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The Rime of the Ancient Mariner'

IN SEVEN PARTS

Facile credo, plures esse Naturas invisibiles quam visibiles in rerum

universitate. Sed horum [sic] omnium familiam quis nobis enar-

rabit, et gradus et cognati et discrimina et singulorum munera?

Quid agunt? quae loca habitant? Harum rerum notitiam semper
b h

ivit ingeni ;
diffiteor, quand in ani

attigit. Juvat, interea, non

“a

melioris mundi imaginem come;np

1q in tabula, majoris et

lari: ne mens assuefacta hodier-

nae vitae minutiis se cont

at

is, et tota subsidat in pusillas
pl

cogitationes. Sed veritati interea invigilandum est, que ser-
vandus, ut certa ab incertis, diem a nocte, distinguamus.

T. BURNET, Archaeol. Phil. p. 68.2

Part- 1

An ancient Mariner [t is an ancient Mariner

meeteth three

gallants biddentoa  And he stoppeth one of three.
wedding feast, and “By thy long grey beard and glittering eye,
Now wherefore stopp’st thou me? 1

detaineth one.

The Bridegroom’s doors are opened wide, s

And I am next of kin;

The guests are met, the feast is set:
May’st hear the merry din.”

He holds him with his skinny hand,

“There was a ship,” quoth he. 10
“Hold off! unhand me, grey-beard loon!”

Eftsoons? his hand dropt he.

The wedding guestis  He holds him with his glittering eye—

O'T.m”d,:’;.':‘..?' The wedding-guest stood still,
B And listens like a three years’ child: 15

strained to hear his

1. Coleridge describes the origin of this poem in
the opening section of chap. 14 of Biographia
Literaria. In a comment made to the Reverend
Alexander Dyce in 1835 and in a note on “We
Are Seven” dictated in 1843, Wordsworth added
some details. The poem, based on a dream of
Coleridge’s friend Cruikshank, was originally
planne(f as a collaboration between Coleridge and
Wordsworth, to pay the expense of a walking tour
they took with Dorothy Wordsworth in November
1797. Before he droprd out of the enterprise,
Wordsworth suggested the shooting of the alba-
tross and the navigation of the ship by the dead
men; he also contributed lines 13-16 and 226-27.

When printed in Lyrical Ballads (1798), this
poem was titled “The Rime of the Ancyent Mari-
nere” and contained many archaic words and
spellings, which, Wordsworth believed, hurt the
sales o?lheir volume. In later editions Coleridge
revised the poem, in part by pruning those
archaisms. He also addeglhe Latin epigraph and
the marginal glosses written in the old-fashioned
style of 17th-century learning.

The Mariner hath his will.*

2. “I readily believe that there are more invisible
than visible Natures in the universe. But who
will explain for us the family of all these beings,
and the ranks and relations and distinguishing
features and functions of each? What do they
do? What places do they inhabit? The human
mind has always sought the knowledge of these
things, but never attained it. Meanwhile 1 do not
deny that it is helpful sometimes to contemplate
in the mind, as on a tablet, the image of a greater
and better world, lest the intellect, habituated t©
the petty things of daily life, narrow itself and
sink wholly into trivial thoughts. But at the sam¢
time we must be watchful for the truth and keep
a sense of proportion, so that we may distinguish
the certain from the uncertain, day from night.

Adapted by Coleridge from Thomas Burnel,
Archaeologiae Philosophicae (1692).

3. At once. )

4. Le., the Mariner has gained control of the will
of the wedding guest by hypnosis or, as it was
called in Coleridge's time, by “mesmerism.”
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The wedding-guest sat on a stone:
He cannot choose but hear;

And thus spake on that ancient man,
The bright-eyed Mariner.

“The ship was cheered, the harbor cleared,
Merrily did we drop

Below the kirk,’ below the hill,

Below the light house top.

The sun came up upon the left,

Out of the sea came he!

And he shone bright, and on the right
Went down into the sea.

Higher and higher every day,

Till over the mast at noon—"

The wedding-guest here beat his breast,
For he heard the loud bassoon.

The bride hath paced into the hall,
Red as a rose is she;

Nodding their heads before her goes
The merry minstrelsy.

The wedding-guest he beat his breast,
Yet he cannot choose but hear;

And thus spake on that ancient man,
The bright-eyed Mariner.

“And now the storm-blast came, and he
Was tyrannous and strong:

He struck with his o'ertaking wings,
And chased us south along.

With sloping masts and dipping prow,

As who pursued with yell and blow

Still treads the shadow of his foe,

And forward bends his head,

The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast,
And southward aye® we fled.

And now there came both mist and snow,
And it grew wondrous cold:

And ice, mast-high, came floating by,

As green as emerald.

And through the drifts the snowy clifts
Did send a dismal sheen:

Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken’—
The ice was all between.

7. Knew.

20

25

30

35

40

45

50

55




450 | SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE

Till a great sea-bird,
called the Albatross,
came through the
snow-fog, and was
received with great
joy and hospitality.

And lo! the Albatross
proveth a bird of
good omen, and
followeth the ship as
it returned north-
ward through fog
and floating ice.

The ancient Mariner
inhospitably killeth
the pious bird of
good omen.

His shipmates cry out
against the ancient
Mariner, for killing
the bird of good luck.

8. Swoon.

9. Rope sup*nrling the mast.

!

The ice was here, the ice was there,

The ice was all around:

It cracked and growled, and roared and howled,
Like noises in a swound!®

At length did cross an Albatross,
Thorough the fog it came;

As if it had been a Christian soul,
We hailed it in God’s name.

It ate the food it ne'er had eat,
And round and round it flew.

The ice did split with a thunder-fit;
The helmsman steered us through!

And a good south wind sprung up behind;
The Albatross did follow,

And every day, for food or play,

Came to the mariners’ hollo!

In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud,’

It perched for vespers nine;

Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white,
Glimmered the white moon-shine.”

“God save thee, ancient Mariner!

From the fiends, that plague thee thus!—
Why look'st thou so?"—With my cross-bow
I shot the Albatross.

Part 2

The Sun now rose upon the right:!
Out of the sea came he,

Still hid in mist, and on the left
Went down into the sea.

And the good south wind still blew behind,
But no sweet bird did follow,
Nor any day for food or play
Came to the mariners’ hollo!

And I had done a hellish thing,

And it would work 'em woe:

For all averred, I had killed the bird
That made the breeze to blow.

Ah wretch! said they, the bird to slay,
That made the breeze to blow!

north into the Pacific.

60

50

85

920

95

I. Having rounded Cape Horn, the ship heads

Nor dim nor red, like God’s own head,
The glorious Sun uprist:

Then all averred, I had killed the bird
That brought the fog and mist. :
"Twas right, said they, such birds to slay,
That bring the fog and mist.

The furrow followed free;?
We were the first that ever burst
Into that silent sea.

"Twas sad as sad could be;
And we did speak only to break
The silence of the sea!

Allin a hot and copper sky,

The bloody Sun, at noon,

Right up above the mast did stand,
No bigger than the Moon.

Day after day, day after day,

We stuck, nor breath nor motion;
As idle as a painted ship

Upon a painted ocean.

Water, water, every where,
And all the boards did shrink;
Water, water, every where,
Nor any drop to drink.

The very deep did rot: O Christ!
That ever this should be!

Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs
Upon the slimy sea.

About, about, in reel and rout
The death-fires* danced at night;
The water, like a witch'’s oils,
Burnt green, and blue and white.
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The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew,

Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down,

h 1817 Coleridge wrote of this line, “I had original words, as printed here.
ten long on board a ship, before 1 perceived 3. Le., the equator.
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thll was the image as seen by a spectator 4. Usually glossed as St. Elmo's fire—an atmo-

v shore, or from another vessel. From the spheric electricity on a ship's mast or rigging—
itself, the Wake appears like a brook flowing believed by superstitious sailors to portend
rom the stern.” To better capture the Mari- disaster. Possibly the reference is instead to phos-
8 vision, he altered the line to “The furrow phorescence resulting from the decomposition of
m'd off free.” Later editions reverted to the organic matter in the sea (see line 123).
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A spirit had i
tr-:-‘m df;"k‘owd And some in dreams assured were

invisible inhabitants OF the spirit that plagued us so;

ip“"“m"‘”“r“' Nine fathom deep he had followed us

angels; concerning  From the land of mist and snow.
whom the learned
Jew, Josephus, and the Platonic C i litan, Michael Psellus, may be consulted. They are very

num,-udlhrnkmcumovek-m;whhmmwm.

