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NOTE.

| AM indebted throughout to The Life and Correspon-
dence of Robert Southey, edited by the Rev. C. C.
Southey, six volumes, 1850, and to Selections from
the Letters of Robert Southey, edited by J. W. Warter,
B.D., four volumes, 1856. Many other sources have
been consulted. | thank Mr. W. J. Craig for help given
in examining Southey manuscripts, and Mr. T. W. Lyster
for many valuable suggestions
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SOUTHEY.

CHAPTER 1.
CHILDHOOD.

No one of his generation lived so completely in and for
literature asdid Southey. " Heis" said Byron, " theonly
existing entire man of letters’ With him literature
served the neads both of the material life and of the life
of the intellect and imagination; it was his means of
earning daily bread, and also the means of satisfying his
highest ambitions and desres This which was true of
Southey at five-and-twenty years of age was equally true
at forty, fifty, sixty. Duringall that time he was actively
at work accumulating, arranging, and distributing know-
ledge ; no one among his contemporaries gathered so large
a store from the records of the past; no one toiled with
such steadfast devotion to enrich his age; no oneoccupied
so honourable a place in so many provinces of literature.
There is not perhaps any single work of Southey's the
loss of which would be felt by us as a capital misfortune.
But the more we condder his total work, its mass its
variety, its high excellence, the more we come to regard
it as a memorable, an extraordinary achievement.
B
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Southey himself however, stands above Waxworks. In
subject they are disconnected, and some of them appear
like huge fragments. It is the presence of one mind, one
character in all, easly recognizable by him who knows
Southey, which gives them a vital unity. We could lose
the History of Brazl, or the Peninsular War, or the Life
of Wesley, and feel that if our possessons were diminished,
we oursdvesin our inmost being had undergone no loss
which might not easily be endured. But he who hasonce
come to know Southey's vaice as the voice of a friend, so
clear, so brave, so honest, so full of boyish glee, so full of
manly tenderness, fedsthat if he heard that voiceno more
a portion of his life were gone  To make acquaintance
with the man is better than to study the subjects of his
books. In such a memoir as the present, to glance over
the contents of a hundred volumes, dealing with matters
widely remote, would be to wander upon a vast circum-
ference when we ought to strike for the centre. If the
reader come to know Southey as he read and wrotein
his library, as he rgoiced and sorrowed among his
children, ashe held hands with good old friends, as he
walked by the lakeside, or lingered to muse near some
mountain stream, as he hoped and feared for England, as
he thought of lifeand death and a future beyond the grave,
the end of this small book will have been attained.

At the age of forty-six Robert Southey wrote the first
of a sries of autobiographic sketches, his spirit was
courageous, and life had been good to him; but it needed
more than his courage to live again in remembrance with
so many of the dead; having told the story of his boy-
hood, he had not the heart to go farther. The autobio-
graphy rambles pleasantly into by-ways of old Bath and
Bristol life; at Westminster School it leaves him. So far
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we shall go along with it; for what lies beyond, a record
of Southey's career must be brought together from a mul-
titude of letters, published or still remaining in manuscript,
and from many and massy volumes in prose and verse,
which show how the industrious hours sped by,

Southey's father was a linen-draper of Bristol. Hehad
left his native fields under the Quantock hills to take
service in a London shop, but his heart suffered in its
exile. The tears were in bis eyes one day when a porter
went by carrying a bare, and the remembrance suddenly
came to him of his rural sports.  On his master's death
he took a place behind the counter of Britton's shop in
Wine Street, Bristol, and when twelve years later he
opened a shop for himself in the same business he had,
with tender reminiscence, a hare painted for a device
upon his windows. He kept his grandfather's sword
which had been bornein Monmouth's rebellion; he loved
the chimes and quarter-boys of Christ Church, Bristal,
and tried as churchwarden to pressrve them. What dse
of poetry there may have been in the life of Robert
Southey the elder is lost among the buried epics of pro-
saic lives. We cannot suppose that as a man of busness
he was sharp and shrewd; he certainly was not successful.
When the draper's work was done, he whiled away the
hours over Felix Farley's Bristol Journal, his only read-
ing. For library some score of books shared with his
wine-glasses the small cupboard in the back parlour; its
chief treasures were the Spectator, the Guardian, some
eighteenth-century poems, dead even then, and one or two
immortal plays.

On SundaysMr. Southey, then a bachelor, would strall
to Bedminster to dine at the pleasant house of Mrs.
Hill—a substantial house to which Edward Jlill, gentle*
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man, brought his second wife, herself a widow; a house
rich in old English comfort, with itsdiamond-tiled garden-
way and jessamine-covered porch, its wainscoted " best
kitchen," itsblueroom and green room and yellow room, its
grapes and green-gages and nectarines, its sweet-williams
and stocksand syringas.  Among these pleasant surround-
ings the young draper found it natural on Sabbath after-
noons to make love to pleasant Margaret Hill " Never,"
writesher son Robert Southey, " never was any human be-
ing blessad with a sweeter temper or a happier disposition.”
Her face had been marred by the ssams of small-pox, but
its brightness and kindness remained ; there was a charm
in her clear hazel eyes, so good a temper and so alert an
understanding were to be read in them. She had not
gone to any school except one for dancing, and "her
gate" declares Southey, "was the more gracious," her
father had, however, given her lessons in the art of
whistling; she could turn atunelike a blackbird. From
a mother, ableto se a fact swiftly and surely, and who
knew both to whistle and to dance, Southey inherited
that alertness of intellect and that joyoustemper, without
which he could not have accomplished his huge task-
work, never yielding to a mood of rebellion or ennui.

After the courtship on Sunday afternoons came the
wedding, and before long a beautiful boy was born, who
died in infancy. On the 12th of August, 1774, Mrs.
Southey was again in the pain of childbirth. " Isita
boy?" <he asked the nurse. " Ay, a great ugly boy!"
With such salutation from his earliest critic the future
poet-laur eate entered this world, " God forgive me* his
mother exclaimed afterwardsinrelating the event, " when
| saw what a great red creature it was, covered withrolls
of fat, | thought | should never be able to love him."
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In duetimethered creature proved to be a distinctively
human child whose curly hair and sensitive fedings made
him amother's darling. He had not yet heard of senti-
ment or of Rousseau, but he wept at the pathos of romantic
literature, at the tragic fate of the " Children dliding on
the ice all on a summer's day,” or the too early
death of " Billy Pringle's pig,” and he would beg the
reciters not to proceed. His mother's household cares
multiplied, and Southey, an unbreeched boy of three
years, was borne away one morning by his faithful foser-
mother Patty to be handed over to the tender mercies of
a schoolmistress. Ma'am Powell was old and grim, and
with her lashless eyes gorgonized the new pupil; on the
saizure of her hand he woke to rebellion, kicking lustily
and crying, " Take me to Pat! | don't like ye! you've
got ugly eyes! takemeto Pat, | say !" But soft-hearted
Pat had gone home, sobbing.

Mrs. Southey's one weakness was that of submitting
too meekly to the tyranny of an imperious half-sger,
Miss Tyler, the daughter of Grandmother Hill by her first
marriage. For this weakness there were excuses, Miss
Tyler was an eder sster by many years; she had pro-
perty of her own ; she passd for a person of fashion, and
was still held to be a beauty ; above all, she had the ad-
vantage of a temper so capricious and violent that to
quarrel with her at all might be to lose her sisterly regard
for ever. Her struggling Sder's eldest son took Aunt
Tyler's fancy; it was a part of her imperious kind-
ness to adopt or half-adopt the boy. Aunt Tyler lived
in Bath; in no other city could a gentlevoman better
preserve health and good looks, or enjoy so much society
of distinction on easy but not too ample means; it pos
1 a charming theatre, and Miss Tyler was a patron
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of thedrama. To Bath, then, she had brought her por-
trait by Gainsborough, her inlaid cabinet of ebony, hei
cherry-wood arm-chair, her mezzotints after Angelica K auf-
mann, her old-maid hoards of this and of that, the woman
servant she had saved from the toils of matrimony,
and the old man harmless as one of the crickets which
he nightly fed until he died. To Bath Miss Tyler
also brought her nephew, and she purchased a copy
of the new gospe of education, Rousseau's Emttiw, in
order to ascertain how Nature should have her perfect
work with a boy in petticoats. Here the little victim,
without companions, without play, without the child's
beatitudes of dirt and din, was carefully swathed in the
odds and ends of habits and humours which belonged to
a maiden lady of a whimsical, irrational, and self-indul-
gent temper. Miss Tyler, when not prepared for com-
pany, wandered about the house—a faded beauty—in the
most faded and fluttering of costumes; but in her rags
she was spotless To presrve hersdf and her worldly
gear from the dust, for ever floating and gathering in this
our sordid atmosphere, was the business of her life. Her
acquaintances she divided into the clean and the unclean—
the latter dass being much the more numerous. Did one
of the unclean take a seat in her best room, the infected
chair must be removed to the garden to be aired. But
did he seat himself in Miss Tyler's own armchair,
pressng his abominable person into Miss Tyler's own
cushion, then passonate were her dismay and despair.
To her favourites she was gracious and high-bred, regaling
them with reminiscences of Lady Bateman, and with her
views on taste, Shakspere, and the musical glassss  For
her little nephew she invented the pretty recreation of
pricking playbills; all capital letterswere to be illumi*



+3 CHILDHOOD. 7

nated with pin-holes; it was not a boisterous nor an un-
genteel sport. At other times the boy would beguile the
hours in the garden, making friends with flowers and
insects, or looking wistfully towards that sham castle on
Claverton Hill, seat of romantic mystery, but, alas! two
miles away, and therefore beyond the climbing powers of
arefined gentlewoman, Southey's hardest daily trial was
the luxurious morning captivity of his aunt's bed; still
at nine, at ten that lady lay in slumber; the small
urchin, long perked up and broad awake, feared by sound
or stir to rouse her, and would nearly wear his little
wits away in plotting re-arrangements of the curtain-
pattern, or studying the motes at mazy play in the dant
sunbeam. His happiest season was when all other little
boys were fast asleep; then, splendid in hisgayest "jam,"
he sat besde Miss Tyler in afront row of the best part
of the theatre; when the yawning fits had passed, he was
as open-eyed as the oldest, and stared on, filling his soul
with the spectacle, till the curtain fell.

