WORDSWORTH'S PRELUDE : FIVE
1.

Those walks did now, like a returning spring,
Come back on me again. When first I made
Once more the Circuit of our little Lake
If ever happiness hath lodg'd with man,
That day consummate happiness was mine,
Wide-spreading, steady, calm, contemplative.
The sun was set, or setting, when I left
Our cottage door, and evening soon brought on
A sober hour, not winning or serene,
For cold and raw the air was, and untun'd:
But, as a face we love is sweetest then
When sorrow damps it, or, whatever look
It chance to wear, is sweetest if the heart
Have fulness in itself, even so with me
It fared that evening. Gently did my soul
Put off her veil, and, self-transmuted, stood
Naked as in the presence of her God.
As on I walk'd a comfort seemed to touch
A heart that had not been disconsolate;
Strength came where weakness was not known to be,
At least not felt; and restoration came,
Like an intruder, knocking at the door
Of unacknowledged [weariness]. I took
The balance in my hand, and weigh'd myself.
I saw but little, and thereat was pleas'd;
Little did I remember, and even this
Still pleas'd me more; but I had hopes, and peace
And swellings of the spirits; was wrapp'd and sooth'd;
Convers'd with promises; had glimmering views
How life pervades the undecaying mind,
How the immortal Soul with God-like power
Informs, creates, and thaws the deepest sleep
That time can lay upon her; how on earth,
Man, if he do but live within the light
Of high endeavours, daily spreads abroad
His being with a strength that cannot fail.
Nor was there want of milder thoughts, of love,
Of innocence, and holiday repose;
And more than pastoral quiet, in the heart
Of amplest projects; and a peaceful end
At last, or glorious, by endurance won.
Thus musing, in a wood I sate me down,
[Alone] continuing there to muse; meanwhile,
The mountain heights were slowly overspread
With darkness; and before a rippling breeze
The long Lake lengthen'd out its hoary line:
And, in the shelter'd coppice where I sate,
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Around me, from among the hazel leaves,
Now here now there stirr'd by the straggling wind,
Came intermittently a breath-like sound,
A respiration short and quick, which oft,
Yea, might I say, again and yet again,
Mistaking for the panting of my Dog,
The off and on Companion of my walk,
I turned my head, to look if he were there.
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William Wordsworth, The Prelude (1805-6), IV, 126-180; ed. Mark L. Reed (2
vols, Ithaca, N.Y., 1991), I, pp. 154-5; for the drafting versions of MS. A (DC
MS. 52), transcribed by Dorothy Wordsworth as a cumulative home-made
notebook across some extended period of time, see II, pp. 580-2 and
headnote, pp. 471-86; also for MS. W (DC MS. 38) see II, p. 266; and more
generally, see Keith Hanley, 'Crossings Out: The Problem of Textual Passages
in The Prelude', in Robert Brinkley and Keith Hanley (eds), Romantic Revisions
(Cambridge, 1992). 'Restoration' is a large idea for Wordsworth; compare e.g.
The Prelude (1805-6), XI, 286 and also Forest Pyle, The Ideology of
Imagination, Subject and Society in the Discourse of Romanticism (Stanford,
Cal., 1995), Chap. 2.
For aftermath, see C. Stephen Finley, Nature's
Covenant; Figures of Landscape in Ruskin (University Park, Pa, 1992), Chap. 3
and esp. pp. 131-2.

2.

Thus, long I lay
Chear'd by the genial pillow of the earth
Beneath my head, sooth'd by a sense of touch
From the warm ground, that balanced me[, though lost]
Entirely, seeing nought, nought hearing, save
When here and there, about the grove of Oaks
Where was my bed, an acorn from the trees
Fell audibly, and with a startling sound.
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William Wordsworth, The Prelude (1805-6), I, 87-94; ed. Mark L. Reed (2 vols,
Ithaca, N.Y., 1991), I, p. 109. The reading in line 90 is reconstructed by Reed,
from MS evidence, to fill a gap; but an alternative reading, 'else lost', better
gives the sense.

3.

