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She wept.—Life’s purple tide began to flow
In languid streams through every thrilling vein;
Dim were my swimming eyes—my pulse beat slow,
And my full heart was swell’d to dear delicious pain.
Life left my loaded heart, and closing eye;
A sigh recall’d the wanderer to my breast;
Dear was the pause of life, and dear the sigh
That call’d the wanderer home, and home to rest.
‘Sonnet on seeing Miss Helen Maria Williams Weep
at a Tale of Distress’

HELEN MARIA WILLIAMS:
So liv’d in solitude, unseen,
This lovely, peerless maid;
So grac’d the wild, sequester’d scene,
And blossom’d in the shade.
WILLIAM WORDSWORTH:
She dwelt among th’ untrodden ways
Beside the springs of Dove,
A Maid whom there were none to praise
And very few to love.
A Violet by a mossy Stone
Half-hidden from the Eye!
—Fair as a star when only one
Is shining in the sky!
She liv’d unknown, and few could know
When Lucy ceas’d to be;
But she is in her Grave, and oh!
The difference to me.

Jones! when from Calais southward you and I
Travell’d on foot together; then this Way,
Which I am pacing now, was like the May
With festivals of new-born Liberty:
A homeless sound of joy was in the Sky;
The antiquated Earth, as one might say,
Beat like the heart of Man: songs, garlands, play,
Banners, and happy faces, far and nigh!

O pleasant exercise of hope and joy!
For great were the auxiliars which
then stood
Upon our side, we who were strong in love;
Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive,
But to be young was very heaven …
When Reason seem’d the most to
assert her rights
When most intent on making of herself
A prime Enchanter to assist the work
Which then was going forwards
in her name:
Not favor’d spots alone, but the
whole earth
The beauty wore of promise …

And when we chanced
One day to meet a hunger-bitten Girl
Who crept along, fitting her languid self
Unto a Heifer’s motion, by a cord
Tied to her arm, and picking thus from the lane
Its sustenance, while the Girl with her two hands
Was busy knitting, in a heartless mood
Of solitude, and at the sight my Friend
In agitation said, “’Tis against that
Which we are fighting,” I with him believed
Devoutly that a spirit was abroad
Which could not be withstood, that poverty,
At least like this, would in a little time
Be found no more, that we should see the earth
Unthwarted in her wish to recompense
The industrious and the lowly Child of Toil,
All institutes for ever blotted out
That legalized exclusion, empty pomp
Abolish’d, sensual state and cruel power
Whether by edict of the one or few,
And finally, as sum and crown of all,
Should see the People having a strong hand
In making their own Laws, whence better days
To all mankind.

Leigh Hunt

-- As to anonymous Publications,
depend on it, you are deceived. Wordsworth's name is nothing -to a large number of persons mine
stinks -Samuel Taylor Coleridge to Joseph Cottle, Bristol publisher, 28 May 1798

SATIRE OF RADICAL ENGLISH WRITERS OF THE 1790s WORSHIPPING AT THE SHRINE OF
JUSTICE, PHILANTHROPY and SENSIBILITY
'New morality; - or - the promis'd installment of the high-priest of the Theophilanthropes,
with the homage of Leviathan and his suite’ by James Gillray, with poem from the Anti-Jacobin
by George Canning ...

Detail from NEW MORALITY: Coleridge with ass’s head.
Note also the twin frogs: STC & WW’s friends Charles Lamb & Charles Lloyd,
Authors of “Blank Verse”.
The Canning poem copied by Gillray includes the lines:

Bristol [left] & London [right] editions of 1798 Lyrical Ballads – “Lewti” (by Coleridge,
though based on an earlier one by Wordsworth) had been published before, so might
have revealed identity of authors, so was replaced with Coleridge’s ‘The Nightingale’ (at
same time, Wordsworth wrote ‘Advertisement’, which is not in the Bristol edition.

Our poetical literature had, towards the close of the last century, degenerated
into the most trite, insipid, and mechanical of all things, in the hands of the
followers of Pope and the old French school of poetry. It wanted something to
stir it up, and it found that some thing in the principles and events of the French
revolution. From the impulse it thus received, it rose at once from the most
servile imitation and tamest common-place, to the utmost pitch of singularity
and paradox. The change in the belles-lettres was as complete, and to many
persons as startling, as the change in politics, with which it went hand in hand.
There was a mighty ferment in the heads of statesmen and poets, kings and
people. According to the prevailing notions, all was to be natural and new.
Nothing that was established was to be tolerated. All the common-place figures
of poetry, tropes, allegories, personifications, with the whole heathen
mythology, were instantly discarded; a classical allusion was considered as a
piece of antiquated foppery; capital letters were no more allowed in print, than
letters-patent of nobility were permitted in real life; kings and queens were
dethroned from their rank and station in legitimate tragedy or epic poetry, as
they were decapitated elsewhere; rhyme was looked upon as a relic of the feudal
system, and regular metre was abolished along with regular government.
WILLIAM HAZLITT

And I have felt
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. Therefore am I still
A lover of the meadows and the woods,
And mountains; and of all that we behold
From this green earth; of all the mighty world
Of eye and ear, both what they half-create,
And what perceive; well pleased to recognize
In nature and the language of the sense,
The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse,
The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul
Of all my moral being.

