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But welcome fortitude, and patient cheer, up”: “The Child is Father to the Man: / And I could
And frequen sights of what isto be born! wish my days to be / Bound each to each by nacural
Such sights, or worse, as are before me here. piery.”
Not without hope we suffer and we mourn.
—I180 )
g Ode
d [Intimations of Immortality
e Ode from Recollections of Early Childhood)
[Intimations of immaortality)
Y Paulo majora canamus.®
oo n an 1843 lerer o Isabella Fenwick; Wordsworth :
' I explained che experiences from his own life on Thcrc was a time when meadow, grove, and stream,
. which this ode is based, saying, "Nothing was more The carth, and every common sighe,
= difficult for me in childhood than 0 admirt the To me did seem
notion of death as a state applicable to my own Apparelled in celestial light,
being.... I used to brood over the stories of Enoch 5 The glory and the freshness of a dream.
and Elijzh, and almost to persuade myself thar, It is not now as it has been of yore;—
whatever might become of others, 1 should be Turn wheresoe’er I may, .
translatcd,. in somethilng of the same way, to heaven. By night or day,
:rene. With 4 fecling cnng‘cn‘i.al to this, I‘was often unal:f]c The things which I have seen I now can see no more.
to think of external cthings as having external exis- :
P e tence, ahd [ communed with all that I saw 25 some- .
b thing not aparr from, but inherent in, my own o The Rambo.w comes and goes,
' i immaterial nature. Many times while going to And lovely is the R.ose, )
ymend: school have I grasped at a' wall or tree to recall The Moon doth with delight
' myself from this abyss of idealism 1o the realiry. Ac Look round her when the heavens are bare;
that time ] was afraid of such processes. In later Waters on a starry night
periods of life I have deplored, as we have all reason 5 Are beautiful and fair;
twelk to do, a subjugation of an opposite characcer, and The sunshine is a glorious birth;
have rejoiced over the remembrances, as is expressed Bur yet I know, where’er 1 g0,
e in che lines— ) That there hach passed away 2 glory from the earth.
. Obstinate questionings Now, while the Birds thus sing a joyous song,
tme. Of sense and outward things, 20 And while the young Lambs bound
s Fallings from us, vanishings; erc.”' As to the rabor's® sound,
ne, '

To me alone there came a thoughe of grief:

apling waves. ) ;
phng A timely utterance gave that thought relief,

Wordsworth wrote the first four stanzas of the poem

lg in 1802, and two years elapsed before he complered And 1 again am strong,

e, the poem in 1804. In 1815 he changed the title to :

Kind? 1 “Odl:: Intimations of Immortality fgrom Recollec- = ;tcf::::f:; blg;:;z;;ug:sesaizmw:;s-reep,
tions of Early'Childhood,” its mote common ticle [ hear the Ech & A roioh A hA s, hg’
today. He also replaced the Lactin epigram from car the Echogk 8 unTAnS CHrong
Virgil with che last three lines from “My heart leaps

: 1 * Paulo majoracanamus  Latin: "Letus sing of loftierthings.” From
sre, according to B

; Virgil’s Fourth Eclogue.
" QObstinate ... esc. Lines 14143, * tabor Small drum.
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The Winds come to me from the fields of sleep,
And all the earth is gay,
Land and sea
Give themselves up to jollity,
And with the heart of May
Doth every Beast keep holiday,
Thou Child of Joy

Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou happy
Shepherd Boy!

