpool’s
administration

America declares war on Britain

Napoleon declares war on
Russia

Cobbett released from prison
after two years, a ruined man

Napoleon enters Moscow

French begin retreat from
Moscow

1813

Leigh Hunt sentenced to two
years' imprisonment for
libelling the Prince Regent

Napoleon's last major victory
at Dresden

Napoleon defeated at Leipzig

Metternich, with reluctant
approval of Russia

and Prussia, offers peace
to Napoleon (proposal
withdrawn by 2 December)

11 May

4 June

18 June
22 June

9 July

September
4 October
19 October
3 November

11 November
1 December

23 January

28 January
3 February

1 May
5 May
18 May

22 May
June

11 August
27 August
19 October
October

4 November
9 November

Science and the Arts

Catherine Wordsworth dies in
Grasmere (less than 4 years old)

Shelley and Godwin meet in London

Coleridge lectures on Shakespeare,
Surrey Institution (till 26 January
1813)

Shelley meets Mary Godwin

Thomas Wordsworth dies, Grasmere
(6 years old)

Coleridge’s Remorse opens at Drury
Lane theatre in London, to widespread
acclaim

Austen’s Pride and Prejudice published

Wordsworth moves into Rydal Mount
Sgren Kierkegaard born

Wordsworth assumes duties of his new
office, Distributor of Stamps for
Westmorland

Wagner born, Leipzig

Shelley publishes Queen Mab privately
(250 copies only); it was pirated in 1821

Henry James Pye, Poet Laureate, dies

Madame de Stagl,
De I’Allemagne published in
French and English

Southey takes oath as Poet Laureate
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Current affairs

Boston massacre.

Emmanuel Swedenborg dies

William Murray, Lord
Mansfield, rules that there is
10 legal basis for slavery in
England, giving a stimulus to
the movement to abolish the
slave trade in the colonies

Lord Mansfield delivers
judgement in the case of James
‘Somersett, a runaway slave,
ruling that no one has the right
“to take a slave by force to be
sold abroad'- often regarded as
the beginning of the end of
slavery in England

Date

1770

1771

1772

5 March
7 April

20th May
24 August
16 December
25 December
29 March

14 May
22 June

4 August

9 October
21 October
December

Science and the Arts

Wordsworth born, Cockermouth,
Cumbria

Holderlin born

Chatterton poisons himself in London,
aged 17 Hegel born, Stuttgart

Beethoven born, Bonn

Dorothy Wordsworth born,
Cockermouth, Cumbria

Blake apprenticed to the antiquarian
engraver James Basire

Mary Tighe born, Dublin
Coleridge born, Ottery St Mary, Devon

Anna Laetitia Aikin publishes her
Poems (dated 1773 on ttle-page),
including ‘A Summer Evening’s
Meditation (p. 37)
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Current affairs

Boston Tea Party

American Declaration of
Independence

Captain Cook dies, Hawall

Date

1773

1774

1775

1776

1777

1778

1779

May
September
16 December

4 April
12 August

10 February
23 April

16 December
17 February

10 June

11 June
4 July
25 August

10 December
8 May
10 December

25 December

29 January

8 March
10 April
20 May
30 May
2 July

20 January
14 February
29 April

8 October

3 December

Science and the Arts

Hannah More publishes The Search
after Happiness

Anna Laetitia Alkin and Jon AIKIn
publish Miscellaneous Pleces in Prose

Goldsmith dies, London
Southey born, Bristol

Lamb bom, London
Turner born, London

Jane Austen born, Steventon,
Hampshire

lbbon publishes first volume of
Deciine and Fall of the Roman Empire

Garrick’s last appearance on stage as
Don Felix In Centllvre’s The Wonder!

Constable born, Suffolk

David Hume des

Mary Robinson makes her debut as
Jullet at Drury Lane Theatre

sheridan's school for Scandal opens
at Drury Lane Theatre

Hannah More’s Percy opens at Covent
Garden theatre

‘Sydney Owenson, Lady Morgan, born on
the Dublin packet-boat In the Irish Sea

Fanny Burney publishes Evelina
Wordsworth's mother dies
Hazlitt born, Malostone, Kent

sheridan's The Critic opens at Drury.
Lane

Voltalre dies, Paris
Roussea dies, Paris

Garrick dies, London

Goethe’s The Sorrows of Werther first
published in London

Blake admitted to study at the Royal
Academy schools

Mary Robinson’s performance as Perdita
Is attended by the Prince of Wales,
whose mistress she becomes shortly ater
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Current affairs

