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Extracts
 

Book I, 1-58
 

          OH there is blessing in this gentle breeze,
          A visitant that while it fans my cheek
          Doth seem half-conscious of the joy it brings
          From the green fields, and from yon azure sky.
  5      Whate'er its mission, the soft breeze can come
          To none more grateful than to me; escaped
          From the vast city, where I long had pined
          A discontented sojourner: now free,
          Free as a bird to settle where I will.
10      What dwelling shall receive me? in what vale
          Shall be my harbour? underneath what grove
          Shall I take up my home? and what clear stream
          Shall with its murmur lull me into rest?
          The earth is all before me. With a heart
           
Some natural tears they dropped, but wiped 
15      Joyous, nor scared at its own liberty,

them soon; / The world was all before them
          I look about; and should the chosen guide

where to chose / Their place of rest, and 
          Be nothing better than a wandering cloud,

Providence their guide.” (P.L. XII.645-47)
          I cannot miss my way. I breathe again!
          Trances of thought and mountings of the mind
20      Come fast upon me: it is shaken off,
          That burthen of my own unnatural self,
          The heavy weight of many a weary day
          Not mine, and such as were not made for me.
          Long months of peace (if such bold word accord
25      With any promises of human life),
          Long months of ease and undisturbed delight
          Are mine in prospect; whither shall I turn,
          By road or pathway, or through trackless field,
          Up hill or down, or shall some floating thing
30      Upon the river point me out my course?
 

            Dear Liberty! Yet what would it avail
          But for a gift that consecrates the joy?
          For I, methought, while the sweet breath of heaven
          Was blowing on my body, felt within
35      A correspondent breeze, that gently moved
          With quickening virtue, but is now become
          A tempest, a redundant energy,
          Vexing its own creation. Thanks to both,
          And their congenial powers, that, while they join
40      In breaking up a long-continued frost,
          Bring with them vernal promises, the hope
          Of active days urged on by flying hours,--
          Days of sweet leisure, taxed with patient thought
          Abstruse, nor wanting punctual service high,
45      Matins and vespers of harmonious verse!
 

            Thus far, O Friend! did I, not used to make
          A present joy the matter of a song,
          Pour forth that day my soul in measured strains
          That would not be forgotten, and are here
50      Recorded: to the open fields I told
          A prophecy: poetic numbers came
          Spontaneously to clothe in priestly robe

        “…Poetry is the spontaneous overflow of
          A renovated spirit singled out,


         powerful feelings: it takes its origin from
          Such hope was mine, for holy services.

          emotion recollected in tranquillity…” 
55      My own voice cheered me, and, far more, the mind's
(“Preface” to the Lyrical Ballads)
          Internal echo of the imperfect sound;
          To both I listened, drawing from them both
          A cheerful confidence in things to come.
 

[…]
 

Was it for this 



270
That one, the fairest of all rivers, loved



To blend his murmurs with my nurse's song,


And, from his alder shades and rocky falls,


And from his fords and shallows, sent a voice


That flowed along my dreams? For this, didst thou,

275
O Derwent! winding among grassy holms
Where I was looking on, a babe in arms,

Make ceaseless music that composed my thoughts 
To more than infant softness, giving me



Amid the fretful dwellings of mankind
280
A foretaste, a dim earnest, of the calm
That Nature breathes among the hills and groves.
 

When he had left the mountains and received
On his smooth breast the shadow of those towers
That yet survive, a shattered monument
285
Of feudal sway, the bright blue river passed
Along the margin of our terrace walk;
A tempting playmate whom we dearly loved.
Oh, many a time have I, a five years' child,
In a small mill-race severed from his stream,
290
Made one long bathing of a summer's day;
Basked in the sun, and plunged and basked again
Alternate, all a summer's day, or scoured
The sandy fields, leaping through flowery groves
Of yellow ragwort; or, when rock and hill,
295
The woods, and distant Skiddaw's lofty height,
Were bronzed with deepest radiance, stood alone 

Beneath the sky, as if I had been born 



On Indian plains, and from my mother's hut 


Had run abroad in wantonness, to sport
300
A naked savage, in the thunder shower.
 

Book II, 234-284
 

Blest the infant Babe,
235
(For with my best conjecture I would trace 
Our Being’s earthly progress,) blest the Babe,
Nursed in his Mother’s arms, who sinks to sleep
Rocked on his Mother’s breast; who with his soul
Drinks in the feelings of his Mother’s eye!
240
For him, in one dear Presence, there exists
A virtue which irradiates and exalts
Objects through widest intercourse of sense.
No outcast he, bewildered and depressed:
Along his infant veins are interfused
245
The gravitation and the filial bond
Of nature that connect him with the world.
Is there a flower, to which he points with hand
Too weak to gather it, already love
Drawn from love’s purest earthly fount for him
250
Hath beautified that flower; already shades
Of pity cast from inward tenderness
Do fall around him upon aught that bears
Unsightly marks of violence or harm.
Emphatically such a Being lives,
255
Frail creature as he is, helpless as frail, 
An inmate of this active universe:
For, feeling has to him imparted power
That through the growing faculties of sense
Doth like an agent of the one great Mind
260
Create, creator and receiver both,
Working but in alliance with the works
Which it beholds.—Such, verily, is the first
Poetic spirit of our human life,
By uniform control of after years,
265
In most, abated or suppressed; in some, 
Through every change of growth and of decay,
Pre-eminent till death.
From early days,
Beginning not long after that first time
270
In which, a Babe, by intercourse of touch
I held mute dialogues with my Mother’s heart,
I have endeavoured to display the means
Whereby this infant sensibility,
Great birthright of our being, was in me
275
Augmented and sustained. Yet is a path
More difficult before me; and I fear
That in its broken windings we shall need
The chamois’ sinews, and the eagle’s wing:
For now a trouble came into my mind
280
From unknown causes. I was left alone
Seeking the visible world, nor knowing why.
The props of my affections were removed,
And yet the building stood, as if sustained
By its own spirit! 
 

Book IV, 297-469
Please read the PDF file, strating with the passage “Yes, that heartles chase” on p. 157 of the scanned document (marked with a downward pointing arrow).
 

 

 

INSTRUCTIONS:
 

1) In the first class, we will analyse in detail Book I, 1-58.
(However, please also read the further two extracts, it would be interesting to look at them should we have time for this.)
 

2) In the second class, we will discuss Book IV, 297-469
PLEASE OBSERVE: the scanned book contains parallel texts of the 1805 and the 1850 texts – in the left hand pages (even pages) you have the earlier version of the poem, on the right side (odd pages) the later version. When you read the story, therefore, you can read continously by reading every second page (even pages for the early, odd pags for the later version)
 

-- We will be discussing the 1850 version (odd pages, right hand side) – please read this first. The whole book is about the hero’s time in Cambridge, where he spent his days partying and being lazy, and now he regrets having wasted his time in idleness (with “trivial pleasures”), instead of nurturing in himself his poetic gift.
-- The scanned passage contains two episodes, the second one beginning with line 339 “Strange rendezvous!” 
a) please try to summarize the content of each episode
b) please think about what their relation my be
-- Then also read the ealry version (even pages, left hand side)
a) observe the differences between the versions
b) think about what the significance of the changes may be