The "great red creature Robert Southey, had now
grown into the lean greyhound of his after-life; bis long
legs wanted to be stirring, and there were childish am-
bitions already at work in his head. Freedom became
dearer to him than the daintiest cage and when at six he
returned to his father's house in Wine Street, it was with
rgoicing. Now, too, his aunt issued an edict that the
long-legged lad should be breeched ; an epoch of life was
complete.  Wine Street with its freedom seemed good;
but best of all was a visit to Grandmother Hill's pleasant
house at Bedmingter, " Herel had all wholesome liberty,
all wholesome indulgence, all wholesome enjoyments; and
the delight which | there learnt to take in rural dghts
and sounds has grown up with me, and continues un
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abated to this day."” And now that scrambling process
called education wasto begin. A year was spent by Sonthey
as a day-scholar with old Mr. Foot, a dissenting minister,
whose unorthodoxy as to the doctrine of the Trinity was
in some measure compensated by sound traditional views
as to the usess of the cane.  Mr. Foot, having given proof
on the back of his last and his least pupil of seadfast-
ness in the faith according to Busby, died; and it was
decided that the boy should be placed under Thomas
Flower, who kept school at Corston, nine miles from
Bristol. To a tender mother's heart nine miles seemed a
breadth of severance crud as an Atlantic. Mrs. Southey,
born to be happy hersdf, and to make others happy, had
always heretofore met her son with a smile; now he found
her weeping in her chamber; with an effort, such as
Southey, man and boy, always knew how to make on like
occasons, he gulped down his own rising sob, and tried
to brighten her sorrow with a smile.

A boy's first night at school is usually not a time of
mirth. The heart of the solitary little lad at Corston
sank within him. A melancholy hung about the decayed
mansion which had once known better days; the broken
gateways, the summer-houses falling in ruins, the grass
grown court, the bleakness of the schoolroom, ill-disguised
by its faded tapestry, depressed the spirits. Southey's
pillow was wet with tears before he fell adeep. The
master we> at one with his surroundings; he too was a
piece of worthy old humanity now decayed; he too was
falling in untimely ruins. From the memory of happier
days, from the troubles of his broken fortune, from the
vexations of the drunken maid-servant who was now his
wife, he took refugein contemplating the order and mo-
tions of the sars. " When he came into his dek, even
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there he was thinking of the stars, and looked as if he
were out of humour, not from illnature, but because his
calculations were interrupted.” Naturally the work of
the school, such as it was, fell for the most part into the
hands of Charley, Thomas Flower's son. Both father and
son knew the mystery of that flamboyant penmanship
admired by our ancestors, but Southey's handwriting had
not yet advanced from the early rounded to the decorated
style.  His spelling he could look back upon with pride;
on one occason a grand spelling tournament between the
boys took place, and little Southey can hardly have failed
to overthrow his taller adversaries with the posers " crys
tallization" and "coterie” The household arrangements
at Corston, as may be supposed, were not of the most
perfect kind ; Mrs. Flower had so deep an interest in her
bottle, and poor Thomas Flower in his planets. The boys
each morning washed themsdves, or did not, in the brook
ankle-deep which ran through the yard. In autumn the
brook grew deeper and more swift, and after a galeit would
bring within bounds a tribute of floating apples from the
neighbouring orchard. That was a merry day, a in
autumn, when the boys were employed to pelt the mas
ter's walnut-trees; Southey, too small to bear his part in
the battery, would glean among the fallen leaves and
twigs, inhaling the penetrating fragrance which ever after
called up avision of the brook, the hillside, and its trees.
One school-boy sport—that of " conquering " with snail-
shells—seems to have been the special invention of Corston.
The snail-shells, not tenantless, were pressed point against
point until one was broken in. A great conqueror was
prodigioudy prized, was treated with honourable dis
tinction, and was not exposed to danger savein great
emergencies.  One who had slain his hundreds might
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rank with Rodney, to se whom the boys had marched
down to the Globe inn, and for whom they had cheered
and waved their Sunday cocked hats as he passed by.
So on the whole, lifeat Corston had its pleasures.  Chief
among its pains was the misery of Sunday evenings in
winter; then the pupils were assembled in the hall to
hear the master read a sermon, or a portion of Stack-
housgs History of the Bible. " Here" writes Southey,
" | sat at the end of along form, in sight but not within
feeling of the fire, my feet cold, my eyelids heavy as
lead, and yet not daring to dose them, kept awake by
fear alone, in total inaction, and under the operation
of a lecture more soporific than the strongest deeping
do" While the boys souls were thus provided for,
there was a certain negligence in matters unspiritual;
an alarm got abroad that infection was among them.
This hastened the downfall of the school; one night dis-
puting was heard between Charley and his father; in
the morning poor Flower was not to be seen, and
Charley appeared with a black eye. So came to an end
the year at Corston. Southey, aged eight, was brought
home and underwent " athree days purgatory in brim-
sone"?

What Southey had gained of book-lore by his two
years schooling was as little as could be; but he was
already a lover of literature after afashion of his own.
A friend of Miss Tyler had presented him, as soon as he
could read, with a sxies of Newbery's sixpenny books
for children—Goody Twoskoes, Giles Gingerbread, and
the rest—ddectable histories, resplendent in Dutch-gilt

! Rendlledtions of Corston, somewhat in the manner of Gdd*
gmith's Desrted Village, will be found in Southey's early poem,
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paper. The true masers of his imagination, however,
wer e the playersand playwrightswho provided amusement
for the pleasure-loving people of Bath. Miss Tyler was
acquainted with Colman and Sheridan and Cumberland
and Holcroft; her talk was of actors and authors, and her
nephew soon perceived that, honoured as were both dasses,
the authors were awarded the higher place. His first
dreams of literary fame accordingly were connected with
thedrama. " 'It istheeadest thingintheworld towrite
a play/ said | to Miss Palmer (a friend of Aunt Tyler's),
aswe werein a carriage on Redcliffe Hill oneday, return-
ing from Bristol to Bedminster. 'ls it, my dear? was
her reply. ' Yes/ | continued, ' for you know you have
only to think what you would say if you were in the place
of the characters, and to make them say it/" With such
a canon of dramatic authorship Southey began a play on
the continence of Scipio, and actually completed an act
and ahalf. Shakspereheread and read again ; Beaumont
and Fletcher he had gone through before he was eight
years old. Were they not great theatrical names, Miss
Tyler reasoned, and therefore improving writers for her
nephew 1 and Southey had read them unharmed. When
he visited his aunt from Corston, she was a guest with
Miss Palmer at Bath; a covered passage led to the play-
house, and every evening the delighted child, seated be-
tween the two lady-patronesses of the stage saw the
pageantry and heard the poetry. A little later he per-
suaded a schoolfellow to write a tragedy ; Ballard liked
the suggestion, but could not invent a plot; Southey
gave him astory; Ballard approved, but found a difficulty
in devising names for the dramatis persona*; Southey
supplied a list of heroic names, they were just what
Ballard wanted—'but he was at a loss to know what
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the characters should say. " | made the same attempt,”
continues Southey, " with another schoolfelow, and with
no better success It seemed to me very odd that they
should not be able to write plays as well as to do their
lessons"

The ingenious Ballard was an ornament of the school of
William Williams, whither Southey was sent as a day-
boarder after the catastrophe of Corston. Under the care
of this kindly, irascible, little, bewigged old Welshman,
Southey remained during four years. Williams was not
a model schoolmaster, but he was a man of character and
of a certain humorous originality. In two things he be-
lieved with all the energy of his nature—in his own
spelling-book printed for his own school, and in the
Church Catechism. Latin wasleft to the curate; when
Southey reached Virgil, old Williams, delighted with
classical attainments rare among his pupils, thought of
taking the boy into his own hands, but his little
Latin had faded from his brain\ and the curate himsdf
seemed to have reached his term in the Tityre tu patulce
recubam sub tegmine fagi so that to Southey, driven round
and round the pastoral paddock, the names of Tityrus
and Mélibcaus became for ever after symbols of ennui.
No prosody was taught; " | am," said Southey, " at this
day as liable to make a false quantity as any Scotchman."
The credit, however, is due to Williams of having dis-
covered in his favourite pupil a writer of English prose
One day each boy of a certain standing was called upon
to write a letter on any subject he pleased; never had
Southey written a letter except the formal one dictated at
Corston which began with " Honoured Parents' ; hecried
for perplexity and vexation; but Williams encouraged
him, and presently a description of Stonehenge filled his
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date. Theold man was surprised and delighted; ales
amiable feeling possessad Southey's schoolfellows;, a plan
wasforthwith laid for his humiliation—could he tell them,
fine scholar that he was, what the letters i e. stand for f
Southey, never lacking in courage, drew a bow at a ven-
ture: for John the Evangedlist.