Gordon Riots in London

Cornwallis surrenders to
Washington at Yorktown

Treaty of Paris, confirming
American Independence

Pitt becomes Prime Minister
at the age of 24 (until 1801)

Warren Hastings impeached
by Burke in House of
Commons for
maladministration and
corruption in Bengal

Date
1780

1781

1782

1783

1784

1785

1786

1787

2-8 June
6 June

29 August

19 October

January
18 August

September

5 June

3 September
19 December
30 December

June

19 October
13 December

June

July
15 August
18 October

25 January
1 May
7 June

25 June

1 April

May

Science and the Arts

Blake involved in the attack on
Newgate Prison

Ingres born

Fuseli paints The Nightmare

Hannah More publishes Sacred
Dramas (including ‘Sensibility’)

Blake marties Catherine Boucher
(b.1762)

Coleridge goes to school at Christ's
Hospital in London, where he meets
Charles Lamb

Montgolfier brothers give first public
demonstration of their hot-air balloon

Wordsworth’s father dies

Charlotte Smith publishes first edition
of Elegiac Sonrets

Leigh Hunt born, Southgate
Dr Johnson dies, London, aged 75

Ann Yearsley publishes Poems, on
Several Occasions

Cowper publishes The Task (p. 19)
De Quincey born, Manchester

Thomas Love Peacock born,
Weymouth, Dorset

Benjamin Robert Haydon born,
Plymouth

Mozart's Marriage of Figaro first
performed in Prague

Beckford's Vathek published,
unauthorized

Goya appointed painter to the King
of Spain

Wordsworth's first published poem, a
sonnet addressed to Helen Maria
Williams, appears in the European
Magazine (for March)
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Current affairs Date

Committee for the Abolition of
the Slave-Trade, composed
mainly of Quakers, formed in
London

American Constitution drafted
and signed

1788

Charles Wesley dies

Sir William Dolben proposes a
Bill to the House of Commons
limiting the number of slaves
who could be transported from
Africa to British colonies in
the West Indies (it is passed
on 26 May, despite much
opposition)

George I11 suffers mental
collapse

1789

Three Estates assemble at
Versailles

The Third estate names itself
the National Assembly

Storming of the Bastille

March on Versaille; French
royal family escorted to Paris

Price addresses the London
Revolution Society

President Washington delivers 1790
the first State of the Union”

address

Fletcher Christian and fellow
mutineers settle on the
Pitcairn Islands

Benjamin Franklin dies,
Philadelphia, aged 84

Louis XVI swears oath of
loyalty to the new constitution

Suspension of habeas corpus
Slaves revolt in Haiti

22 May

17 September

22 January
8 February

22 February
28 March
21 May

2 August

November

4 May
17 June

14 July

6 October

4 November

8 January

15 January
26 January

17 April

June

13 July
14 July

October
23 October

Science and the Arts

Byron born, London

Hannah More publishes Slavery: A
Poer (p. 69)

Schopenhauer born, Danzig

Gainsborough dies, London

Ann Yearsley publishes Poern
on the Inhumanity of the
Slave-Trade (p. 165)

Blake completes Songs of Innocence
(p. 186) and begins The Book of Thel
(1789-90) (p. 182)

Mozart’s Cosi fan tutte first performed
in Vienna

Blake publishes the Marriage of
Heaven and Hell (p. 212)

Wordsworth arrives in France on his
first trip to the Continent
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Current affairs

Uprising of the United
Irishmen, led by Lord Edward
Fitzgerald and Wolfe Tone

Napoleon invades Egypt

Battle of the Nile; Nelson
victorious over the French

Date

1798

17 July

29 August
30 August
10 September

October

16 October

28 October

20 November

10 December

14 January

25 January

February
19 March
14 April

20 May

23 May
7 June
11 June
July

10 July

1 August
18 September

Science and the Arts

Thelwall arrives at Nether Stowey
(where he remains until the end of the
month)

Joseph Wright of Derby dies
Mary Godwin born

Mary Wollstonecraft dies; funeral on
15 September

Southey publishes ‘Hannah, A
Plaintive Tale’ in the Monthly
Magazine (see p. 744)

Coleridge sends a copy of the recently
completed Osorio to Sheridan at Drury
Lane theatre, but it is rejected

Coleridge publishes second edition of
his Poems

Wordsworth’s play The Borderers
sent to Covent Garden theatre, but
rejected as unperformable the
following month

Ann Radcliffe publishes The Italian

Coleridge preaches at the Unitarian
chapel in Shrewsbury and is heard by
Hazlitt, aged 17 (see p. 795)