The sum of what I have there said [earlier in this Preface] is, that
the Poet is chiefly distinguished from other men by a greater
promptness to think and feel without immediate external
excitement, and a greater power in expressing such thoughts and
feelings as are produced in him in that manner. But these
passions and thoughts and feelings are the general passions and
thoughts and feelings of men. And with what are they connected?
Undoubtedly with our moral sentiments and animal sensations,
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and with the causes which excite these; with the operations of the
elements and the appearances of the visible universe; with storm
and sun-shine, with the revolutions of the seasons, with cold and
heat, with loss of friends and kindred, with injuries and
resentments, gratitude and hope, with fear and sorrow.
William Wordsworth, from the 'Preface' to Lyrical Ballads, (from a section
added to the 1800 version in 1802); text from James Butler and Karen Green
(eds), Lyrical Ballads, and Other Poems, 1797-1800 (Ithaca, N.Y., 1992),
Appendix III, pp. 753-4; for detailed annotation but a less clear report of the
sequence of revisions, see W.J.B. Owen and Jane Worthington Smyser (eds),
The Prose Works of William Wordsworth (3 vols, Oxford, 1974), I, Sect. VI. For
report of grandeur and fear in the sight of mountain forms see also Prose
Works, pp. 283-4, 313-4.

4.

The sounding cataract
Haunted me like a passion: the tall rock,
The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood,
Their colours and their forms, were then to me
An appetite: a feeling and a love,
That had no need of a remoter charm,
By thought supplied, or any interest
Unborrowed from the eye.
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William Wordsworth, from 'Lines Written a Few Miles Above Tintern Abbey,
On Revisiting the Banks of the Wye During a Tour, July 13, 1798'; Lyrical
Ballads (1798), 77-84; text from James Butler and Karen Green (eds), Lyrical
Ballads, and Other Poems, 1797-1800 (Ithaca, N.Y., 1992), p. 118; for
annotation see also pp. 357-9. The passage is quoted in Mary Shelley's
Frankenstein (1818), Vol. III, Chap. I; and is referred to strenuously by Ruskin
in Præterita (1886), see Works, ed. Cook and Wedderburn, Vol. XXXV, p. 219.
For 'appetite' see also Excursion, I, 148-52.

5.

This love more intellectual cannot be
Without Imagination, which in truth
Is but another name for absolute strength
And clearest insight, amplitude of mind,
And reason in her most exalted mood.
This faculty hath been the moving soul
Of our long labour: we have traced the stream
From darkness, and the very place of birth
In its blind cavern, whence is faintly heard
The sound of waters, follow'd it to light
And open day, accompanied its course
Among the ways of Nature; afterwards
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Lost sight of it, bewilder'd and engulph'd
Then given it greeting, as it rose once more
With strength, reflecting in its solemn breast
The works of man and face of human life.
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William Wordsworth, The Prelude (1805-6), XIII, 166-181; ed. Mark L. Reed (2
vols, Ithaca, N.Y., 1991), I, pp. 317-8. At this stage in his retrospect
Wordsworth attempts a reconciliation of imagination as both intimately
personal in origin and capable also of issuing into an ordered civic
emplacement, along Enlightenment lines. For Coleridge's disagreements see
Biographia Literaria, ed. James Engell and W. Jackson Bate (2 vols, Princeton,
1983), I, pp. 293-4, also James Engell, The Creative Imagination;
Enlightenment to Romanticism (Cambridge, Mass., 1981), pp. 355-7. Jonathan
Wordsworth also has a full, instructive note: The Prelude: the Four Texts, p.
660. For larger discussion of the primary and secondary imagination in both
Wordsworth and Coleridge see Thomas McFarland, Originality and Imagination
(Baltimore and London, 1985).
6.

Ye Presences of Nature, in the sky
Or on the earth! Ye visions of the hills!
And Souls of lonely places! can I think
A vulgar hope was yours when Ye employ'd
Such ministry, [when] Ye through many a year
Haunting me thus among my boyish sports,
On caves and trees, upon the woods and hills,
Impressed upon all forms the characters
Of danger or desire, and thus did make
The surface of the universal earth
With triumph, and delight, and hope, and fear
Work like a sea.
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William Wordsworth, The Prelude (1805-6), I, 491-502; ed. Mark L. Reed (2
vols, Ithaca, N.Y., 1991), I, p. 120; compare 'workings of one mind', The
Prelude (1805-6), VI, 568. For the earlier draft of MS. JJ (DC MS. 19) see
Stephen Parrish (ed.), The Prelude, 1798-1799 (Ithaca, N.Y. and Hassocks,
1977), pp. 105, 125, also discussion, pp. 3-36. See further Anthony John
Harding, 'Imaginative Animism in Wordsworth's 1798-1799 Prelude', in his
The Reception of Myth in English Romanticism (Columbia, Mo., 1995), pp. 70 ff.
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