The old Welshman, an original himsdf, had an odd
following of friends and poor retainers. Therewasthe crazy
rhymester known as" Dr. Jonos" ; tradition darkly related
that a dose of cantharides administered by waggish boys
of aformer generation had robbed him of hiswits. " The
most celebrated imjprovisatore was never half so vain of
his talent asthis queer creature, whose little figure of some
five-feet-two | can perfectly call to mind, with his suit of
rusty black, his more rusty wig, and his old cocked hat.
Whenever he entered the school-room he was greeted with
a shout of welcome"  There was alo Pullen the breeches
maker, a glorious fellow, brimful of vulgarity, prosperity,
and boisgerous good-nature; above all, an excellent hand
at demanding a half-holiday. A more graceful presence,
but a more fleeting, was that of Mrs. Estan, the actress,
who came to learn from the dancing-master her minuet
de la cour in The Bdle's Stratagem. Southey himself
had to submit to lessons in dancing; Tom Madge, his
congant partner, had limbs that went every way;
Southey's limbs would go no way; the spectacle pre-
sented by their joint endeavours was one designed for
the pencil of Cruikshank. In the art of reading aloud
Miss Tyler had hersef instructed her nephew, probably
after the manner of the most approved tragedy queens.
The grand style did not please honest Williams. " Who
taught you toread ?* he asked scornfully. " My aunt,”
answered Southey. " Then give my compliments to youx
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aunt, and tell her that my old horse, that has been dead
these twenty years, could have taught you as well"—a
message which her nephew with the appalling frankness
of youth delivered, and which was never forgotten.
While Southey was at Corston, his grandmother died\
the old lady with the large, clear, brown, bright eyes
seated in her garden, was no more to be seen, and the
Bedminster house, after a brief occupation by Miss Tyler *
was sold.  Miss Tyler spoke of Bristol society with a
disdainful sniff; it was her choice to wander for a while
from one gented watering-place to another. When
Williams gave Southey his first summer holidays, he
visited his aunt at Weymouth. The hours spent there
upon the beach were the mog spiritual hours of Southey's
boyhood; he was for the first timein face of the ssa—
the s vad, voiceful, and mysterious. Another epoch-
making event occurred about the same time; good Mrs.
Dolignon, his aunt's friend, gave him a book—the first
which became his very own since that present of the
toy-books of Newbery. It was Hoole's trandation of
Tasw's Gerusalemme Liberata; in it a world of poetical
adventure was opened to the boy. The notes to Taso
made frequent reference to Ariosto; Bull's Circulating
Library at Bath—a Bodleian to Southey—supplied him
with the version, as by Hoole, of the Orlando Furioso;
here was a forest of old romance in which to lose himself.
But a greater discovery was to come; searching the notes
again, Southey found mention made of Spenser, and
certain sanzas of Spensr's chief poem were quoted.
" Was the Faerie Queene on Bull's shelves!" "Yes
was the answer, "they had it, but it was in cbsolete
language, and the young gentleman would not under stand
it" The young gentleman, who had already gone through
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Beaumont and Fletcher, was not daunted; he fell to with
the keenest relish, feeling in Spensxr the presence of
something which was lacking in the monotonous couplets
of Hoole, and charming himself unaware with the music
of the sanza. Spenser, " not more sweet than pure, and
not more pure than wise"

High Priest of all the Muses mysteries,'

was henceforth accepted by Southey as his magter.
When MissTyler had exhausted her friends hospitality,
and had grown tired of lodgings, she settled in a pleasant
suburban nook at Bristol; but having a standing quarrel
with Thomas Southey, her dser's brother-in-law, she
would never set foot in the house in Wine Street, and she
tried to edrange her nephew, as far as possble, from his
natural home. Her own brother William, a half-witted
creature, she brought to live with her. " The Squire" as
he was called, was hardly a responsible being, yet he had
a sort of half saved shrewdness, and a memory stored with
old saws, which, says Southey, "would have qualified
him, had he been born two centuries earlier, to have worn
motley, and figured with a cap and bells and a bauble
in some baron's hall." A saying of his, " Curses are
like young chickens, they always come home to roog,"
was remembered by Southey in after-years, and when it
was turned into Greek by Coleridge to serve as motto
to The Curse of Keliama, a mysterious reference was
given—Amodf. Avex. rov IvMed. rov Myr.  With
much beer-swilling and tobacco-chewing, premature old
age came upon him. He would sit for hours by the
kitchen fire, or on warm days in the summer-house, his

! Carmen Nuptiala s Proem. 18.
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eyes intently following the movements of the neighbours.
He loved to play at marbles with his nephew, and at loo
with Miss Tyler; most of all he loved to be taken to the
theatre. The poor Squire had an affectionate heart; he
would fondle children with tenderness, and at his
mother's funeral his grief was overwhelming. A com-
panion of his own age Southey found in Shadrach Weekes,
the boy of all work, a brother of Miss Tyler's maid*
Shad and his young master would scour the country in
search of violet and cowdip roots, and the bee and fly
orchis, until wood and rock by the side of the Avon had
grown familiar and had grown dear; and now, instead ol
solitary pricking of play-bills, Southey set to work, with
the help of Shad, to make and fit up such a theatre for
puppets as would have been the pride even of Wilhelm
Meister.

But fate had already pronounced that Southey was to
be poet, and not player. Taso and Ariosto and Spenser
claimed him, or so he dreamed. By this time he
had added to his epic cycle Pope€s Homer and Mickle's
Lusiad. That prose romance, embroidered with sixteenth-
century affectations, but with a true chivalric sentiment
at its heart, Sidney's Arcadia, was also known to him.
He had read Arabian and mock-Arabian tales; he had
spent the pocket-money of many weeks on a Josephus,
and he had picked up from Goldsmith something of
Greek and Roman history. So breathed upon by poetry,
and so furnished with erudition, Southey, at twelve years
old, found it the mogt natural thingin the world to become
an epic poet His removal from the old Welshman's
school having been hastened by that terrible mesage
which Miss Tyler could not forgive, Southey, before pro-
ceeding to Westminster, was placed for a year under a
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clergyman, believed to be competent to carry his pnpils
beyond Tityrus and Meliboeue. But, except some skill
in writing English themes, little was gained from this
new tutor. The year, however, was not lost. " | do not
remember,” Southey writes, " in any part of my life to
have been so conscious of intellectual improvement . o .
an improvement derived not from books or instruction,
but from constantly exercising myself in English verse”
" Arcadia" was the title of his first dream-poem ; it was
to be grafted upon the Orlando Furioso, with a new hero,
and in a new scene; this dated from his ninth or tenth
year, and some verses were actually composed.  The epic
of theTrojan Brutusand that of KingRichard | | | . were
soon laid asde, but several folio sheets of an Egbert
came to bewritten. The boy's pride and ambition were
solitary and shy; one day he found a lady, a visitor of
Miss Tyler's, with the sacred sheets of Egbert in her
hand; her compliments on his poem were deeply resented;
and he determined henceforth to write his epics in a
private cipher. Heroic epigles, trandations from Latin
poetry, satires, descriptive and moral pieces, a poem in
dialogue exhibiting the story of the Trojan war, followed
in rapid succession; last, a "Cassbelan,” of which
three books were completed Southey, looking back
on these attempts, notices their deficiency in plan, in
construction. " It was long before | acquired this power
—not fairly, indeed, till 1 was about five or six and
thirty; and it was gained by practice, in the course of
which | learnt to perceive wherein | was deficient.”
Oneday in February, 1788, a carriage rumbled out of
Bath, containing Miss Palmer, Miss Tyler, and Robert
Southey, now atali lank boy with high-poised head, brown
eurling hair, bright hazel eyes, and an expression of ardour
c
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and energy about the lips and chin. The ladies were
on their way to London for some weeks diversion, and
Eobert Southey was on his way to school at Westminster.
For awhile he remained an inconvenient gppendage of
his aunt's, wearying of the great city, longing for Shad
and the carpentry, and the Gloucester meadows and the
Avon cliffs, and the honest eyes and joyous bark of poor
Phillis.  April the first—ominous morning—arrived;
Southey wes driven to Dean's Y ard; his name was duly
entered; his boarding-house determined; his tutor chosen;
farewells were said, and he found himself in a strange
world, aone.



CHAPTER I
WESTMINSTER, OXFORD, PANTISOORACY, AND MARRIAGE,

OF Southey during hisfour yearsat Westminster we know
little; hisfragment of autobiography, having brought him
to the school, soon comesto an untimely close; and for
thisperiod we poses no letters. But we know that these
were years which contributed much to form his intellect
and character; we know That they were years of ardour
and of toil; and it is certain that now, as heretofore, his
advance was less dependent on what pastors and masters
did for him than on what he did for himsdlf. The highet
scholarship—that which unites precison with breadth,
and linguistic science with literary feeling—Southey never
attained in any foreign tongue, except perhaps in the
Portuguese and the Spanish. Whenever the choice lay
between pausing to trace out alaw of language, or pushing
forward to secure agood armful of miscellaneous facts,
Southey preferred the latter. With so many huge struc-
tures of his own in contemplation, he could not gather too
much material nor gather it too quickly. Such fortitude
as goes to make great scholars he possessed; his dore of
patience was inexhaustible; but he could be patient only
in pursuit of his proper objects. He could never learn a
language in regular fashion; the best grammar, he said,
was always the shortest Southey's acquaintance with
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Greek never got beyond that stage at which Greek, like
fairy gold, is apt to dlip away of a sadden unless kept
steadfastly in view; nearly all the Greek he had learnt at
Westminster he forgot at Oxford. A monkish legend in
Latin of the Church, or a mediaeval Latin chronicle he
could follow with the run of the eye; but had he at any
season of his manhood been called on to write a page of
Latin prose it would probably have resembled the French
in which he sometimes sportively addressed his Mends by
letter, and in which he uttered himsdlf valiantly while
travelling abroad.

Southey brought to Westminster an imagination stored
with the marvels and the beauty of old romance. He
left it skilled in the new sentiment of the time—a senti-
ment which found in Werther and Eloisa its dialect, high-
pitched, sdf-conscious, rhapsddical, and not wholly real.
His bias for history was already marked before he entered
the school; but his knowledge conssted of a few clusters
of historical facts grouped around the subjects of various
projected epics and dotting at wide distances and almost
at random the vast expanse of time. Now he made ac-
quaintance with that book which more than any other
displays the breadth, the variety, and the interdependence
of the visible lives of nations.  Gibbon's Decline and
Fall leaves a reader cold who cares only to quicken his
own inmost being by contact with what is most precious
in man's spiritual history; one chapter of Augustin€'s
Confessons, one sentence of the Imitation—each a live
coal from off the altar—will be of more worth to such
an one than all the mass and laboured majesty of Gibbon.
But one who can gaze with a certain impersonal regard
on the spectacdle of the world will find the Decline and
Fall of the Roman Empire, more than almost any other
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single book, replenish and dilatethemind. In it Southey
viewed for the first time the sweep, the splendour, the
coils, the mighty movement of the stream of human
affairs.