And every tongue, through utter drought,
Was withered at the root;

We could not speak, no more than if

We had been choked with soot.

e shipmates, in Ah! well-a-day! what evil looks
would fain throw the - Had 1 from old and young!
whole guilt on the  Tnstead of the cross, the Albatross

ancient Mariner: in

signwhereof they  About my neck was hung. *
hang the dead sea
bird round his neck.

Part 3

There passed a weary time. Each throat
Was parched, and glazed each eye.
A weary time! a weary time!
How glazed each weary eye,
The ancient Mariner '\When looking westward, 1 beheld

beholdeth a sign i
B sleatestatic & A something in the sky.

At first it seemed a little speck,

And then it seemed a mist;

It moved and moved, and took at last
A certain shape, I wist.’

A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist!
And still it neared and neared:
As if it dodged a water-sprite,®
It plunged and tacked and veered.
i adeoriged With throats unslaked, with black lips baked
approach, it seemeth
him 1o be a ship; and ' We could nor laugh nor wail;
;"_:':';":;‘:; pe Th‘rough utter drought all dumb we stood!
from the bondsof 1 bit my arm, I sucked the blood,
thirss. And cried, A sail! a sail!

’

With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,
Agape they heard me call:
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A lash of joy; Gramercy!” they for joy did grin,
And all at once their breath drew in,
As they were drinking all.
5. Knew. been using the term to mean water-spout).
6. A supernatural being that supervises the nat- 7. Great lfnnkl: from the French grand-merci.

ural elements (but Coleridge may in fact have

cobwebs floating in the air,

B

See! see! (I cried) she tacks no more!
Hither to work us weal;®

Without a breeze, without a tide,
She steadies with upright keel!

The western wave was all a-flame.

The day was well nigh done!

Almost upon the western wave

Rested the broad bright Sun;

When that strange shape drove suddenly
Betwixt us and the Sun.

And straight the Sun was flecked with bars,
(Heaven’s Mother send us grace!)

As if through a dungeon-grate he peered
With broad and burning face.

Alas! (thought I, and my heart beat loud)
How fast she nears and nears!

Are those her sails that glance in the Sun,
Like restless gossameres?®

Are those her ribs through which the Sun
Did peer, as through a grate?

And is that Woman all her crew?

Is that a Death? and are there two?

Is Death that woman's mate?

Her lips were red, her looks were free,
Her locks were yellow as gold:

Her skin was as white as leprosy,

The Night-mare Life-in-Death was she,
Who thicks man’s blood with cold.

The naked hulk' alongside came,

And the twain were casting dice;

“The game is done! I've won! I've won!”
Quoth she, and whistles thrice.

The Sun’s rim dips; the stars rush out:
At one stride comes the dark;

With far-heard whisper, o'er the sea,
Off shot the spectre-bark.?

We listened and looked sideways up!

Fear at my heart, as at a cup,

My life-blood seemed to sip! :

The stars were dim, and thick the night,

The steersman'’s face by his lamp gleamed white;
From the sails the dew did drip—

1. Large ship.
2. Ghost ship.
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Till clomb above the eastern bar
The horned Moon, with one bright star
Within the nether tip.}

I closed my lids, and kept them close,

And the balls like pulses beat;

For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the sky 250
Lay like a load on my weary eye,

And the dead were at my feet.

210

Onedfierancther,  One after one, by the star-dogged Moon,
Too quick for groan or sigh, '
Eafih turn::id his faie with a ghastly pang, f::f,"',"hj The cold sweatl:11del<;e<}i1 from their limbs,
nd cursed me with his eye. : 7" Nor rot nor reek did they:
215 - The look with which they looked on me 255
Hlis shipmates drop. Four times fifty living men, Had never passed away.
(And I heard nor sigh nor groan)
With heavy thump, a lifeless lump,

They dropped down one by one.

An orphan’s curse would drag to hell

A spirit from on high;

But oh! more horrible than that

Is the curse in a dead man’s eye! 260
Seven days, seven nights, I saw that curse,

And yet I could not die.

o ifeinDeath - The souls did from their bodies fly,—
the ancient Mariner. 1 hey fled to bliss or woe!
And every soul, it passed me by,

Like the whizz of -bow!
z of my cross-bow The moving Moon went up the sky,

And no where did abide:
Softly she was going up, 265
And a star or two beside—

Part 4

Th ddi " “ & 3 '

Hockroperad Lare 8 I fear thee,.anment Mariner!

talking to kims. [ fear thy skinny hand! 255
. And thou art long, and lank, and brown,

As is the ribbed sea-sand.

the blue sky belongs to them, and is their appointed rest, and their native country and their
homes, which they enter unannounced, as lords that are certainly expected and yet there
joy at their arrival.

Her beams bemocked the sultry main,

Like April hoar-frost spread;

But where the ship’s huge shadow lay,

The charmed water burnt alway 270
A still and awful red.

I fear thee and thy glittering eye,
And thy skinny hand, so brown."—
i‘:‘":’;:r”;:';‘":";; Fear not, fear not, thou wedding-guest! 230
hisbodily e, and This body dropt not down.
proceedeth to relate
3 el Banancyy Beyond the shadow of the ship,
I watched the water-snakes:
They moved in tracks of shining white,
And when they reared, the elfish light 275

Fell off in hoary flakes.

Alone, alone, all, all alone,

Alone on a wide wide sea!

And never a saint took pity on

My soul in agony. 235

He despiseth the p i |
S demenih The many men, so beautiful!

oo And they all dead did lie:
And a thousand thousand slimy things
Lived on; and so did I.

Within the shadow of the ship
I watched their rich attire:
Blue, glossy green, and velvet black,

They coiled and swam; and every track 250

A emvicth that ] looked upon the rotting sea, Was a flash of golden fire.

they should live, and
somany lie dead.  And drew my eyes away;
I looked upon the rotting deck,

And there the dead men lay.

240

O happy living things! no tongue

Their beauty might declare:

A spring of love gushed from my heart,

And I blessed them unaware: 285

I looked to heaven, and tried to pray; Sure my kind saint took pity on me,

But or ever a prayer had gusht, 245 And I blessed them unaware.
A wicked whisper came, and made
My heart as dry as dust. The selfsame moment I could pray;

And from my neck so free
The Albatross fell off, and sank 290

3. An omen of impending evil. Like lead into the sea.
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Part 5

Oh sleep! it is a gentle thing,

Beloved from pole to pole!

To Mary Queen the praise be given!
She sent the gentle sleep from Heaven,
That slid into my soul.

e kob  The silly* buckets on the deck,
Mariner is refreshed. 1 hat had so long remained,
itk rhiss I dreamt that they were filled with dew:

And when I awoke, it rained. :

My lips were wet, my throat was cold,
My garments all were dank;

Sure I had drunken in my dreams,
And still my body drank.

I moved, and could not feel my limbs:
I was so light—almost

I thought that I had died in sleep,
And was a blessed ghost.

e peareth sounds — And soon I heard a roaring wind:
and seéth strange X

sights and It did not come anear;

Gt e But with its sound it shook the sails,

sky and the element. i
That were so thin and sere.

The upper air burst into life!

And a hundred fire-flags sheen,’

To and fro they were hurried about!
And to and fro, and in and out,
The wan stars danced between.

And the coming wind did roar more loud,

And the sails did sigh like sedge;®

And the rain poured down from one black cloud:
The Moon was at its edge.

The thick black cloud was cleft, and still
The Moon was at its side:

Like waters shot from some high crag,
The lightning fell with never a jag,

A river steep and wide.

fnebodiesofthe - The loud wind never reached the ship,

ship's crew are

inspired, and the  Yet now the ship moved on!
ship mioves on; Beneath the lightning and the moon
The dead men gave a groan.

4. Simple, homely.
5. Shone. These fire-flags are probably St. Elmo's

possibly also lightning,
fire (see p. 451, n. 4), but Coleridge may be describ-

6. A rushlike plant growing in wet soil.
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ing the Aurora Australis, or Southern Lights, and

THE RIME OF THE ANCIENT MARINER | 457

They groaned, they stirred, they all uprose,
Nor spake, nor moved their eyes;

It had been strange, even in a dream,

To have seen those dead men rise.