Wordsworth composes ‘A Night-Piece’,
initiating a spate of composition
including ‘The Ruined Cottage’, ‘The
Pedlar’, and most of the 1798 Lyrical
Ballads

Coleridge writes Frost at Midnight and
(until April) Christabel

Wordsworth begins writing ‘The Thorn’
(see p. 383)

Coleridge, ‘France: An Ode’ published
in the Morning Post (see p. 650)

Hazlitt visits Nether Stowey and is
brought to Alfoxden where he reads the
manuscript of Lyrical Ballads (p. 803)

Malthus publishes Essay on Population

Hazlitt leaves Nether Stowey after a
visit of three weeks

Wordsworth and his sister depart from
Bristol on a walking-tour of the Wye
Valley in the course of which he will
compose Tintern Abbey’ (returning to
Bristol 13 July)

Lyrical Ballads published anonymously
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Current affairs

General election: Pitt returned
with increased majority

Congress moves from New
York City to Philadelphia

The French royal family is
prevented from leaving Paris
by the National Guard

French royal family flees, only
to be captured at Varennes the
following day

Anti-Dissenter riots in
Birmingham during which
Joseph Priestley’s house
burned down by Church-and-
King mob

Louis XVI suspended from
office until he agrees to ratify
the constitution (which he
does on 13 September)

Slave riots in San Domingo

French Legislative Assembly
established

United Irishmen founded by
Wolfe Tone in Belfast to fight
for Irish nationalism

Date

1791

November

1 November

29 November

6 December

1 January
22 February
18 April

20 June

14 July

16 July

August

22 September

30 September
1 October

14 October

November

5 December
17 December

December

Science and the Arts

Helen Maria Williams publishes
Letters written in France in summer of
1790 (p. 302)

Burke publishes Reflections on the
Revolution in France (p.11)

Wollstonecraft publishes A Vindication
of the Rights of Men, in response to
Burke

Kant publishes The Critique of Pure
Reason

Haydn arrives in England

Paine publishes The Rights of Man
Part 1 (p. 26)

Michael Faraday born, London
(inventor of the dynamo and the
electric motor)

Mozart's The Magic Flute first
performed in Vienna

Wordsworth visits Charlotte Smith in
Brighton

Mozart dies, aged 35, in Vienna

Ann Radcliffe publishes The Romance
of the Forest

Wordsworth's second visit to France
(for a year)

Burns publishes ‘Tam 0’Shanter’ (p. 275)
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Current affairs

France declares war on
Austria

Paine charged with sedition

Tuileries stormed by Paris
mob; French royal family
placed in detention three days
later

September Massacres of royalist
and other prisoners in Paris

Robespierre elected to the
National Assembly

Paine flees to France

France proclaims itself a
Republic

Louis XVI tried for treason by
the National Assembly

Paine sentenced to death by
British courts for seditious
libel (Rights of Man Part I1)

Louis XVI sentenced to death
Louis XVI executed

France declares war on
Britain and Holland

Suspension of habeus corpus

Committee of Public Safety
formed, led by Danton,
Robespierre, Saint-Just and
Couthon

Marat murdered in his bath by
Charlotte Corday, heralding
the Terror

France institutes a new
calendar

Date
1792

1793

January
16 February
18 February
23 February
20 April

21 May
4 August
10 August

3-7 September
5 September
13 September

22 September
December

11 December
15 December
18 December
30 December

19 January
21 January
1 February
14 February

March
6 April
June

13 July

25 September
7 April

Science and the Arts

Mary Wollstonecraft publishes A
Vindication of the Rights of Woman

Paine publishes The Rights of Man
Part 1T

Thomas Holcroft’s The Road to Ruin
successfully performed at Covent
Garden theatre

Joshua Reynolds dies, London

Shelley born, Field Place, Sussex

Mary Wollstonecraft in Paris

Anne-Caroline Wordsworth,
Wordsworth’s natural daughter, born

Hannah More publishes Village
Politics (counterrevolutionary
propaganda)

Godwin publishes Political Justice (see
p.157)

Publication of William Frend's Peace
and Union Recommended

Smith publishes The Emigrants
(p.104)

John Clare born Helpstone,
Northamptonshire

Felicia Dorothea Browne born,
Liverpool
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Current affairs Date