Southey's ambition on entering Westminster was to
have the friendship of the youths who had acted in the
last Westminster Play, and whose names he had seen in
the newspaper. Vain hope! for they, already preparing
to tie their hair in tails, were looking onward to the
great world, and had no glance to cas on the unnoted
figures of the under-fourth. The new-comer, according
to a cusom of the school, was for a time effaced, ceasing
to exist as an individual entity, and being known only
as "shadow" of the senior boy chosen to be "sub-
sance' to him during his noviciate. Southey accepted
his effacement the more willingly because George Strachey,
his substance, had a good face and a kindly heart; un-
luckily—Strachey boarding at home—they were, parted
each night. A mild young aristocrat, joining little with
the others, was head of the house, and Southey, unpro-
tected by his chief, stood exposed to the tyranny of a
fellow-boarder bigger and brawnier than himself, who
would souse the ears of his deeping victim with water,
or on occadons let fly the porter-pot or the poker at his
head. Aspiring beyond these sallies to a larger and freer
style of humour, he attempted one day to hang Southey
out of an upper window by the leg; the pleasantry was
taken ill by the smaller boy, who offered an effectual
ressance, and soon obtained his remove to another
chamber.  Southey's mature judgment of boarding-
school life was not on the whole favourable, yet
to Westminster he owed two of his bet and dearest
possessons—the friendship of C. W. W. Wynn, whose
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generous loyalty alone made it possble for Southey to
pursue literature as his profession, and the friendship, no
less precious, of Grosvenor Bedford, lasting green and
fresh from boyhood until both were white-haired vene-
rablemen.

Southey's interest in boyish sports was too dight to
beguile him from the solitude needful for the growth of
a poet's mind. He had thoughts of continuing Ovid's
Metamorphoses; he planned six books to complete the
Faery Queen, and actually wrote some cantos; already
the subject of Modoc was chosen. And now a gigantic
conception, which at a later time was to bear fruit in
such poems as Thalaba and Kehama, formed itself in his
mind. " When | was a schoolboy at Westminster," he
writes, “| frequented the house of a schoolfdlow who
has continued till this day to be one of my most intimate
and dearest friends. The house was s0 near Dean's Yard
that it was hardly consdered as being out of our pre-
scribed bounds; and | had free access to the library, a
well-stored and pleasant room. . . . | looking over the
river. There many of my truant hours weTe delightfully
spent in reading Picart's Religious Ceremonies. The
book impressed my imagination strongly; and before |
left school |1 had formed the intention of exhibiting all
the more prominent and poetical forms of mythology,
which have at any time obtained among mankind, by
making each the groundwork of an heroic poem." Southey's
huge design was begotten upon his pia mater by a folio
inalibrary. A few years earlier Wordsworth, a boy of
fourteen, walking between Hawkshead and Ambleside,
noticed the boughs and leaves of an oak-tree intensely
outlined in black against a bright western sky. " That
moment," he says, " was important in my poetical history,
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for | date from it my consdousness of the infinite variety
of natural appearances which had been unncticed by the
poets of any age or country, so far as| was acquainted
with them; and | made a resolution to supply in some
degree the deficiency." Two remarkable incidents in the
history of English poetry, and each with somethingin it
of atypical character.

At Westminster Southey obtained his first literary
profits—the guerdon of the silver penny to which Cowper
alludes in his Table Talk  Southey's penny—exchanged
for current coin in the proportion of six to one by the
migtress of the boarding-house—was always awarded for
English composition.  But his fame among his schoolfd-
lows was not of an early or sudden growth. In the year
of Southey's entrance, some of the senior boys commenced
a weekly paper called The Trifler. It imitates, with some
skill, the periodical essay of the post-Johnsonian period;
there is the wide-ranging discusson on the Influence of
liberty on Genius, there isthe sprightly sketch of Amelia
a learned Lady, there is the moral diatribe on Deists,
a Sect of Infidels most dangerousto Mankind, there are
the letters from Numa and from Infelix, there is the
Eastern apologue, beginning, " In the city of Basora
lived Zaydor, the son" of Al-Zored." Southey lost no
time in sending to the editor his latest verses; a baby
siser, Margaretta, had just died, and Southey expressed
in elegy a grief which was real and keen. " The Elegy
signed B. is received'—so Mr. Timothy Touchstone an-
nounced on the Saturday after the manuscript had been
dropped into the penny post. The following Saturday—
anxiously expected—brought no poem, but another an-
nouncement : " The Elegy by B. must undergo some Al-
terations; a Liberty | must request all my Correspondent*
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to permit me to take" " After this" says Southey, " |
looked for its appearance anxiously but in vain." Hap-
pily no one sought to discover B., or supposed that he was
one with the curly-headed boy of the under-fourth.

If authorship has its hours of disappointment, it has
compensating moments of glory and of joy. The Trifler,
having lived to the age of ten months, deceased. In
1792 Southey, now a great boy, with Strachey, his some-
time " subgtance” and his friends Wynn and Bedford,
planned a new periodical of ill-omened name, The Flagel-
lant. " | well remember my fedings” he writes, " when
the first number appeared. . . . . It was Bedford's
writing, but that circumstance did not prevent me from
feeling that | was that day borne into the world as an
author, and if ever my head touched the gars while |
walked upon the earth, it was then. . . . . | Inall Lon-
don there was not so vain, 0 happy, so elated a creature
as | was that day." From that starry altitude he soon
dexxended. The subject of an early number of The
Flagellant was flogging; the writer was Robert Southey.
He was full of Gibbon at the time, and had caught some
of Voltaire's manner of poignant irony. Rather for dis
port of hiswitsthan in the character of areformer, the
writer of number five undertook to prove from the ancients
and the Fathers that flogging was an invention of the
Devil During Southey's life the devil received many
insults at his hands; his horns, his hoofs, his teeth, his
tail, hismoral character were painfully referred to; and
the devil took it, like a sengblefiend, in good part. Not
so Dr. Vincent; the preceptorial dignity was impugned
by some unmannerly brat; a bulwark of the British
Constitution was at stake. Dr. Vincent made hase to
prosecute the publisher for libeL Matters having taken
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unexpectedly so serious a turn, Southey came forward,
avowed himself the writer, and with some sense of shame
in yielding to resentment so unwarranted and so dull he
offered his apology. The head mager's wrath still held
on its way, and Southey was privately expelled.

All Southey's truant hours were not passed among
folios adorned with grange sculptures. In those days
even St. Peter's College, Westminster, could be no little
landlocked bay—silent, secure, and dull. To bein London
was to be among the tides and breakers of the world.
Every pog brought news of some startling or sgnificant
event. Now it was that George Washington had been
eected first President of the American Kepublic; now
that the States-General wereassembled at Versailles ; now
that Paris, delivered from her night-mare towers of the
Bastille, breathed free; now that Brissot was petitioning
for dethronement The main isues of the time were
such as to try the spirits.  Southey, who was aspiring,
hopeful, and courageous, did not hesitate in choosng a
side ; a new dawn was opening for the world, and should
not his heart have itsportion in that dawn ?

The love of our own household which surrounds uslike
the air, and which ssams inevitable as our daily meat and
drink, acquires a srange preciouness when we find that
the world can be harsh. The expelled Westminster boy
returned to Bristol, and faithful Aunt Tyler welcomed
him home; Shad did not avert hisface, and Phillis looked
up at him with her soft spaniel eyes But Bristol also
had its troubles; the world had been too strong for the
poor linen-draper in Wine Street; he had struggled to
maintain his busness, but without success his fortune
was now broken and his heart broke withit. In some
respects it was well for Southey that his father's affairs
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gave him definite realities to attend to, for in the quiet
and vacancy of the days in Miss Tyler's house his heart
took unusual heats and chills, and even his eager verse*
writing could not allay the excitement nor avert the
despondent fit. When Michaelmas came, Southey went
up to Oxford to matriculate; it was intended that he
should enter at Christ Church, but the dean had heard of
the excapade at Westminster; there was a laying of big-
wigs together over that adventure, and the young rebel
wasrejected; to be received, however, by Balliol College.
But to Southey it mattered little at the time whether he
were of this college or of that; a summons had reached
him to hasten to Bristol that he might follow his father's
body to the grave, and now his thoughts could not but
cling to his mother in her sorrow and her need.

"1 left Westminster," says Southey, "in a perilous
state—a heart full of poetry and feeling, a head full of
Rousseau and Werther, and my leligious principles shaken
by Gibbon: many circumstances tended to give me a
wrong bias, none to lead me right, except adversty, the
wholesomest of all discipline” The young republican
went up to chambersin Rat Castle—since departed—near
the head of Balliol Grove, prepared to find in Oxford the
seat of pedantry, prejudice, and aristocracy; an airy snse
of his own enlightenment and emancipation possesd
him. He hasto learn to pay regpect to men " remarkable
only for great wigs and little wisdom." He finds it
" rather disgraceful at the moment when Europe is
on fire with freedom—when man and monarch are con-
tending—to sit and study Euclid and Hugo Grotius."
Beside the enthusiasm proper in Southey's nature, there
was at this time an enthusiasm prepense.  He had learnt
from his foreign masters the language of hyper-sensibility;
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his temperament was nervous and easlly wrought upon;
his spirit was generous and ardent. Like other youths
with a facile literary talent before finding his true sdf,
he created a number of artificial seves, who uttered for
him his moralizings and philosophizings, who declaimed for
him on liberty, who dictated long letters of sentimental
platitudes, and who built up dream-fabrics of social and
political reforms, chiefly for the pleasure of seeing how
thingsmight look in " thebrilliant colours of fancy, nature,
and Rousseau." In this there was no insincerity, though
therewas some unreality. " For life," he says, " | have
really a very strong predilection,” and the buoyant energy
within him delayed the discovery of the bare facts of
existence; it was so easy and enjoyable to become in turn
sage, reformer, and enthusiast. Or perhaps we ought to
say that all this time there was a real Robert Southey,
strong, upright, ardent, simple; and although this was
quite too plain a person to serve the purposss of epistolary
literature, it was he who gave their cues to the various
ideal personages This at least may be affirmed—all
Southey's unrealities were of a pure and generous cast;
never washislife emptied of truth and meaning, and made
in the deepest degree phantasmal by a secret shame
lurking under a fair show. The youth Milton, with his
grave upbringing, was happily not in the way of catching
the trick of sentimental phrases; but even Milton at
Cambridge, the lady of his College, was not more clean
from gpot or blemish than was Southey amid the vulgar
riot and animalisms of young Oxford.