The helmsman steered, the ship moved on; 335
Yet never a breeze up blew;

The mariners all 'gan work the ropes,

Where they were wont to do;

They raised their limbs like lifeless tools—

We were a ghastly crew. 340

The body of my brother’s son
Stood by me, knee to knee:

The body and I pulled at one rope,
But he said nought to me.

mesouls I fear thee, ancient Mariner!” e
ing- |
,,!z,:’m Be calm, thou Wedding-Guest!

sbutbya “Twas not those souls that fled in pain,
#  Which to their corses® came again,
bythe  But a troop of spirits blest:

For when it dawned—they dropped their arms, 350
And clustered round the mast;

Sweet sounds rose slowly through their mouths,

And from their bodies passed.

Around, around, flew each sweet sound,

Then darted to the Sun; 355
Slowly the sounds came back again,

Now mixed, now one by one.

Sometimes a-dropping from the sky

I heard the sky-lark sing;

Sometimes all little birds that are, 360
How they seemed to fill the sea and air

With their sweet jargoning!®

And now 'twas like all instruments,

Now like a lonely flute;

And now it is an angel’s song, 365
That makes the heavens be mute.

It ceased; yet still the sails made on

A pleasant noise till noon,

A noise like of a hidden brook

In the leafy month of June, 370
That to the sleeping woods all night

Singeth a quiet tune.

atural beings halfway between mor- 8. Corpses.
gods (the type of spirit that Coleridge 9. Wuriling(Middle English).
in the gloul;)elidc Yine: 131-34).



The lonesome spirit
from the south-pole

as far as the line, in

Sellow demons, the
invisible inhabitants
of the element, take

other, that penance
long and heavy for
the ancient Mariner
hath been accorded
to the Polar Spirit,
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Till noon we quietly sailed on,

Yet never a breeze did breathe:
Slowly and smoothly went the ship,
Moved onward from beneath.

Under the keel nine fathom deep,
From the land of mist and snow,
The spirit slid: and it was he

That made the ship to go.

The sails at noon left off their tune,
And the ship stood still also.

The Sun, right up above the mast,

Had fixed her to the ocean:

But in a minute she 'gan stir,

With a short uneasy motion—
Backwards and forwards half her length
With a short uneasy motion.

Then like a pawing horse let go,
She made a sudden bound:

It flung the blood into my head,
And I fell down in a swound.

How long in that same fit | lay,

[ have not' to declare;

But ere my living life returned,

I heard and in my soul discerned
Two voices in the air.

“Is it he?” quoth one, “Is this the man?
By him who died on cross,

With his cruel bow he laid full low
The harmless Albatross.

The spirit who bideth by himself

In the land of mist and snow,

He loved the bird that loved the man
Who shot him with his bow.”

The other was a softer voice,

As soft as honey-dew:

Quoth he, “The man hath penance done,
And penance more will do.”

Part 6

FIRST VOICE

“But tell me, tell me! speak again,
Thy soft response renewing—

L. Le., have not the knowledge.
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What makes that ship drive on so fast?
What is the ocean doing?”

SECOND VOICE

“Still as a slave before his lord,
The ocean hath no blast;
His great bright eye most silently

Up to the Moon is cast—

If he may know which way to go;
For she guides him smooth or grim.
See, brother, see! how graciously
She looketh down on him.”

FIRST VOICE

“But why drives on that ship so fast,

Without or wave or wind?”

SECOND VOICE

“The air is cut away before,
And closes from behind.

Fly, brother, fly! more high, more high!
Or we shall be belated:

For slow and slow that ship will go,
When the Mariner’s trance is abated.”

I woke, and we were sailing on
As in a gentle weather:
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"Twas night, calm night, the moon was high;

The dead men stood together.

All stood together on the deck,
For a charnel-dungeon fitter:
All fixed on me their stony eyes,
That in the Moon did glitter.

435

The pang, the curse, with which they died,

Had never passed away:
I could not draw my eyes from theirs,
Nor turn them up to pray.

And now this spell was snapt: once more
I viewed the ocean green,

And looked far forth, yet little saw

Of what had else been seen—

Like one, that on a lonesome road

Doth walk in fear and dread,

And having once turned round walks on,
And turns no more his head;

440

445



And the ancient
Mariner beholdeth

his native country.

The angelic spirits
leave the dead
bodies,

And appear in their
own forms of light.

2. Cross.

Because he knows, a frightful fiend
Doth close behind him tread.

But soon there breathed a wind on me,
Nor sound nor motion made:

Its path was not upon the sea,

In ripple or in shade.

It raised my hair, it fanned my cheek
Like a meadow-gale of spring—

It mingled strangely with my fears,
Yet it felt like a welcoming.

Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship,

Yet she sailed softly too:
Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze—
On me alone it blew.

Oh! dream of joy! is this indeed
The light-house top I see?

Is this the hill? is this the kirk?
Is this mine own countree? .

We drifted o'er the harbour-bar,
And I with sobs did pray—

O let me be awake, my God!

Or let me sleep alway.

The harbour-bay was clear as glass,
So smoothly it was strewn!

And on the bay the moonlight lay,
And the shadow of the moon.

The rock shone bright, the kirk no less,
That stands above the rock:

The moonlight steeped in silentness
The steady weathercock.

And the bay was white with silent light,
Till rising from the same,

Full many shapes, that shadows were,
In crimson colours came.

A little distance from the prow
Those crimson shadows were:

I turned my eyes upon the deck—
Oh, Christ! what saw I there!

Each corse lay flat, lifeless and flat,
And, by the holy rood!?

B
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Hermit of the

h the

Ive.
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A man all light, a seraph-man,?
On every corse there stood.

This seraph-band, each waved his hand:
It was a heavenly sight!

They stood as signals to the land,

Each one a lovely light;

This seraph-band, each waved his hand,
No voice did they impart—

No voice; but oh! the silence sank

Like music on my heart.

But soon I heard the dash of oars,

I heard the Pilot’s cheer;

My head was turned perforce away,
And I saw a boat appear.

The Pilot and the Pilot’s boy,

I heard them coming fast:

Dear Lord in Heaven! it was a joy
The dead men could not blast.

I saw a third—I heard his voice:

It is the Hermit good!

He singeth loud his godly hymns

That he makes in the wood.

He'll shrieve* my soul, he'll wash away
The Albatross's blood.

Part 7

This Hermit good lives in that wood
Which slopes down to the sea.

How loudly his sweet voice he rears!
He loves to talk with marineres
That come from a far countree.

He kneels at morn, and noon, and eve—
He hath a cushion plump:

It is the moss that wholly hides

The rotted old oak-stump.

The skiff-boat neared: I heard them talk,

“Why, this is strange, I trow!
Where are those lights so many and fair,
That signal made but now?”
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“Strange, by my faith!” the Hermit said—

“And they answered not our cheer!

A shining celestial being, highest in the ranks of the angels.
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The planks looked warped! and see those sails,
How thin they are and sere!

I never saw aught like to them,

Unless perchance it were

Brown skeletons of leaves that lag

My forest-brook along;

When the ivy-tods is heavy with snow,
And the owlet whoops to the wolf below,
That eats the she-wolf’s young.”

“Dear Lord! it hath a fiendish look”—
(The Pilot made reply)

“I am a-feared”—“Push on, push on!”
Said the Hermit cheerily.

The boat came closer to the ship,

But I nor spake nor stirred;

The boat came close beneath the ship,
And straight a sound was heard.

z:;;"h"r suddenly  Under the water it rumbled on,
d Still louder and more dread:
It reached the ship, it split the bay;
The ship went down like lead.
The ancient Mariner

Flosbre g ity Stupned by that loud and dreadful sound,
boat, ich sky and ocean smote,
Like one that hath been seven days drowned
My body lay afloat;
But swift as dreams, myself I found
Within the Pilot’s boat.

Upon the whirl, where sank the ship,
The boat spun round and round;
And all was still, save that the hill
Was telling of the sound.

I moved my lips—the Pilot shrieked
And fell down in a fit;

The holy Hermit raised his eyes,
And prayed where he did sit.

I took the oars: the Pilot’s boy,

Who now doth crazy go,

Laughed loud and long, and all the while
His eyes went to and fro.