Ye blessed Creatures, I have heard the call
Ye to each other make; I see
The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee;
My heart is at your festival,
My head hath it’s coronal,®
The fullness of your bliss, I feel —I feel ic all.
Oh evil day! if I were sullen
While Earth herself is adorning,
This sweet May-morning,
And the Children are pulling,
On every side,
In a thousand valleys far and wide,
Fresh flowers; while the sun shines warm,
And the Babe leaps up on his mother’s arm:—
[ hedv, I heat, with joy 1 hear!
—But there’s a Tree, of many one,
A single Field which I have looked upon,
Both of them speak of something that is gone:
The Pansy at my feet
Doth the same tale repeat:
Whither is fled the visionary gleam?
Where is it now, the glory and the dream?

wreath

Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting:
The Soul that rises with us, our life’s Star,
Hath had elsewhere it’s setting,
And cometh from afar:
Not in entire forgetfulness,
And not in utter nakedness,
But trailing clouds of glory do we come
From God, Wheo is our home:
Heaven lies about us in our infancy!
Shades of the prison-house begin to close
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Upon the growing Boy,
But he beholds the light, and whence it flows,
He sees it in his joy;
The Youth, who daily farther from the East
Must travel, still is Nature’s Priest,
And by the vision splendid
Is on his way attended;
At length the Man perceives it die away,
And fade into the light of common day.

Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own;
Yearnings she hath in her own narural kind,
And, even with something of a Mother’s mind,
And no unworthy aim,
The homely® Nurse doth all she can
To make her Foster-child, her Inmate Man,
Forget the glories he hath known,
And that imperial palace whence he came.
Behold the Child among his new-born blisses,
A four year’s Darling of a pigmy size!
See, where 'mid work of his own hand he lies,
Fretted by sallies of his Mother’s kisses,
With light upon him from his Father’s eyes!
See, at his feet, some little plan or chart,
Some fragment from his dream of human life,
Shaped by himself with newly-learned art;
A wedding or a festival,
A mourning or a funeral;
And this hath now his heart,
And unto this he frames his song;
Then will he fic his tongue
To dialogues of business, love, or strife;

simple

But it will not be long
Ere this be thrown aside,
And with new joy and pride
The litde Actor cons another part,
Filling from time to time his “humourous stage™
With all the Persons, down to palsied Age,
That Life brings with her in her Equipage;

' humowurons stage trom Elizabethan poer Samuel Daniel’s
Musophilus {1599), in reference to the different characrer types
(defined by their dominant temperaments, or “humors”) depicted in
Renaissance drama.
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I Daniel’s
acter types
depicted in

As if his whole vocation
Were endless imitation.

Thou, whose exterior semblance doth belie

Thy Soul’s immensity;

Thou best Philosopher, who yet dost keep
Thy heritage, thou Eye among the blind,
That, deaf and silent, read’st the eternal deep,
Haunted for ever by the eternal mind—

Mighty Prophet! Seer blest!

On whom those truchs do rest,
Which we are toiling all our lives to find;
Thou, over whom thy Immorsality
Broods like the Day, a Master o’cr a Slave,

A Presence which is not to be put by;
To whom the grave
Is but a lonely bed without the sense or sight

Of day or the warm light,

A place of thought where we in waiting lie;
Thou litde Child, yet glorious in the might

Of uncamed pleasures, on thy Being’s height,
Why with such earnest pains dost thou provoke
The Years o bring the inevitable yoke,

Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife?

Full soon thy Soul shall have her earthly freight,
And custom lie upon thec with a weight,

Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life!

O joy! that in our embers
Is something that doth live,
That nature yet remembers
What was so fugitive!
The thought of our past years in me doth breed
Perpetual benedictions: not indeed
For that which is most worthy to be blest;
Delight and liberty, the simple creed
Of Childhood, whether fluttering or at rest,
With new-bamn hope for ever in his breast:—
Not for these | raise
The song of thanks and praise;
But for those obstinate questionings
Of sense and outward things,
Fallings from us, vanishings;
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Blank misgivings of a Creature
Moving about in worlds not realized,’
High instincts, before which our mortal Nature
Did tremble like a guilty Thing surprised:
But for those first affections,
Those shadowy recollections,
Which, be they whar they may,
Are yet the fountain light of all our day,
Are yet 2 master light of-all our seeing;
Uphold us, cherish us, and make
Our noisy years scem moments in the being
OFf the eternal Silence: cruchs that wake,
To perish never;
Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour,
Nor Man nor Boy,
Nor all that is at enmity with joy,
Can utterly abolish or destroy!
Hence, in a season of calm weather,
Though inland far we be,
Our Souls have sight of that immortal sea
Which broughr us hither,
Can in a moment travel thither,
And see the Children sport upon the shore,
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore.