Two influences came to the aid of Southey's instinctive
modesty, and confirmed him in all that was good. One
was his friendship with Edmund Seward, too soon taken
from him by death. The other was his discipleship to a
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great master of conduct. One in our own day has
acknowledged the largeness of his debt to

That halting slave, who in Nicopolis
Taught Arrian, when Vespasian's brutal son
Clear'd Borne of what most shamed him.

Epictetus came to Southey precisdly when such a maser
was needed; other writers had affected him through his
imagination, through his nervous sensibility ; they had
raised around him a luminous haze; they had plunged
him deeper in illuson. Now was heard the voice of a
constience speaking to a conscience; the manner of speech
was grave, unfigured, calm; above all it wasreal, and the
words bore in upon the hearer's soul with a quiet resstless
nes He had allowed his senstiveness to st up what
excitements it might please in his whole moral frame; he
had been sguandering his emotions; he had been in-
dulging in a luxury and waste of passion. Herewas a
tonic and a styptic. Had Southey been declamatory
about freedom ? The bondsman Epictetus spoke of free-
dom also, and of how it might be obtained. Epictetus, like
Rousseau, told of alife according to nature; he commended
simplicity of manners. But Rousssau's simplicity, not-
withstanding that homage which he paid to the will,
seemed to heat the atmosphere with srange passon,
semed to give rise to new curiodties and refinements of
sdf-conscious emotion.  Epictetus showed how life could
be simplified indeed by bringing it into obedience to a
perfect law. Instead of a quietism haunted by feverish
dreams—duty, action, co-operation with God. " Twelve
years ago,' wrote Southey in 1806, "I carried Epic-
tetus in my pocket till my very heart was ingrained
with it, as a pig's bones become red by feeding him
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upon madder. And the longer | live, and the more
| learn, the more am | convinced that Stoicism, properly
understood, is the best and noblest of sysems” Much
that Southey gained from Stoicism he kept throughout
his whole Hfe, tempered, indeed, by the influences of
a Christian faith, but not lost. He was no metaphy-
sician, and a master who had placed metaphysics first and
morals after would hardly have won him for a disciple;
but a lofty ethical doctrine spoke to what was deepest and
mos real in hisnature. To trustin an over-ruling Provi-
dence, to accept the disposal of events not in our own
power with a strenuous loyalty to our Supreme Ruler, to
hold loose by all earthly possessons even the dearest, to
hold loose by life itself while putting it to fullest use—these
lesons he firg learnt from the Stoic dave, and he
forgot none of them. But his chief lesson was the large
one of sdf-regulation, that it is a man's prerogative to
apply the reason and the will to the*government of conduct
and to the formation of character.

By the routine of lectures and examinations Southey
profited little; he was not driven into active revolt, and
that was all. His tutor, half a democrat, surprised him
by praising America, and assrting the right of every
country to mode its own forms of government. He
added, with a pleasng frankness which deserves to be
imitated, " Mr. Southey, you won't learn anything by
my lectures, sir; o, if you have any studies of your own,
you had better pursue them." Of all the months of his
life, those passed at Oxford, Southey declared, were the
mogt unprofitable. " All | learnt was a little swimming

. and a little boating . .. | never remember to have
dreamt of Oxford,—a sure proof how little it entered
into my moral being; of schoal, on the contrary, | dream
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perpetually.”  The miscellaneous society of workers,
idlers, dunces, bucks, men of muscle and men of money,
did not please him; he lacked what Wordsworth calls
" the congregating temper that pervades our unripe years."
One or two friends he chose and grappled them to his
heart; above all, Seward, who abridged his hours of
deep for sake of study, whose drink was water, whose
breakfast was dry bread; then, Wynn and Lightfoot.
With Seward he sallied forth, in the Easter vacation,
1793, for a holiday excursion; passd with " the stupidity
of a democratic philosopher,” the very walls of Blenheim,
without turning from the road to view the ducal palace;
lingered at Evesham, and wandered through its ruined
Abbey, indulging in some passable medieval romancing;
reached Worcester and Kidderminster. " We returned
by Bewdley; thereisan old mansion, once L ord Herbert's,
now mouldering away, in so romantic a situation, that |
soon lost myself in dreams of days of yore—the tapestried
room—the listed fight—the vassal-filled hall—the hospi-
table fire—the old baron and his young daughter—these
formed a most delightful day-dream." The youthful
democrat did not suspect that such day-dreams were
treasonable—a hazardous caressng of the wily enchantress
of the past; in his pocket he carried Milton's Defence,
which may have been his amulet of salvation. Many and
various eements could mingle in young brains a-seethe
with revolution and romanticism. The fresh air and
quickened blood at least put Southey into excelent
spirits. Y Wemust walk over Scotland; It will be an
adventure to delight us all the remainder of our lives. we
will wander over the hills of Morven, and mark the
driving blast, perchance besirodden by the spirit of
Ossian!"
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Among visitors to the Wye, in July, 1793, were
William Wordsworth, recently returned from France,
and Robert Southey, holiday-making from Oxford; they
were probably unacquainted with each other at that time
even by name. Wordsworth has left an undying
memorial of his tour in the poem written near Tintern
Abbey, five years later. Southey was drawing a long
breath before he uttered himself in some thousands of
blank verses. The father of his friend Bedford resided
at Brixton Causeway, about four miles on the Surrey side
of London; the smoke of the great city hung heavily
beyond an intervening breadth of country; shady lanes
led to the neighbouring villages; the garden was a sunny
solitude where flowers opened and fruit grew mellow, and
bess and birds were happy. Here Southey visited his
friend; his nineteenth birthday came; on the following
morning he planted himself at the desk in the garden
summer-house; morning after morning quickly passed,;
and by the end of six weeks Joan of Arc, an epic poem
in twelve books, was written. To the subject Southey
was attracted primarily by the exalted character of his
heroine; but apart from this it posssssed a twofold interest
for him—England in 1793 was engaged in a war againgt
France, a war hateful to all who sympathized with the
Republic; Southey's epic was a celebration of the glories
of French patriotism, a narrative of victory over the
invader. It was also chivalric and mediaeval; the
sentiment which was transforming the word Gothic, from
a term of reproach to a word of vague yet mastering
fascination, found expression in the young poet's treatment
of the story of Joan of Arc. Knight and hermit, prince
and prelate, doctors seraphic and irrefragable with their
pupils, meet in it; the casle and the cathedral confront
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one another: windows gleam with many-coloured light
streaming through therich robes of saint and prophet; a
miracle of earven tracery branches overhead; upon the
altar burnsthe mystic lamp.

The rough draft of Joan was hardly laid asde when
Southey's sympathies with the revolutionary movement
in France, strained already tothe utmost point of tension,
were fatally rent.  All hisfaith, all his hope were given
to the Girondin party, and from the Girondins he
had singled out Brissot as hisideal of political courage,
purity, and wisdom. Brissot, like himself, was a disciple
of Jean Jacques; hislife was austere ; he had sutfored on
behalf of freedom. On the day when the Bastille was
stormed, its keys were placed in Brissot's hands ; it was
Brissot who had determined that war should be declared
againg the foreign foes of the Republic. But now the
Girondins—following hard upon Marie Antoinette—were
in the death-carts; they chanted their last hymn of liberty,
ever growing fainter whiletheaxe lopped head after head ;
and Brissot was among the martyrs (Oct. 31, 1793).
Probably no other public event so deeply affected Southey.
"1 am sick of theworld," he writes, " and discontented
with every one in it. The murder of Brissot hascompletely
harrowed up my faculties . . . .I look round the world
and everywhere find the same spectacle—the strong tyran*
niring over the weak, man and beagt. . . . . . There isno
place for virtue."

After this, though Southey did not losefaith in democra-
tic principles, he averted his eyes for a time from France :
how could he look to butchers who had shed blood which
was the Yery life of liberty, for the realisation of his
dreams T And whither should he look! Had he but
ten thousand republicans like himsdf, they might repeople
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Greece and expel the Turk. Being but one might not
Cowley's fancy, a cottage in America, be transformed into
a fact: " three rooms .... and my only companion
some poor negro whom | have bought on purpose to
emancipate” f Meanwhile he occupied a room in Aunt
Tyler's house, and, instead of swinging the axe in some
forest primeval, amused himself with splitting a wedge of
oak in company with Shad, who might perhaps serve for
the emancipated negro. Moreover, he was very diligently
driving his quill: " I have finished transcribing Joan,
and have bound her in marble paper with green ribbons,
and am now copying all my reraainables to carry to
Oxford. Then once more a dear field, and then another
epic poem, and then another." Appalling announcement!
"1 have accomplished a most arduous tank, transcribing
all my verses that appear worth thetrouble, except letters ;
of these | took one list—another of my pile of stuff and
nonsnso—and a third of what | have burnt and lost; upon
an average 10,000 verses are burnt and logt, the same
number preserved, and 15,000 worthless” Such sad
mechanic exercise dulled the ache in Southey's heart;
still " the visions of futurity," he finds, " aredark and
gloomy, and the only ray that enlivens the scene beams
on America."