“Ha! ha!” quoth he, “full plain I see,

The Devil knows how to row.”

And now, all in my own countree,
I stood on the firm land!

5. Clump of ivy.
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THE RIME OF THE ANCIENT MARINER

The Hermit stepped forth from the boat,
And scarcely he could stand.

° '"
ancient Mariner “() shrieve me, shrieve me,® h;)ly man!
1o dhieve T he Hermit crossed his brow.

“Say quick,” quoth he, “I bid thee say—

What manner of man art thou?”

Forthwith this frame of mine was wrenched
With a woful agony,

Which forced me to begin my tale;

And then it left me free.

andanon  Since then, at an uncertain hour,
g That agony returns:

himto — And till my ghastly tale is told,
This heart within me burns.

I pass, like night, from land to land;
I have strange power of speech;
That moment that his face I see,

I know the man that must hear me:
To him my tale I teach.

What loud uproar bursts from that door!
The wedding-guests are there: .

But in the garden-bower the bride

And bride-maids singing are:

And hark the little vesper bell,

Which biddeth me to prayer!

O Wedding-Guest! this soul hath been
Alone on a wide wide sea:

So lonely 'twas, that God himself
Scarce seemed there to be.

O sweeter than the marriage-feast,
"Tis sweeter far to me,

To walk together to the kirk

With a goodly company!—

To walk together to the kirk,

And all together pray,

While eaci to his great Father bequ,
Old men, and babes, and loving friends,
And youths and maidens gay!

kb his  Farewell, farewell! but this I tell
R To thee, thou Wedding-Guest!
Jod  He prayeth well, who loveth well

Both man and bird and beast.

fession and grant me absolution.
d Tgecloi:n of the cross on his forehead.
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He prayeth best, who loveth best
All things both great and small;

For the dear God who loveth us,
He made and loveth all.8

615

The Mariner, whose eye is bright,
Whose beard with age is hoar,

Is gone: and now the Wedding-Guest 620
Turned from the bridegroom’s door.

He went like one that hath been stunned,
And is of sense forlorn:®

A sadder and a wiser man,

He rose the morrow morn. 625

1797 7 1798, 1817

Kubla Khan
Or, A Vision in a Dream. A Fragment

In' the summer of the year 1797, the Author, then in ill health, had retired to
a lonely farm house between Porlock and Linton, on the Exmoor confines of
Somerset and Devonshire. In consequence of a slight indisposition, an ano-
dyne had been prescribed, from the effect of which he fell asleep in his chair
at the moment that he was reading the following sentence, or words of the
same substance, in Purchas's Pilgrimage: “Here the Khan Kubla commanded
a palace to be built, and a stately garden thereunto: and thus ten miles of
fertile ground were inclosed with a wall.? The author continued for about
three hours in a profound sleep, at least of the external senses,® during which
time he has the most vivid confidence, that he could not have composed
less than from two to three hundred lines: if that indeed can be called com-
position in which all the images rose up before him as things, with a parallel
production of the correspondent expressions, without any sensation or con-
sciousness of effort. On awaking he appeared to himself to have a distinct
recollection of the whole, and taking his pen, ink, and paper, instantly and
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sagerly wrote down the lines that are here preserved. At this moment he was

fortunately called out by a person on business from Porlock, and detained

v him above an hour, and on his return to l:xis room, found, to his no ;r:;'all
k srise and mortification, that though he St-ll.l retained some vague an m}
ecollection of the general purport of the vision, yet, wntl:l the ey:;:eptlol;i ](:e
e eight or ten scattered lines and images, a!l the rest he}al ‘l:l)a;’sse awz:ybllt
he images on the surface of a stream into which a stone had been cast, but,
1as! without the after restoration of the latter:

Then all the charm

Is broken—all that phantom-world so fair

Vanishes, and a thousand circlets spread, .

And each mis-shape[s] the other. Stay aw:hlle,

Poor youth! who scarcely dar’st lift up thine eyes—

The stream will soon renew its smoothness, soon

The visions will return! And lo! he stays,

And soon the fragments dim of lovely forms

Come trembling back, unite, and now once more

| becomes a mirror. i

Ak po[ci:rom Coleridge’s The Picture; or, the Lover’s Resolution,

lines 91-100]

e ill surviving recollections in his mind, the Author l?as fre-
u erfll;‘l);n pltll:;:sted to ﬁnishgfor himself what had been'originally, as it were,
iven to him. ADplov &diov Gow:* but the to-morrow is yet to come;i.ff .
" As a contrast to this vision, I have annexed a fragrr!ent of a very 51 (leg;rg
acter, describing with equal fidelity the dream of pain and disease.’—1816.

In Xanadu did Kubla Khan
A stately pleasure-dome decree:
Where Alph,® the sacred river, ran
Through caverns measureless to man
5 Down to a sunless sea.
So twice five miles of fertile ground
With walls and towers were girdled r(?und: :
And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills
Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree;
10 And here were forests ancient as the hills,

8. Coleridge said in 1830, answering the objec-
tion of the poet Anna Barbauld that the poem
“lacked a moral”; “I told her that in my own judg-
ment the poem had too much; and that the only,
or chief fault, if I might say so, was the obtrusion
of the moral sentiment so openly on the reader as
a principle or cause of action in a work of pure
imagination. It ought to have had no more moral
than the Arabian Nights' tale of the merchant’s
sitting down to eat dates by the side of a well and
throwing the shells aside, and lo! a genie starts
up and says he must kill the aforesaid merchant
because one of the date shells had, it seems, put
out the eye of the genie's son.”

9. Bereft.

1. In the texts of 1816-29, this note n with
an additional short paragraph: “The ollowing
fragment is here published at the request of a poet
of great and deserved celebrity, and, as far as the
Author’s own opinions are concerned, rather as a
psychological curiosity, than on the ground of any

supposed poetic merits.” The “poet of . . . celeb-
rity” was Lord Byron.

2. “In Xamdu did Cublai Can build a stately Pal-
ace, encompassing sixteene miles of plaine ground
with a wall, wherein are fertile Meddowes, pleas-
ant Springs, delightfull Streames, and all sorts of
beasts of chase and game, and in the middest
thereof a sumptuous house of pleasure, which
may be removed from place to place.” From Sam-
uel Purchas's book of travelers' tales, Purchas his
Pilgrimage (1613). The historical Kublai Khan
founded the Mongol dynasty in China in the 13th
century.

3. In a note on a manuscript copy of “Kubla Khan,”
Coleridge gave a more precise account of the nature
of this “sleep™ “This fragment with a good deal
more, not recoverable, composed, in a sort of rev-
erie brought on by two grains of opium, taken to
check a dysentery, at a farmhouse between Porlock
and Linton, a quarter of a mile from Culbone
Church, in the fall of the year, 1797.”

Enfolding sunny spots of greenery.

But oh! that deep romantic chasm which sla'nted
Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover!
A savage place! as holy and enchanted

15 As e'er beneath a waning moon was haunted
By woman wailing for her demon-lover! .
And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething,

P o i gl fo
1 shall sing a sweeter song tomorrow (Greek; demonic inspiration is much more than a me

C: T itus’s Idyls 1.145). “psychological curiosi(!."_ n

A I‘::‘:n{::f é:ol:r::i:;: nssycrlions in this pref- 5. Colerigge refers to “The Pains l:)f SIceA|>l. v
have been debated by critics: whether the poem 6. Deriﬁed probabl‘y" fr;.amithe Sree“:iv\:;ters s

: i tu- which flows into the lonian Sea. t )

Il mpoud'm v 1:17: Zdor:l:t;';r o‘;)ei::ve\rretv:?i:.nccven fabled to rise again in Sicily as the fountain of Are

thether it is a fragment or in fact is complete. All thusa.

critics agree, however, that this visionary poem of
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7. Apparently a reminiscence of Milton's Paradise
Lost 4.280-82: “where Abassin Kings their issue
guard / Mount Amara (though this
posed / True Paradise) under the Ethiop line.”

8. A magic ritual, to protect the inspired poet
from intrusion.

T — T ——
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As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing
A mighty fountain momently was forced: 1
Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst

Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail

Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher's flail:
And 'mid these dancing rocks at once and ever

It flung up momently the sacred river.