Marie Antoinette executed

Paine imprisoned in the
Luxembourg jail

1794

Arrest of Thomas Hardy and
other radicals including John
Thelwall

Pitt's Bill to suspend habeas
corpus receives royal assent

Robespierre executed; end of
the Terror

Treason trials begin in London
with the trial of Thomas Hardy

Paine released from
Luxembourg jail, having
excaped execution by an
oversight

Thomas Hardy found not
quilty

Thelwall found not guilty at
the treason trials

France invades Holland
(winter 1794-5)

Release of remaining
defendants at treason
trials

1795

France abolishes slavery in its
territories, conferring
citizenship on former slaves

Prince of Wales marries his
cousin, Caroline-Amelia of
Brunswick-Wolfenbilttel, at St
James's Palace

10 October
16 October
2 December

28 December

April
10 May
12 May

23 May
26 May
17 June
28 July
20 October

28 October

4 November

5 November

5 December

15 December

4 February

27 February

March

8 April
19 May

Science and the Arts

Blake advertises Songs of Experience

Coleridge enlists in the King’s
Regiment, 15th Light Dragoons, as
Silas Tomkyn Comberbache

Blake begins to produce copies of
Visions of the Daughters of Albion
(p. 224)

Joseph Priestley emigrates to America

Ann Radcliffe publishes The Mysteries
of Udolpho

Godwin publishes Caleb Williams

Coleridge’s first meeting with Southey,
Balliol College, Oxford

Godwin publishes ‘Cursory Strictures’
in the Morning Chronicle, leading to
acquittal of some defendants in the
treason trials

Wordsworth begins regular meetings
with Godwin in London (until July)

Hannah More launches the Cheap

Repository tracts (2 million distributed
by the end of the year)

James Boswell dies, London
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Current affairs

King’s coach stoned at opening
of Parliament by crowd
demanding bread and Pitt's
resignation

Pitt and Grenville introduce
Bills outlawing treasonable
practices and unlawful
assemblies (they become law
on 18 December)

Napoleon commands Italian
campaign, defeating Austrians
in sequence of battles leading
to the Peace of Leoben

Washington'’s farewell address

Catherine the Great, Empress
of Russia, dies

John Adams elected second
President in America; his
Vice-President is Jefferson

Mutinies of the Royal Navy at
Spithead and Nore, from 16
April until 15 May

Date

1796

1797

4 October

29 October

31 October
6 November

December

12 March
April

16 April
May

21 July

18 September
19 September
22 September

17 November

December

31 January
4 March

15 April
7 July

16 July

Science and the Arts

Coleridge marries Sara Fricker at St
Mary Redcliffe, Bristol, followed by a
six-week honeymoon in Clevedon

Keats born, London

Southey publishes Joan of Arc (which
includes passages by Coleridge)

Helen Maria Williams publishes
Letters containing a Sketch of the
Politics of France

Matthew Lewis publishes The Monk

Coleridge publishes his first volume of
Poems

Edward Jenner discovers vaccine
against smallpox

Burns dies

Hartley Coleridge born

Mary Lamb stabs her mother to death
and badly injures her father

Coleridge moves to Nether Stowey,
Somerset

Anna Seward publishes Llangollen
Vale with Other Poems

Anna Yearsley publishes The Rural
Lyre

Schubert born, Vienna

Hélderlin begins to publish Hyperion

Burke dies; Lamb arrives at Nether
Stowey and goes walking with the
Wordsworths, leaving Coleridge behind
(see p. 632)

Wordsworth and his sister move into
Alfoxden House near Coleridge at
Nether Stowey
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AFTER TERM.
Thursday . - « « Feb. 18| Friday . o . 4 . Feb, 14

ORIGINAL POETRY.

(e

[The following Ode, orisinally announced under the
signature of the Flfin Knight, we have since found to be
from the pen of the author, whose name was mentioned
among others a week or two back in an article entitled
“Young Pocts” The reader will think with us, that it
is alone suflicient to justify what was there observed s—but
we shall say more on this subject in a review of the book
sve mentioned :

HYMN TO INTELL
1
Tice awful shadow of some unseen Power.
Floats tho’ unseen amongst is,—visiting
This various world with as inconstant wing
As summer winds that ereep from flower to flower.—
Like maonbeams that behind some piny mountain shower,
Tt visits with inconstant glance
Each human heart and countenances
e hues and harmonies of evening,—
Like clotids in starlight widely spread,—
Like memory of music fled,—
Tike aught that for its grice may be
Dear, and yet deaver for its mystery.
2.
Spirit of BeAury, that doth conscerate
With thine own hues all thou dost shine upon
Of human thought or forme—where art thon gone 2

TUAL BEAUTY.
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