To Balliol Southey returned, and if the future of the
world ssemed perplexing, so also did hisindividual future.
His school and college expenses were borne by Mrs.
Southey's brother, the Rev. Herbert Hill, chaplain to
the British Factory at Lisbon* In him the fatherless
youth found one who was both a friend and a father.
Holbein's portrait of Sir Thomas More in his bes years,
might have passed for that of Mr. Hill; there wasthe
same benign thought fulness in his agpect, the same earnest
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calm, thesamebrightnessand quietness, the samesereneand
cheerful strength. Hewasgenerousand judicious, learned
and modest, and his goodness carried authority with it.
Uncle Hill's plan had been that Southey, like himsdf;
should become an English clergyman. But though he might
have preached from an Unitarian pulpit, Southey could
not take upon himself thevows of a minister of the Church
of England. It would have instantly relieved his mother
had he entered into orders. He longed that this were
possible, and went through many conflicts of mind, and
not a little anguish. "God knows | would exchange
every intellectual gift which He has blessed me with, for
implicit faith to have been able to do this;" but it could
not be. To bear the reproaches, gentle yet grave, of his
unclewas hard; to grieve hismother was harder. Southey
resolved to go to the anatomy school, and fit himself to
be a doctor. But he could not overcome his strong re-
pugnance to the dissecting-room ; it expelled him whether
hewould or no; and all the time literature with still
yet audible voice was summoning him. Might he not
obtain some official employment in London, and a0
pursue his true calling ! Beside the desire of pleasing
his uncle, and of aiding his mother, the Stoic of twenty
had now a stronger motive for seeking some immediate
livelihood. " 1 shall joyfully bid adieu to Oxford"' he
writes, ". ... and when | know my situation, unite
myself to awoman whom | havelong eteemed as a sder,
and for whom | now indulge a warmer sentiment." But
Southey's reputation as a dangerous Jacobin stood in his
way ; how could his Oxford overseers answer for the good
behaviour of a youth who spoke scornfully of Pitt |

The shuttles of the fates now began to fly faster, and
the threads to twist and twine. It was June of the year
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1794. A visitor from Cambridge was one day Introduced
to Southey; he seemed to be of an age near his own;
his hair, parted in the middle, fell wavy upon his neck;
his face, when the brooding cloud was not upon him, was
bright with an abundant promise—a promise vaguely
told in lines of the sweet full lips, in the luminous eyes,
and the forehead that was like a god's This meeting of
Southey and Coleridge was an event which decided much
in the careers of both.  In thesummer days and in youth,
the meeting-time of spirits, they were drawn dose to one
another. Both had confessons to make with many points
in common; both were poets, both were democrats; both
had hoped largely from France, and the hopes of both had
been darkened; both were uncertain what part to take
inlife. Wedo not know whether Coleridge quickly grew
0 confidential as to tell of his recent adventure as Silas
Titus Comberbatch of the 15th Light Dragoons. But
we know that Coleridge had a lively admiration for the
tall Oxford student, a person of distinction, so dignified,
S0 courteous, so quick of apprehension, so full of know-
ledge, with a glance so rapid and piercing, with a smile
so good and kind. And we know that Coleridge lost no
time in communicating to Southey the hopes that were
nearest to his heart

Pantisocracy, word of magic, summed up these hopes.
Was it not possble for a number of men like them*
sdves, whose way of thinking was liberal, whose cha-
racters were tried and incorruptible, to join together
and leave this old world of failing thrones and rival
anarchies, for the woods and wilds of the young re*
public!  One could wield an axe, another could guide a
plough. Their wants would bo simpleand natural; their
toil need not be such as the daves of luxury endure;
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where possessons were held in common, each would work
for all; in their cottages the best books would have a
place; literature and science, bathed anew in the invigo-
rating stream of life and nature, could not but rise
reanimated and purified. Each young man should take
to himself a mild and lovely woman for his wife; it
would be her part to prepare their innocent food, and
tend their hardy and beautiful race. So they would
bring back the patriarchal age, and in the sober evening
of life they would behold " colonies of independence in
the undivided dale of industry." All the argumentsin
favour of such a scheme could not be s#t forth in a con-
versation, but Coleridge, to silence objectors, would pub-
lish a quarto volume on Pantisocracy and Aspheterism.

Southey heartily assented; his own thoughts had, with
a vague forefeeling, been pointing to America; the un-
published epic would serve to buy a spade, a plough, a
few acres of ground; he could assuredly split timber; he
knew a mild and lovely woman for whom he indulged a
warmer sentiment than that of a brother. Robert Lovell,
a quaker, an enthusiast, a poet, married to the sster of
Southey's Edith, would surely join them; so would
Burnett, his college friend, so perhaps would the
admirable Seward. The long vacation was at hand;
being unable to take orders, or to endure the horrors of
the dissecting-room, Southey must no longer remain a
burden upon his uncle; he would quit the university and
prepare for the voyage.

Coleridge departed to tramp it through the romantic
valleys and mountains of Wales. Southey joined his
mother, who now lived at Bath, and her he soon per-
suaded—as a handsome and eloquent son can persuade a
loving mother—that the plan of emigration was feasible;
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she even consented to accompany her boy. But his Aunt
—an esprit borne*—was not to hear a breath of Pant*
isocracy; still less would it be prudent to confessto her
his engagement to Miss Edith Fricker. His Edith was
penniless, and therefore all the dearer to Southey; her
father had been an unsuccessful manufacturer of sugar-
pans. What would Miss Tyler, the friend of Lady Bate-
man, fed ? What words, what gestures, what acts would
give her fedingsrelief 1

When Coleridge, after his Welsh wanderings, arrived
in Bristol, he was introduced to Lovell, to Mrs. Lovell, to
Mrs. LovelTs ssters, Edith and Sarah, and Martha and
Elizabeth. Mrs. Lovell was doubtless already a pant-
isocrat; Southey had probably not found it difficult to
convert Edith; Sarah, the dder sster, who was wont to
look a mild reproof on over-daring speculations, seri-
oudy inclined to hear of pantisocracy from the lips of
Coleridge. All members of the community wereto be
marriedi Coleridge now more than ever saw the pro-
priety of that rule; he was prepared to yield obedience to
it with the least possble delay. Burnett, also a pantiso-
crat, must o marry. Would Miss Martha Fricker join
the community as Mrs. George Burnett! The lively
little woman refused him scornfully ; if he wanted a wife
in a hurry, let him go dsswhere.  The progects of the
reformers, this misadventure notwithstanding, from day
to day grew brighter. " This Pantisocratic scheme" so
writes Southey, " has given me new life, new hope, new
energy; all the faculties of my mind are dilated.”
Coleridge met a friend of Priestley's. But a few days
snce he had toasted the great Doctor at Bala, thereby
calling forth a sentiment from the loyal parish apothe-
cary, " | gives a sentiment, gemmon! May all re
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publicans be gullotcened." The friend of Priestley's
said that without doubt the doctor would join them.
An American land-agent told them that for twelve men
2000/.. would do, " He recommends the Susguehanna
from its excessive beauty and its security from hostile
Indians.” The very name—Susquehanna—sounded as
if it were the sweetes of rippling rivers. Money, it
is true, as Southey admits, " is a huge evil;" but now
they are twenty-seven, and by resolute men this difficulty
can be overcome.

It was evening of the 17th of October, a dark and
gusty evening of falling rain and miry ways. Within
Aunt Tyler'shouse in College Green, Bristol, a storm was
bursting; she had heard it all at last—Pantisocracy,
America, Miss Flicker. Out of the house he must mar ch;
there was the door; let her never se his face again.
Southey took his hat, looked for thelast time in his life
at his aunt, then stepped out into the darkness and the
rain, " Why, sr, you ben't going to Bath at this time
of night and in thisweather ?" remonstrated poor Shadrach.
Even so; and with a friendly whisper master and man
parted. Southey had not a penny in his pocket, and
was lightly clad. At LovelTs he luckily found his
father's great-coat; he swallowed a glass of brandy and
st off on foot. Misery makes one acquainted with
strange road-follows; on the way he came upon an old
man, drunk, and hardly able to stumble forward through
the night: the young pantisocrat, mindful of his fellow-
man, dragged him along nine milesamid rain and mire.
Then, with weary feet, he reached Bath, and there was
his mother to greet him with surprise, and to ask for
explanations. " Oh, Patience, Patience, thou hast often
helped poor Robert Southey, but never didst thou stand
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him in more need than on Friday the 17th of October,
1794,"

For a little longer the bow of hope shone in the West,
somewhere over the Susquehanna, and then it gradually
grew faint and faded. Money, that huge evil, sneered
its cold negations, The chiefs consulted, and Southey
proposed that a houseand farm should be taken in Wales,
where their principles might be acted out until better
days enabled them to start upon their voyage One
pantisocrat, at least, could be happy with Edith, brown
bread, and wild Welsh raspberries. But Coloridge
objected; their principles could not be fairly tested
under the disadvantage of an effele and adverse social
state surrounding them; besdes where was the purchase-
money to come from 1 how were they to live until the
gathering of their first ccops1l It became clear that the
realisation of their plan must be postponed. The imme-
diateproblem was, How to raise 150/. ? With such asum
they might both qualify by marriage for membership in
the pantisocratical community.  After that, therest would
somehow follow.

How, then, toraise 150/.1 Might they not start anew
magazine and become joint editors T The Telegraph had
offered employment to Southey. " Hireling writer to a
newspaper ! 'Sdeath | 'tis an ugly title; but n'import**
| shall writetruth and only truth." The offer, however,
turned out to be that of areporter's place; and histrouble-
some guest, honesty, prevented his contributing to The
True Briton. But he and Coleridge could at least
write poetry, and perhaps publish it with advantage
to themselves; and they could lecture to a Bristol
audiencee.  With some skirmishing lectures on various
political subjects of immediate interest Coleridge began;
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many came to hear them, and the applause was loud.
Thus encouraged, he announced and delivered two remark-
able coursss of lectures—one, A comparative view of the
English Rebellion under CharlesL and the French Re-
volution ; the other, On Revealed Religion, its Corrup-
tions and its Political Views. 8outhey did not fed
tempted to discuss the origin of evil or the principles of
revolutioa He chose as his subject a view of the course
of European history from Solon and Lycurgus to the
American War. Hishearers were pleased by the graceful
delivery and unassuming sdf-possesson of the young
lecturer, and were quick to recognize the unusual range of
his knowledge, hisjust perception of facts, his ardour and
energy of conviction. One lecture Coleridge begged per-
misson to deliver in Southey's place—that on the Rise,
Progress, and Decline of the Roman Empire. Southey
consented, and the room was thronged ; but no lecturer
appeared; they waited; still no lecturer. Southey offered
an apology, and the crowd dispersed in no happy temper.
It islikely, adds that good old gosip Cottle, who tells
the story, *" that at this very moment Mr. Coleridge
might have been found at No. 48, College Street, com-
posedly smoking his pipe, and lost in profound musings on
hisdivine SusquehannalL"

The good Cottle—young in 1795, a publisher, and un-
happily a poet—rendered more important service to the
two young men than that of smoothing down their ruffled
tempers after thisincident. Southey, in conjunction with
Lovell, had already published a dender volume of verse
The pieces by Southey recall his schoolboy joys and
sorrows, and tell of his mother's tears, his father's death,
hisfriendship with " Urban," hisloveof " Ariste* lovely
maid! his delight in old romance, his discipleship to
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Rousseau. Thev are chiefly of interest as exhibiting the
diverseliterary influences to which a young writer of genius
was exposed in the last quarter of the eighteenth century.
Here the couplet of Pope reappears, and hard by theirre-
gular odeaspractised by Warton, the elegy aswritten by
Gray, the unrhymed san2a which Collins's Evening made
a fashion, the sonnet to which Bowles had lent a medi-
tative grace, and the rhymeless measures imitated by
Southey from Sayers, and afterwards made popular by
his Thalaba. On the last page of this volume appear
" Proposals for publishing by subscription Joan of Arg;"
but subscriptions came dowly in.  One evening Southey
read for Cottle some books of Joan. " It can rarely
happen," he writes, " that a young author should meet
with a booksdler asinexperienced and as ardent as him-
«f" Cottle offered to publish the poem in quarto, to
make it the handsomest book ever printed in Bristal,
to give the author fifty copies for his subscribers, and
fifty pounds to put forthwith into his purse. Some
dramatic attempts had recently been made by Southey,
Wat Tyler, of which we shall hear more at a later date, and
the Fall of Robespierre, undertaken by Coleridge, Lovell,
and Southey, half in sport—each being pledged to produce
an act in twenty-four hours. Thesewere now forgotten,
and all his energies were given to revising and in part
recagting Joan. In six weeks his epic had been written ;
its revision occupied six months.