Five miles meandering with a mazy motion
Through wood and dale the sacred river ran,
Then reached the caverns measureless to man
And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean: :
And 'mid this tumult Kubla heard from far
Ancestral voices prophesying war!

The shadow of the dome of pleasure
Floated midway on the waves;
Where was heard the mingled measure
From the fountain and the caves.

It was a miracle of rare device,

A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of jce!

A damsel with a dulcimer

In a vision once I saw:

It was an Abyssinian maid,

And on her dulcimer she played,

Singing of Mount Abora.”

Could I revive within me

Her symphony and song,

To such a deep delight twould win me
That with music loud and long, ’
I would build that dome in air,

That sunny dome! those caves of jce!

And all who heard should see them there
And all should cry, Beware! Beware! ,
His flashing eyes, his floating hair!
Weave a circle round him thrice,®

And close your eyes with holy dread,

For he on honey-dew hath fed,

And drunk the milk of Paradise.’

1816

9. Lines 50ff. echo in part the description, in Pla-
10's lon 533-34, of inspired poets, who are “like
Bacchic maidens who smw milk and honey from
the rivers when they are under the influence of
D:or:’y:us but not wl they are in their right
mind.

some sup-
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Christabel
Preface

[he first part of the following poem was written in the year 1797, at Stowey,
n the county of Somerset. The second part, after my return from Germany,
the year 1800, at Keswick, Cumberland. It is probable, that if the poem
ad been finished at either of the former periods, or if even the first and
econd part had been published in the year 1800, the impression of its origi-
ality would have been much greater than I dare at present expect. But for
his, | have only my own indolence to blame. The dates are mentioned for the
clusive purpose of precluding charges of plagiarism or servile imitation
om myself. For there is amongst us a set of critics, who seem to hold, that
possible thought and image is traditional; who have no notion that
iere are such things as fountains in the world, small as well as great; and
ho would therefore charitably derive every rill they behold flowing, from a
erforation made in some other man’s tank. I am confident, however, that as
r as the present poem is concerned, the celebrated poets® whose writings
might be suspected of having imitated, either in particular passages, or in
he tone and the spirit of the whole, would be among the first to vindicate

from the charge, and who, on any striking coincidence, would permit me
p address them in this doggerel version of two monkish Latin hexameters.

Tis mine and it is likewise yours;
But an if this will not do;
Let it be mine, good friend! for I
Am the poorer of the two.

e only to add, that the metre of the Christabel is not, properly speaking,
regular, though it may seem so from its being founded on a new principle:
namely, that of counting in each line the accents, not the syllables.* Though
latter may vary from seven to twelve, yet in each line the accents will be
d to be only four. Nevertheless this occasional variation in number of syl-
les is not introduced wantonly, or for the mere ends of convenience, but in

espondence with some transition, in the nature of the imagery or passion.

Part 1

"Tis the middle of night by the castle clock,
And the owls have awakened the crowing cock;
Tu—whit!—Tu—whoo!

in manuscript. Coleridge has in mind Scott's Lay
of the Last Minstrel (1805) and Byron's Siege of
Corinth (1816), which showed the influence of
Christabel, especially in their meter.

3. Much of the older English versification, fol-
lowing the example of Anglo-Saxon poetry, had
been based on stress, or “accent,” and some of it
shows as much freedom in varying the number of
syllables as does Christabel. The poem, however,
is a radical departure from the theory and prac-
tice of versification in the 18th century, which
had been based on a recurrent number of sylla-
bles in each line.

« Coleridge had planned to publish Christabel
N the 2nd edition of Lyrical Ballads (1800) but
d not been able to complete the poem. When
stabel was finally published in 1816 in its
Fesent fragmentary state, he still hoped to finish
for the Preface contained this sentence (deleted
the edition of 1834): “But as, in my very first
dnception of the tale, I had the whole present to
¥ mind, with the wholeness, no less than with
he liveliness of a vision; I trust that I shall be
ble to embody in verse the three parts yet to
bme, in the course of the present year.”
Sir Walter Scott and Byron, who had
d and admired Christabel while it circulated
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And hark, again! the crowing cock,
How drowsily it crew.

w

Sir Leoline, the Baron rich,
Hath a toothless mastiff bitch;
From her kennel beneath the rock
She maketh answer to the clock,
10 Four for the quarters, and twelve for the hour;
Ever and aye,’ by shine and shower,
Sixteen short howls, not over loud;
Some say, she sees my lady’s shroud.

Is the night chilly and dark>
15 The night is chilly, but not dark.
The thin gray cloud is spread on high,
It covers but not hides the sky.
The moon is behind, and at the full;
And yet she looks both small and dull.
20 The night is chill, the cloud is gray:
"Tis a month before the month of May,
And the Spring comes slowly up this way.

The lovely lady, Christabel,
_ hom her father loves so well,
25 What makes her in the wood so late,
A furlong from the castle gate?
She had dreams all yesternight
Of her own betrothed knight;
And she in the midnight wood will pray
30 For the weal® of her lover that's far away.

She stole along, she nothing spoke,
The sighs she heaved were soft and low,
And naught was green upon the oak,
But moss and rarest mistletoe:*

35 She kneels beneath the huge oak tree,
And in silence prayeth she.

The lady sprang up suddenly,
The lovely lady, Christabel!
It moaned as near, as near can be,
40 But what it is, she cannot tel],—
On the other side it seems to be,
Of the huge, broad-breasted, old oak tree.

The night is chill; the forest bare;

Is it the wind that moaneth bleak?
s There is not wind enough in the air

To move away the ringlet curl

From the lovely lady’s cheek—

There is not wind enough to twirl

always

well-being

4. In Celtic Britain the mistletoe (a parasitic plant) had been held in veneration when it was found

growing—as it rarely does—on an oak tree. (Its usual host is the apple tree.)

CHRISTABEL

The one red leaf, the last of its.clan,

so That dances as often as darrce it can,
Hanging so light, and hanging so high, »
On the topmost twig that looks up at the sky.

Hush, beating heart of Christabel!
Jesu, Maria, shield her well!
55 She folded her arms beneath her cloak,
And stole to the other side of the oak.
What sees she there?

There she sees a damsel bright,
Drest in a silken robe of white,

60 That shadowy in the moonlight shone:
The neck that made that white robe wan,
Her stately neck, and arms were bare;
Her blue-veined feet unsandal’d were,
And wildly glittered here and ?here

es The gems entangled in her hair.

I guess, 'twas frightful there to see
A lady so richly clad as she—
Beautiful exceedingly!

”
“Mary mother, save me now!

70 (Said Christabel,) “And who art thou?”

The lady strange made answer meet,

And her voice was faint and sweet:—

“Have pity on my sore distrgss,

I scarce can speak for weariness: &
Stretch forth thy hand, and have no fear."

Said Christabel, “How cam’st thqu here?

And the lady, whose voice was faint and sweet,
Did thus pursue her answer meet:—

7

o

“My sire is of a noble line,
80 And my name is Geraldine:
Five warriors seized me yestermorn,
Me, even me, a maid forlorn: !
They choked my cries with force and fright,
And tied me on a palfrey white.
5 The palfrey was as fleet as u'/ind.
And they rode furiously behind. ;
They spurred amain ® their steeds were white:
And once we crossed the shade of night.
As sure as Heaven shall rescue me,
% I have no thought what men they be;
Nor do I know how long it is
(For I have lain entranced I wis®)
Since one, the tallest of the five,
Took me from the palfrey’s back,

I believe (Coleridge's misinternretation of the Middle Exnalick adusek <sda

| 469

appropriate

at top speed

S o 0 A



CHRISTABEL | 471
470 | SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE

9% A weary woman, scarce alive.

Some muttered words his comrades spoke:
He placed me underneath this oak;
He swore they would return with haste;
Whither they went I cannot tell—

100 I thought I heard, some minutes past,
Sounds as of a castle bell.
Stretch forth thy hand” (thus ended she),
“And help a wretched maid to flee.”

“I cannot speak for WFarinfess." 5
So free from danger, ree from fear,
They crossed the court: right glad they were.

145 Outside her kennel the ma§tiff old
Lay fast asleep, in moonshine cold.
The mastiff old did not awake, :
Yet she an angry moan did.mal.te.
And what can ail the mastiff bitch?
Never till now she uttered yell

150 :
Then Christabel stretched forth her hand Beneath the eye of Christabel.