Then, sing ye Birds, sing, sing a joyous song!
And let the young Lambs bound
As to the rabor’s sound!
We in thought will join your throng,
Ye that pipe and ye that play,
Ye that through your hearts to day
Feel the gladness of the May!

What though the radiance which was once so bright

Be now for ever taken from my sight,
Though nothing can bring back the hour
Of splendour in the grass, of glory in the flower;
We will grieve not, rather find
Strength in what remains behind,
In the primal sympathy
Which having been must ever be,
In the soothing thoughts that spring

realized Seeming real,




190

9%

200

205

150 WILLIAM WORDSWORTH

Our of human suffering,
In the faith that looks through death,
In years that bring the philosophic mind.

And oh ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and Groves,
Think not of any severing of our loves!
Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might;
Ionly have relinquished one delight
To live beneath your more habitual sway.
I love the Brooks which down their channels fret,
Even more than when I tripped lightly as they;
The innocent brightness of 2 new-bomn Day
[s lovely yer;

The Clouds that gather round the secting sun
Do take a sober colouring from an eye
That hath kept watch o'er man's morrality;
Another race hath been, and other palms' are won.
Thanks to the human heart by which we live,
Thanks 1o its tenderness, its joys, and fears,
To me the meanest flower thar blows can give
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.

1807 o

from The Excursion
[The Ruined Cottage)

his excerpt is taken from Wordsworth’s nine-
Tbook epic The Excursion, Being a Portion of The
Recluse, A Poem (1814). It was intended as the
sccond part of the tripartite The Recluse, which was
never completed, and The Excursion was the only
part of the poem published during Woardsworth’s
lifetime. The Prelude was planned as an autobio-
graphical introduction two the project. The pottion
from The Excursion reprinted here is from the end of
Book 1, which is titled “The Wanderer,” and was
originally conceived 2nd written as a poem entitled
“The Ruined Cottage.”

Of the character of the Wanderer (the principal
character of the poem), Wordsworth says, “Had 1
been born in a class which would have deprived me

' palms Prizes. (Inancient Greece, palm branches or wreaths were

often awarded te the winners of foor races.)

it

5

of what is calted a liberal education, it is not unlikely
that, being strong in body, I should have taken ro a
way of life such as that in which my Pedlar passed
the greater part of his days. Atall cvents, I am here
called upon freely to acknowledge that the characrer
I have represented in his person is chiefly an idea of
what | fancied my own character might have
become in his citrcumstances,” combined with
observations of such figures encountered in his own
youth,

[The Ruined Cottage]

S UPINE the Wanderer lay,
His eyes as if in drowsiness half shut,
The shadows of the breezy elms above
Dappling his face. He had not heard my steps
As | approached; and near him did I stand
Unnotic'd in the shade, some minutes’ space.
At length T hailed him, seeing that his hat
Was moist with water-drops, as if the brim
Had newly scooped 2 running stream. He rose,
And ere the pleasant greeting that ensued
Was ended, “'Tis,” said I, “a burning day;
My lips are parched with thirst, but you, I guess,
Have somewhere found relief.” He, at the word,
Pointing towards a sweet-briar, bade me climb
The fence hard by, where thar aspiring shrub
Looked out upon the road. It was a plot
Of garden-ground run wild, its matted weeds
Marked with the steps of those, whom, as they pass'd
The goaseberry trees that shot in long lank slips,
Or currants hanging from their leafless stems
In scanty strings, had tempred to oetleap
The broken wall. I looked around, and there,
Where two tall hedge-rows of thick alder boughs
Joined in a cold damp nook, espied a Well
Shrouded with willow-flowers and plumy fern.
My chirst I slaked, and from the cheerless spot
Withdrawing, straightway to the shade returned
Where sat the Old Man on the Cotrage bench;
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