With summer camea great sorrow, and in the end of
autumn a measureessjoy. " Heisdead," Southey writes,
“my dear Edmund Seward ! after six weeks suffering.
.... You know not, Grosvenor, how | loved poor
Edmund: he taught me all that | haveof good. . . . .
There is a dsrange vacancy in my heart . ... | have
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lost a friend, and such aone!" And then characteris-
tically comethe words: " | will try, by assduous employ-
ment, to get rid of very melancholy thoughts." Another
consolation Southey possessed: during his whole life he
steadfastly believed that death is but the removal of a
spirit from earth to heaven; and heaven for him meant a
placewher e cheerful familiarity wasnatural! where perhaps
he himself would write more epics and purchase more
folios. As Baxter expected to meet among the saints
above Mr. Hampden and Mr. Pym, so Southey counted
upon the pleasure of having long talks with friends, of
obtaining introductions to eminent strangers; above all,
he looked forward to the joy of again embracing his
beloved ones.—

Often together have we talked of death ;
How sweet it were to see

All doubtful things made clear;

How sweet it were with powers
Such asthe Cherubim

To view the depth of Heaven!
O Edmund 1 thou hast first

Begun thetravel of eternity.

Autumn brought its happiness pure and deep. Mr.
Hill had arrived from Lisbon; once again he urged his
nephew to enter the church; but for one of Southey's
opinions the church-gate " isperjury/' nor does he even
find church-going the best mode of spending his Sun-
day. He proposed to choose the law as his profession.
But his uncle had heard of Pantisocracy, Aspheterism,
and Miss Flicker, and said thelaw could wait; he should
go abroad for six months, see Spain and Portugal, learn
foreign languages, read foreign poetry and history, rum*
mage among the books and manuscripts his uncle had col-
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lected in Lisbon, and afterwardsreturn to his Blackatone.
Southey, straightforward in all dse in love became a
Machiavel. To Spainand Portugal hewould go; hismother
wished it; Cottle expected from him a volume of travels;
his uncle had but to name the day. Then he sought
Edith and asked her to promise that before he departed
she would become his wife; she wept to think that hewas
going, and yet persuaded him to go; consented finally to all
that heproposed. But how washeto pay the marriage fees
and buy the wedding-ring ! Often this autumn he had
walked the dreets dinnerless, no pence in his pocket, no
bread and cheese at his lodgings, thinking little, however,
of dinner, for his head was full of poetry and his heart
of love. Cottle lent him money for the ring and the
licence—and Southey in after-years never forgot the kind-
ness of his honest friend. He was to accompany his uncle,
but Edith wasfirst to be his own; so she may honourably
accept from him whatever means ho can furnish for her
support. It was arranged with Cottle's ssters that she
should live with them, and still call herself by her maiden
name. On the morning of the 14th of November, 1795,
a day sad, yet with happiness underlying all sadnes
Robert Southey was married in Redcliffe Church, Bristol,
to Edith Fricker. At the church door there was a pres
aure of hands, and they parted with full hearts, silently
—Mrs. Southey to take up her abode in Bristol, with the
wedding-ring upon her breast, her husband to cross the
s, Never did woman put her happinessin more loyal
keeping.

So by love and by poetry, by Edith Fricker and by
Joan of Arc, Southey's life was being shaped. Powers
most benign leaned forward to brood over the coming
years and to bleat them. It was decreed that his heart
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should be no homdess wanderer; that, as ssasons went by,
children should bein hisarms and upon his knees; it was
also decreed that he should become a strong toiler among
books. Now Pantisocracy looked faint and far; thefacts
plain and enduring of the actual world took hold of his
adult spirit. And Coleridge complained of this, and did
not come to bid his friend farewell.



CHAPTER II1.
WANDERINGS, 1795—1803.

THROUGH pastoral Somerset, through Devon amid falling
leaves, then over rough Cornish roads the coach brought
Southey, cold, hungry, and dispirited, to Falmouth. No
packet there for CorunnA ; no packet starting before De-
cember 1st. The gap of time looked colourless and dreary,
nor could even the philosophy of Epictetus lift him quite
above " the things independent of the will" After a com-
fortless and stormy voyage, on the fifth morning the sun
shone, and through a mist thebarren cliffsof Galicia, with
breakers tumbling at their feat, rose in sight. Who has
not experienced, when first he has touched a foreign
soil, how nature purges the visual nerve with lucky
euphrasy | The shadowy streets, the latticed housss the
fountains, the fragments of Moorish architecture, the
Jewish faces of the men, the lustrous eyes of girls, the
children gaily bedizened, the old witch-like women with
brown.shrivelled parchment for skin, told Southey that
he was far from home. Nor at night waa he permitted
to forget his whereabout*; out of doors cats were uttering
soft things in most vile Spanish; beneath his blanket,
familiars, bloodthirsty as those of the Inquuition, made
him their own. He was not sorry when the crazy coach,
drawn by six mules, received him and ha uncle, and the
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journey eastward began to the shout of the muleteers
and the clink of a hundred bells.

Some eighteen days were spent upon the road to
Madrid. Had Southey not left half his life behind
him in Bristol, those December days would have been
almost wholly pleasurable. As it was they yielded a
large posesson for the inner eye, and gave his heart a
hold upon this new land which, in a certain ssnse became
for ever after the land of his adoption. It was pleasant
when having gone forward on foot he reached the crest
of some mountain road, to look down on broken waters
in the glen, and across to the little white-walled convent
amid its chestnuts, and back to the dim ocean; there, on
the summit, to rest with the odour of furze-blossoms and
the tinkle of goatsin the air, and while the mules wound
up the long ascent to turn all this into hasty rhymes,
ending with the thought of peace and love and Edith.
Then the bells audibly approaching, and the loud-voiced
muleteer consgning his struggling team to Saint Michael
and three hundred devils; and then on to remoter hills,
or moor and swamp, or the bridge flung across a ravine,
or the path above a precipicewith mist and moonlight
below. And next day some walled city with its decay-
ingtowers and dim piazza, some church with its balcony
of ghastly skulls, some abandoned castle, or jasper-pillared
Moorish gateway and gallery. Nor were the little inns
and baiting-houses without compensations for their mani-
fold discomforts. The Spanish country-folk were dirty
and ignorant, but they had a courtesy unknown to Eng-
lish peasants;, Southey would join the group around the
kitchen fire and be, as far as his imperfect gpeech allowed,
one with the rugtics, thecarriers, the hogess the children,
the village barber, the familiar priest, and the familiar
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pigs  When chambermaid Josepha took hold of his hail
and gravely advised him never to tie it or to wear powder,
she meant simple friendliness, no more. In his recoil
from the dream of human perfectibility, Southey allowed
himself at times to square accounts with common sense
by a cynical outbreak; but in truth he was a warm-hearted
lover of hiskind. Even feudalisn and Catholicism had
not utterly degraded the Spaniard. Southey thanks God
that the pride of chivalry is extinguished; his Protestant
zeal becomes deep-dyed in presence of our Lady of Seven
Sorrowsand theHoly Napkin." Hereinthewordsof Mary
Wollstonecraft," hewrites,"" the serious folly of Supersti-
tion stares every man of snse in the face'” Yet Spain
has inherited tender and glorious memories, by the
river Ezla he recalls Montemayor's wooing of his Diana;
at Tordesillas he muses on the spot where Queen Joanna
watched by her husband's corpse, and where Padilla,
Martyr of Freedom, triumphed and endured. At length,
the travellers, accompanied by Manuel, the mog viva
cious and accomplished of barbers, drew near Madrid,
pased the miles of kneeling washerwomen and outspread
clothes on the rivei banks, entered the city, put up at the
Cruz de Malta, and were not ill-content to procure once
more a well-cooked supper and a clean bed.

Southey pursued with ardour his study of the Spanish
language, and could soon talk learnedly of itsgreat writers.
The national theatres, and the sorry spectacle of bullock-
teasing, made a dighter impresson upon him than did the
cloigers of the new Franciscan Convent. He had been
meditating his design of a series of poems to illustrate
the mythologies of the world; here the whole portentous
history of St. Francis was displayed upon the walls. " Do
they believeall this, gr f* heasked Mr. Hill. " Yes, and



46 SOUTHEY. [CHAP,

agreat deal more of the same kind," wasthereply. " My
first thought was . . . .here is a mythology not less
wild and fanciful than any of those upon which my
imagination was employed, and one which ought to be
included in my ambitious design." Thus Southey's atten-
tion was drawn for the first time to the legendary and
monagtic history of the Church.