105 And comforted fair Geraldine: Perhaps it is the owlet’s scritch:

. 1 i ?
“O well, bright dame! may you command ! For what can ail the mastiff bitch?
The service of Sir Leoline; '

And gladly our stout chivalry

Will he send forth and friends withal 155
1o To guide and guard you safe and free

Home to your noble father’s hall.”

They passed the hall, tbﬁs echoes still,
ightly as you will! .

'll)’?lsesl?:alrfls vzlere glat, the branfis were dying,
Amid their own white ashes lying;
But when the lady passed, there came
A tongue of light, a fit of ﬂar‘ne;
160 And Christabell saw thehlac:l})]' :r:l);;,

ing else saw she A .
g:iqﬁzhl:ogs of the shield of .Sir L.eolme tallll,
Which hung in a murky old niche in the wall.
“O softly tread,” said Christabel,”
“My father seldom sleepeth well.

She rose: and forth with steps they passed
That strove to be, and were not, fast.
Her gracious stars the lady blest,
115 And thus spake on sweet Christabel:
“All our household are at rest,
The hall as silent as the cell;® of a monaster,
Sir Leoline is weak in health, — 165
And may not well awakened be,
120 But we will move as if in stealth,
And I beseech your courtesy,
This night, to share your couch with me.”

Sweet Christabel her feet. doth bare,

And, jealous of the listening air, .
They steal their way from stair to stair,
Now in glimmer, and now in ’gloom,

And now they pass the Baron’s rooT,

As still as death with stifled breath! ;
And now have reached her chamber door;
And now doth Geraldine press down

The rushes’ of the chamber floor.

They crossed the moat, and Christabel 170
Took the key that fitted well;
125 A little door she opened straight,
All'in the middle of the gate;
The gate that was ironed within and without,
Where an army in battle array had marched out.
The lady sank, belike through pain,
130 And Christabel with might and main
Lifted her up, a weary weight,
Over the threshold of the gate:$
Then the lady rose again,
And moved, as she were not in pain.

175 The moon shines dim in the open air,
And not a moonbeam enters here.
But they without its light can see
The chamber carved so curiously,
Carved with figures strange and. sweet,
180 All made out of the carver’s brain,
For a lady’s chamber meet: i
The lamp with twofold silver chain
Is fastened to an angel’s feet.

135 So free from danger, free from fear,
They crossed the court: right glad they were.
And Christabel devoutly cried
To the Lady by her side;
“Praise we the Virgin all divine

140 Who hath rescued thee from thy distress!”
“Alas, alas!” said Geraldine,

The silver lamp burns dead“and. dim;
Christabel the lamp wi trim,
P gll:ot: tri:nl:ned the lamp, and made it bright,
And left it swinging to and fro,

6. According to legend, a witch cannot cross the threshold by her own power because it has been
blessed against evil spirits.

Often used as a floor covering in the Middle Ages.
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8. Shakespeare's Macheth 1.3.22. “Wandering™ term that could designate a fit of hysteria.
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While Geraldine, in wretched plight,
Sank down upon the floor below.

“O weary lady, Geraldine,

I pray you, drink this cordial wine!
It is a wine of virtuous powers;

My mother made it of wild flowers.”

“And will your mother pity me,

Who am a maiden most forlorn?”
Christabel answered—“Woe is me!
She died the hour that I was born.

I have heard the grey-haired friar tell
How on her death-bed she did say,
That she should hear the castle-bell
Strike twelve upon my wedding day.
O mother dear! that thou wert here!”
“I would,” said Geraldine, “she were!”

’

But soon with altered voice, said she—

“Off, wandering mother! Peak and pine!®

I have power to bid thee flee.”

Alas! what ails poor Geraldine?

Why stares she with unsettled eye?
Can she the bodiless dead espy?

And why with hollow voice cries she,
“Off, woman, off! this hour is mine—
Though thou her guardian spirit be,
Off, woman, off! 'tis given to me.”

Then Christabel knelt by the lady’s side,
And raised to heaven her eyes so blue—
“Alas!” said she, “this ghastly ride—
Dear lady! it hath wildered you!”

The lady wiped her moist cold brow,
And faintly said, “’tis over now!”

Again the wild-flower wine she drank:
Her fair large eyes 'gan glitter bright,
And from the floor whereon she sank,
The lofty lady stood upright;

She was most beautiful to see,

Like a lady of a far countrée.

And thus the lofty lady spake—

“All they who live in the upper sky,
Do love you, holy Christabel!

And you love them, and for their sake
And for the good which me befell,
Even I in my degree will try,

Fair maiden, to requite you well.

CHRISTABEL

But now unrobe yourself; for I
. s n
Must pray, ere yet in bed I lie.

Quoth Christabel, “So let it be!”
And as the lady bade, did she.
Her gentle limbs did she undress,
And lay down in her loveliness.

But through her brain of weal and woe
So many thoughts moved to and fro,
That vain it were her lids to close;

So half-way from the bed she rose,
And on her elbow did recline

To look at the lady Geraldine.

Beneath the lamp the lady bowed,

And slowly rolled her eyes around;
Then drawing in her breath aloud,
Like one that shuddered, she unbound
The cincture® from beneath her breast:
Her silken robe, and inner vest,
Dropt to her feet, and full in view,
Behold! her bosom and half her side
A sight to dream of, not to tell!

O shield her! shield sweet Christabel!®

Yet Geraldine nor speaks nor stirs;
Ah! what a stricken look was hers!
Deep from within she seems half-way
To lift some weight with sick assay,’
And eyes the maid and seeks delay;
Then suddenly as one defied
Collects herself in scorn and pride,
And lay down by the maiden’s side!—
And in her arms the maid she took,
Ah well-a-day!

And with low voice and doleful look
These words did say:
“In the touch of this bosom there worketh a spell,
Which is lord of thy utterance, Christabel!
Thou knowest to-night, and wilt know to-morrow
This mark of my shame, this seal of my sorrow;

But vainly thou warrest,

For this is alone in
Thy power to declare,
That in the dim forest

Thou heard’st a low moaning,

And found’st a bright lady, surpassingly fair:
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And didst bring her home with thee in love and in charity,

To shield her and shelter her from the damp air.”
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The Conclusion to Part | 325 Comes back and tingle_s in her feet.
y No doubt, she hath a vision sweet.
¥h“'1? :; l(gﬁl)" s:gbhtl to ;ee ; What if her guardian spirit twere?>
280 W ¢ lady ) nsmh € ‘]3 e’l: she What if she knew he.r n.10ther near:
as praying at the old oak tree. But this she knows, in joys ar.ld woes,
Amid the jagged shadows 330 That saints will aid if men will call:
Knecime e ) For the blue sky bends over all
oonlight,
285 To make her gentle vows;
Her slender palms together prest, Part 2
Heaving sometimes on her breast; “Each matin bell,” the Baron saith,
e esigned 0 bis o e Kl s bk 03 wordof e
y LT These words Sir Leoline first said,
290 Andhbol:h blue ﬁyes more bright than clear, When he rose and found his lady dead:
Each about to have a tear. These words Sir Leoline will say,
. . ]
With open eyes (ah woe s me!) L el X
Qs'e?p‘"andd drea'mmg fe? rf}'"y‘ And hence the custom and' law l;egan,
Dreaming thacalecll WHLE R i sl
2 » S lls t eavy bell,
O sorrow and shame! Can this be she, gyeoail:ll);'(ﬁ-lt‘y i)eafis musyt tell*
Ihz lla(liy,hWh? kl?elt ?t }t}he O}I,d oak tree? Between each stroke—a warning knell,
That holds the matden b o s et g o oo i
: t ndermere.
300 Seems to slumber still and mild, e gk b
As a mother with her child. Saith Bracy the bard, “So let it knell!
d sacristan
Astar hath set, a star hath risen, gtr:ﬂ Le(:ut:tea;:]:i?]'y as he can!
. ! ‘ etween.
305 O Geraldine! one hour was thine— As well g“lul}’).tl?ismgew“ch»s Lair Peak
Thou’st had thy will! By tairn' and rill, R ’

And Dungeon-ghyll® so foully rent,
With ropes of rock and bells of air
Three sinful sextons’ ghosts are pent,
Who all give back, one after t'other,
The death-note to their living brother;
And oft too, by the knell offended,
Just as their one! two! three! is ended,
The devil mocks the doleful tale
With a merry peal from Borodale.”

The night-birds all that hour were still.

But now they are jubilant anew,

From cliff and tower, tu—whoo! tu—whoo!
310 Tu—whoo! tu—whoo! from wood and fel]!2

And see! the lady Christabel

Gathers herself from out her trance:

Her limbs relax, her countenance

Grows sad and soft: the smooth thin lids
315 Close o'er her eyes; and tears she sheds—

Large tears that leave the lashes bright!

And oft the while she seems to smile

As infants at a sudden light!

Yea, she doth smile, and she doth weep,
320 Like a youthful hermitess,

Beauteous in a wilderness,

Who, praying always, prays in sleep.

And, if she move unquietly,

Perchance, 'tis but the blood so free,

The air is still! through mist and cloud
That merry peal comes ringing loud;

- And Geraldine shakes off her dread,
And rises lightly from the bed;
Puts on her silken vestments white, :
And tricks her hair in lovely plight,® plait
And nothing doubting of her spell

q i . es and ri 5. These and the following names are of locali-
Chnr:h gtk wiicdigs the graves KIS ties lnelhe English Lake District.
1. Tarn, a mountain pool Pray ;vhile “telling” (keeping count on) the 6. Ravine forming the bed of a stream.,

2. Elevated moor, or hill,



476

370

380

385

390

395

400

405

410

SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGF

Awakens the lady Christabel.
“Sleep you, sweet lady Christabel?
I trust that you have rested well.”

And Christabel awoke and spied

The same who lay down by her side—
O rather say, the same whom she
Raised up beneath the old oak tree!
Nay, fairer yet! and yet more fair!

For she belike hath drunken deep

Of all the blessedness of sleep!

And while she spake, her looks, her air
Such gentle thankfulness declare,
That (so it seemed) her girded vests
Grew tight beneath her heaving breasts.
“Sure I have sinned!” said Christabel,
“Now heaven be praised if all be well!”
And in low faltering tones, yet sweet,
Did she the lofty lady greet

With such perplexity of mind

As dreams too lively leave behind.

So quickly she rose, and quickly arrayed
Her maiden limbs, and having prayed
That He, who on the cross did groan,
Might wash away her sins unknown,
She forthwith led fair Geraldine

To meet her sire, Sir Leoline.

The lovely maid and the lady tall

Are pacing both into the hall,

And pacing on through page and groom,
Enter the Baron’s presence room.

The Baron rose, and while he prest
His gentle daughter to his breast,
With cheerful wonder in his eyes
The lady Geraldine espies,

And gave such welcome to the same,
As might beseem so bright a dame!

But when he heard the lady’s tale,
And when she told her father’s name,
Why waxed Sir Leoline so pale,
Murmuring o'er the name again,
Lord Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine?

Alas! they had been friends in youth;

But whispering tongues can poison truth;
And constancy lives in realms above;
And life is thorny; and youth is vain;

And to be wroth with one we love,
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Doth work like madness in the brain.
And thus it chanced, as I divine, '
With Roland and Sir Leoline.

Each spake words of high disdain

And insult to his heart’s best brother:
They parted—ne’er to meet again!

But never either found another

To free the hollow heart from paining—
They stood aloof, the scars remaining,
Like cliffs which had been rent asunder;
A dreary sea now flows between;—

But neither heat, nor frost, nor thunder,
Shall wholly do away, I ween,

The marks of that which once hath been.

Sir Leoline, a moment’s space,

Stood gazing on the damsel’s face:
And the youthful Lord of Tryermaine
Came back upon his heart again.

O then the Baron forgot his age,

His noble heart swelled high with rage;

He swore by the wounds in Jesu’s side,

He would proclaim it far and wide

With trump and solemn heraldry,

That they who thus had wronged the dame,
Were base as spotted infamy!

“And if they dare deny the same,

My herald shall appoint a week,

And let the recreant traitors seek

My tourney court’—that there and then

I may dislodge their reptile souls

From the bodies and forms of men!”

He spake: his eye in lightning rolls!

For the lady was ruthlessly seized; and he kenned
In the beautiful lady the child of his friend!

And now the tears were on his face,

And fondly in his arms he took

Fair Geraldine, who met the embrace,
Prolonging it with joyous look.

Which when she viewed, a vision fell

Upon the soul of Christabel,

The vision of fear, the touch and pain!

She shrunk and shuddered, and saw again—
(Ah, woe is me! Was it for thee,

Thou gentle maid! such sights to see?)
Again she saw that bosom old,

Again she felt that bosom cold,

And drew in her breath with a hissing sound:

. Arena for tournaments.
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460 Whereat t.he Knight turned wildly round,
Aqd nothing saw, but his own sweet maid
With eyes upraised, as one that prayed.

The touch, the sight, had passed away,

And in its stead that vision blest, ;
465 Which comforted her after-rest,

While in the lady’s arms she lay,

Had put a rapture in her breast,

And on her lips and o'er her eyes

Spread smiles like light!

With new i

70 “What ails then my beloved child?iurpnse’

The Baron said—His daughter mild

Made answer, “All will yet be well!”

I ween, she had no power to tell

Aught else: so mighty was the spell.

475 Yet he, who saw this Geraldine,
Had deemed her sure a thing divine.
Such sorrow with such grace she blended
As if she feared, she had offended ‘
Sweet Christabel, that gentle maid!

480 And with such lowly tones she prayed
She might be sent without delay :
Home to her father's mansion.

“Nay!

‘I‘\Jay, by my soul!” said Leoline. {

Ho! Bracy, the bard, the charge be thine!
485 f\;odtho;:, with music sweet and loud,
nd take two steeds with trappings pro

And take the youth whom thgg logv’s? beus(ti’
To bear thy harp, and learn thy song
And clothe you both in solemn vest,

490 And over the mountains haste aloné,
Lest wandering folk, that are abroad,
Detain you on the valley road.
And when he has crossed the Irthing flood
My merry bard! he hastes, he hastes :

495 Up Knorren Moor, through Halegarth Wood
And' reaches soon that castle good ’
Which stands and threatens Scotland’s wastes.

Bard Bracy! bard Bracy! your horses are fleet

Ye must ride up the hall, your music so sweet.
500 More loud than your horses’ echoing feet! ’

And loud and loud to Lord Roland call,

Thy daughter is safe in Langdale hall!

T!]y beautiful daughter is safe and free—

Sir Leoline greets thee thus through me.
sos He bids thee come without delay

With all thy numerous array;

And take thy lovely daughter home:

CHRISTABEL

And he will meet thee on the way
With all his numerous array ;
White with their panting palfreys’ foam:
And by mine honour! I will say,

That I repent me of the day

When I spake words of fierce disdain
To Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine!—
—_For since that evil hour hath flown,
Many a summer’s sun hath shone;

Yet ne'er found 1 a friend again

Like Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine.”

The lady fell, and clasped his knees,
Her face upraised, her eyes o'erflowing;
And Bracy replied, with faltering voice,
His gracious hail on all bestowing!—
“Thy words, thou sire of Christabel,
Are sweeter than my harp can tell;
Yet might I gain a boon of thee,
This day my journey should not be,
So strange a dream hath come to me;
That 1 had vowed with music loud
To clear yon wood from thing unblest,
Warned by a vision in my rest!
For in my sleep I saw that dove,
That gentle bird, whom thou dost love,
And call’st by thy own daughter’s name—
Sir Leoline! I saw the same
Fluttering, and uttering fearful moan,
Among the green herbs in the forest alone.
Which when I saw and when I heard,
I wonder'd what might ail the bird;
For nothing near it could I see,

“And in my dream methought I went
To search out what might there be found;
And what the sweet bird’s trouble meant,
That thus lay fluttering on the ground.

I went and peered, and could descry

No cause for her distressful cry;

But yet for her dear lady’s sake

I stooped, methought, the dove to take,
When lo! I saw a bright green snake
Coiled around its wings and neck,
Green as the herbs on which it couched,
Close by the dove’s its head it crouched;
And with the dove it heaves and stirs,
Swelling its neck as she swelled hers!

I woke; it was the midnight hour,

The clock was echoing in the tower;

But though my slumber was gone by,
This dream it would not pass away—

Save the grass and green herbs underneath the old tree.
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It seems to live upon my eye!

And thence I vowed this self-same day,
With music strong and saintly song

To wander through the forest bare,
Lest aught unholy loiter there.”

Thus Bracy said: the Baron, the while,
Half-listening heard him with a smile;
Then turned to Lady Geraldine,

His eyes made up of wonder and love;
And said in courtly accents fine,

“Sweet maid, Lord Roland’s beauteous dove,
With arms more strong than harp or song,
Thy sire and I will crush the snake!”

He kissed her forehead as he spake,

And Geraldine, in maiden wise,®

Casting down her large bright eyes,

With blushing cheek and courtesy fine
She turned her from Sir Leoline;

Softly gathering up her train,

That o'er her right arm fell again;

And folded her arms across her chest,

And couched her head upon her breast,
And looked askance at Christabel—

Jesu Maria, shield her well!

A snake’s small eye blinks dull and shy,
And the lady’s eyes they shrunk in her head,
Each shrunk up to a serpent’s eye,

And with somewhat of malice, and more of dread,

At Christabel she looked askance!—
One moment—and the sight was fled!
But Christabel in dizzy trance
Stumbling on the unsteady ground
Shuddered aloud, with a hissing sound;
And Geraldine again turned round,
And like a thing, that sought relief,
Full of wonder and full of grief,

She rolled her large bright eyes divine
Wildly on Sir Leoline.

The maid, alas! her thoughts are gone,
She nothing sees—no sight but one!
The maid, devoid of guile and sin,

I know not how, in fearful wise

So deeply had she drunken in

That look, those shrunken serpent eyes,
That all her features were resigned

To this sole image in her mind;

And passively did imitate

That look of dull and treacherous hate!
And thus she stood, in dizzy trance,
Still picturing that look askance

With forced unconscione evmnathv

CHRISTABEL

Full before her father’s view
As far as such a look could be,

In eyes so innocent and blue! :
And when the trance was o'er, the maid
Paused awhile, and inly prayed:

Then falling at the Baron’s feet,

“By my mother’s soul do I entreat b
That thou this woman send away!

She said: and more she could not say:
For what she knew she could not tell,

«20 O'er-mastered by the mighty spell.

Why is thy cheek so wan and wild,
Sir Leoline? Thy only child :
Lies at thy feet, thy joy, thy pride,
So fair, so innocent, so mild;
The same, for whom thy lady died!
O by the pangs of her dear mother
Think thou no evil of thy child!
For her, and thee, and for no other,
She prayed the moment ere she died:.
Prayed that the babe for whom she dl(?d,'
Might prove her dear lord’s joy and pl.'lde.
That prayer her deadly pangs beguiled,
Sir Leoline! i
And wouldst thou wrong thy only child,
Her child and thine?

Within the Baron's heart and brain

If thoughts, like these, had any sh.are,
They only swelled his rage and pain,

And did but work confusion there.

His heart was cleft with pain and rage, {
His cheeks they quivered, his eyes were wild,
Dishonoured thus in his old age;
Dishonoured by his only child,

And all his hospitality '

To the wrong'd daughter of his friend

By more than woman’s jealousy

Brought thus to a disgraceful end—

He rolled his eye with stern regard

Upon the gentle minstrel bard,

And said in tones abrupt, austere—
“Why, Bracy! dost thou loiter here?

I bade thee hence!” The bard obeyed;
And turning from his own sweet maid,
The aged knight, Sir Leoline,

Led forth the lady Geraldine!

The Conclusion to Part 2

A little child, a limber e:::,
Singing, dancing to itself,
A fagirvgthing with red round cheeks,
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That always finds, and

Makes such a vision to rtl}elze:i sszs’

As fills a father’s eyes with ligght-

And pleasures flow in so thick and fast

Il\Jllpo? his jleart, that he at last

ust needs express his love”

665 With words of unmeant bit(:esr:;cszss
Perhaps 'tis pretty to force togethe;'
Thoughts so all unlike each other:

To mutter and mock a broken cha;'m
To dally with wrong that does no har‘m

670 Perhaps 'tis tender too and pretty .
At each wild word to feel within
A sweet recoil of love and pity.
ng what, if in a world of sin

sorrow and shame sh i
675 guch giddliiness of heart :::f btl!:llisnbe giia
omes seldom save fr i
So talks as it's most u:er:‘i :‘28;0*-1"‘] o

1798-1800
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Frost at Midnight!

The frost performs its secret ministry.
gnhelped by any wind. The owlet’s cr‘y
T::nie losld—and hark, again! loud as before.
s nmates of my cottage, all at rest,
ave left me to that solitude, which suits
Abstruser musings: save that at my side
!\'Iy cradled infant slumbers peacefully.
Tis calm indeed! so calm, that it distu;'bs
And vexes meditation with its strange
10 Anfi extreme silentness. Sea, hill, and wood
T"!IS populous village! Sea, and hill, and wood
With :.all the numberless goings on of life :
Eaudlble as dreams! the thin blue flame
3 Olci; on my low burnt fire, and quivers not;
Inly that film,? which fluttered on the gr t
Still f!utters there, the sole unquiet thing s
M.ethlpks., its motion in this hush of natﬁ're
lee.s it dim sympathies with me who live
Making it a companionable form, :

l. The scene is Coleridge”

. Ti ¢ ge's cott N
Sl:mney; the infant in line 7 is hi‘;g:o:(”l::::wr
12 eln agtlrld seventeen months. "y

« In all parts of the kingdom th:

:::::adl n;lmgers :nd supposed loc;cor?:rl::ls :l::
arrival of some absent friend [Coleridge

:I!I:h ﬁlm is n})ic‘cc of soot fluttering g:slh'::n;:l]r
WA ;‘ grate. Cf. Cowper’s The Task 4.292-95, in
ich the poet describes how, dreaming before

in the view / Of supersti
T'hough still deccﬁfcr;.l :
approach.” Several editions of
were advertised on the verso
E,olcridge's text in the 1798
Frost at Midnight” was first published.
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the parlor fire, he watches “The
997 :

play upon the bars, / Pendulous nnd(¥oﬂzzd(it::l-
tion prophesying still,
some stranger’s near
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of the last page of
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eridge was born at Ottery St. Mary, Dev-
re, but went to school in London, begin-
at the age of nine.

Reverend James Boyer at Coleridge's

Whose puny flaps and freaks the idling Spirit
By its own moods interprets, every where
Echo or mirror seeking of itself,

And makes a toy of Thought.

But O! how oft,
How oft, at school, with most believing mind,
Presageful, have I gazed upon the bars,
To watch that fluttering stranger! and as oft
With unclosed lids, already had I dreamt
Of my sweet birth-place,* and the old church-tower,
Whose bells, the poor man’s only music, rang
From morn to evening, all the hot Fair-day,
So sweetly, that they stirred and haunted me
With a wild pleasure, falling on mine ear
Most like articulate sounds of things to come!
So gazed I, till the soothing things I dreamt
Lulled me to sleep, and sleep prolonged my dreams!
And so I brooded all the following morn,
Awed by the stern preceptor’s* face, mine eye
Fixed with mock study on my swimming book:
Save if the door half opened, and | snatched
A hasty glance, and still my heart leaped up,
For still I hoped to see the stranger’s face,
Townsman, or aunt, or sister more beloved,
My play-mate when we both were clothed alike!®

Dear Babe, that sleepest cradled by my side,
Whose gentle breathings, heard in this deep calm,
Fill up the interspersed vacancies
And momentary pauses of the thought!

My babe so beautiful! it thrills my heart

With tender gladness, thus to look at thee,

And think that thou shalt learn far other lore
And in far other scenes! For I was reared

In the great city, pent ‘mid cloisters dim,

And saw nought lovely but the sky and stars.
But thou, my babe! shalt wander like a breeze
By lakes and sandy shores, beneath the crags
Of ancient mountain, and beneath the clouds,
Which image in their bulk both lakes and shores
And mountain crags: so shalt thou see and hear
The lovely shapes and sounds intelligible

Of that eternal language, which thy God
Utters, who from eternity doth teach

Himself in all, and all things in himself.

Great universal Teacher! he shall mould

Thy spirit, and by giving make it ask.

school, Christ's Hospital.

5. Le.. when both Coleridge and his sister Ann
still wore infant clothes, before he was deemed
old enough to be breeched.