His Majesty of Spain, with his courtesans and his cour-
tiers, possbly also with the Queen and her gallants, had
gone westward to meet the Portuguese court upon the
borders. As a matter of course therefore, no traveller
could hope to leave Madrid, every carriage, cart, horsg,
mule, and ass being embargoed for the royal service The
followers of the father of his people numbered seven
thousand, and they advanced, devouring all before them,
neither paying nor promising to pay, leaving a broad track
behind as bare as that stripped by an army of locusts, with
here a weeping cottager and there a smoking cork-tree for
a memorial of their march. Ten days after the king's
departure, Mr. Hill and his nephew succeeded in finding a
buggy with two mules, and made their excape, takingwith
them their own larder. Their destination was Lisbon,
and as they drew towards the royal party, therisk of
embargo added a zest to travel hardly less piquant than
that imparted by the neighbourhood of bandits. It was
mid-January; the mountains shonewith snow; but olive-
gatheringhad begun in theplains; violets werein blossom,
and in the air wasa genial warmth. As they drove south
and west, the younger traveller noted for his diary the
first appearance of orangetrees, thefirst myrtle, the first
fence of aloes. A pressure was on their spiritstill Lisbon
should be reached; they would not linger to watch the
sad processon attending a body uncovered upon its bier;
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they left behind the pilgrims to our Lady's Shrine, pious
bacchanals half-naked and half drunk, advancing to the
tune of bag-pipe and drum; then the gleam of waters
before them, a rough two hours passage and the weary
heads were on their pillows, to be roused before morning
by an earthquakewith its sudden trembling and cracking.
life at Lisbon was not altogether after Southey's heart.
His uncleé's books and manuscripts were indeed a treasure
to explore, but Mr. Hill lived in society as well asin his
study, and thought it right to give his nephew the advan-
tage of new acquaintances. What had the author of Joan
of Arc, the husband of Edith Southey, the disciple of
Rousseau, of Godwin, the Stoic, the tall, dark-eyed young
man with a certain wildness of expresson in his face,
standing alone or discoursing earnestly on Industrial Com-
munities of Women—what had he to do with the inania
regna of thedrawing-room ? Hecared not for cardsnor for
dancing; he posessed no gift for turning the leaves on
the harpsichord, and saying the happy word at the right
moment. Southey, indeed, knew aslittle as possble of
music; and all through his life acted on the principle
that the worthiest use of sound without sense had been
long ago discovered by schoolboys let loose from their
tasks; he loved to create a chaos of shexr noise after
those hours during which slence had been interrupted
only by the scraping of his pen.  For the redt, the sallies
of glee from a mountain brook, the piping of a thrush
from the orchard-bough, would have delighted him more
than all the trills of Sontag or the finest rapture of
Malibran. It waswith some of the superiority and seri-
oumess of a philosopher just out of his teens that he
unbent to the frivolities of the Lisbon drawing-rooms.
But if Lisbon had its vexations, thecountry, the climate,
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the mountains with their sreams and coolness, the odorous
gardens, Tagus flashing in the sunlight, the rough bai
glittering with white breakers, and the Atlantic, made
amenda When April came, Mr. Hill moved to his house
at Cintra, and the memories and sensations " felt in the
blood and felt along the heart,” which Southey brought
with him to England, were especially associated with this
delightful retreat " Never was a house more completely
secluded than my uncl€'s: it is so surrounded with lemon-
treesand laurels as nowhere to be visible at the distance
of ten yards . . . A little stream of water runs down
thehill before the door, another door opens into a lemon-
garden, and from the stting-room we have just such a
prospect over lemon-trees and laurels to an opposte hill
as, by promising a better, invitesustowalk. . . . . On
one of the mountain eminences sands the Penha Con-
vent, visible from the hills near Lisbon. On ancther are
theruins of a Moorish cadtle, and a cistern, within its
boundaries, kept always fall by a spring of purest water
that rises in it. From this elevation the eye dretches
over a bare and melancholy country to Lisbon on the one
sde, and on the other to the distant Convent of M afra, the
Atlantio bounding the greater part of the prospect, |
never beheld a view that so effectually checked the wish
of wandering."

" Lisbon, from which God grant me a speedy deliver-
ance" isthe heading of one of Southey'sletters; but when
theday came to look on Lisbon perhaps for the last time,
his heart grew heavy with happy recollection. It was with
no regretful feeling, however, that he leaped ashore, glad
after all to exchange the sparkling Tagus and the lemon
groves of Portugal for the mud-encumbered tide of Avon
and a glimpse of British smoke. " | intend to writea
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hymn," he says "to theDii Penates" Hisjoyin re
union with his wife was made more rare and tender by
finding her in sorrow; the grief was also peculiarly his own
—L ovell wasdead. Hehad beentakenill at Salisbury, and
by his haste to reach his fireside had heightened the fever
which hungupon him. Coleridge, writing to his friend
Poole at this time, expreses himself with amiable but
inactive piety: " The widow is calm, and amused with
her beautiful infant We are all become more religious
than we were. God be ever praised for all things"
Southey also writes characteristically: " Poor Lovell 1 |
am in hopes of raising something for his widow by pub-
lishing his best pieces if only enough to buy her a
harpsichord. . . . Will you procure me some sub-
«ribers!™  No idle conceit of serving her, for Mrs.
Lovell with her child, aswell asMrs. Coleridge with her
children, at a later time became members of the Southey
household.  Already—though Coleridge might resent it—
Southey was willing to part with some vague enthusams
which wandered in the inane of a young man's fancy, for
the sake of simple loyalties and manly tendernesses. No
one was more hoyish-hearted than Southey at fifty; but
even at twenty-two it would not have been surprising to
find grey hairs sprinkling the dark. "How does time
mellow down our opinions| Little of that ardent enthu-
sasn which so lately fevered my whole character re-
mains. | have contracted my sphere of action within
the little circle of my own friends, and even my wishes
sddom stray beyond it. ... | want a little room to
arrange my booksin, and some Lares of my own." This
domegtic feeling was not a besotted contentment in narrow
interests; no man was more deeply moved by the political
changes in his own country, by the national uprising in
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the Spanish peninsula, than Southey; while seated at his
dek, his intellect ranged through dim centuries of the
past. But his heart needed an abiding-place, and he
yielded to the bonds—strict and dear—of duty and of
love which bound his own lifeto the lives of others.
Theambitiousquarto on which Cottleprided himself not
alittlewasnow published (1796). To asdgn itstrue place
toJoan of Arc we must remember that narrative poetry in
the eighteenth century was of the denderest dimensions
and the most modest temper. Poems of description and
sentiment seemed to leave no place for poems of action
and passon. Delicately finished cabinet pictures like
Shengtone's Schoolmistress and Goldsmith's Deserted Vil~
lage had superseded fresco. The only great English epic
of that century is the prose Odyssey of which Mr. Tom
Jones is the hero. That estimable London merchant,
Glover, had indeed written an heroic poem containing
the correct number of Books ; its subject was a lofty one;
the sentiments were generous, the language dignified; and
inasmuch asL eonidaswas a patriot and a whig, truewhigs
and patriots bought and praised the poem. But Glover's
poetry lacks the informing breath of life. His second
poem, The Athenaid, appeared after his death and its
thirty books fell plumb into the water of oblivion. It
looked as if the narrative poem a longue haleine was
dead in English literature. Cowper had given breadth,
with a mingled gaiety and gravity, to the poetry of
description and sentiment; Bums had made the air
tremulous with snatches of pure and thrilling song; the
Lyrical Ballads were not yet. At this moment from a
provincial press Joan of Arc was issued. As a piece of
romantic narrative it belongs to the new age of poetry;
in sentiment it is revolutionary and republican; its
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garment of style is of the eighteenth century. Nowhere,
except it be in the verses which hail " Inoculation, lovely
Maid 1" does the personified abstraction, galvanized into
life by printer's type and poe's epithet, stalk more at
large than in the unfortunate ninth book, the Vision of
the Maid, which William Taylor of Norwich pronounced
worthy of Dante, The critical reviews of the time were
liberal in politics, and the poem was praised and bought.
" Brissot murdered" was good, and " the blamédess wife
of Roland" atoned for some offences againgt taste; there
was also that notable reference to the " Almighty people ™
who " from their tyrant'shand dashed down the iron rod."
The delegated maid is a creature overflowing with Rous-
seauish sensibility; virtue, innocence, the peaceful cot,
stand over against the wars and tyranny of kings, and the
superstition and cruelty of prelates.  Southey himself
soon disrelished the youthful heats and violences of the
poem; he valued it as the work which first lifted him
into public view; and partly out of a kind of gratitude
he rehandled the Joan again and again. It would furnish
an instructive lesson to a young writer to note how its
asperities were softened, its spasn subdued, its swelling
words abated. Yet its chief interest will be perceved
only by readers of the earlier text To the second book
Coleridge contributed some four hundred lines, where
Platonic philosophy and protests againg the Newtonian
hypothesis of agher are not very appropriately brought
into connexion with the shepherd-girl of Domremi
These lines disappeared from all editions after the first.

> | find in a Catalogue of English Poetry, 1862, the following
passage from an autograph letter of S. T. Coleridge, dated
Bristol, July 16, 1814, then in Mr. Pickering*! possessont—«l
looked oyer the first five books of the 1st (Quarto) edition of
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The neighbourhood of Bristol was for the present
Southey's home. The quickening of his blood by the
beauty, the air and sun of Southern Europe, the snse
of power imparted by his achievement in poetry,
the joy of reunion with his young wife, the joy also of
solitude among rocks and woods, combined to throw him
intoavivid and creative mood. His head was full of
designs for tragedies, epics, novels, romances tales—
among therest " my Oriental poem of The Destruction of
the Dom Daniel." He hasa" Helicon kind of dropsy”
upon him; he had rather leave off eating than poetizing.
He was also engaged in making the promised book of travel
for Cottle; in what leisure time remained after these
employments he scribbled for The Monthly Magazine,
and to good purpose for in eight months he had earned
no less than " seven pounds and two pair of breeches”
which, as he observes to his brother Tom, "is not
amiss" Hewas resolved to be happy, and he was happy.
Now, too, the foolish estrangement on Coleridge's part
was brought to an end. Southey had been making
ome acquaintance with German literature at second
hand. He had read Taylor's rendering of Burger's
Lenore and wondered who this William Taylor was; he
had read Schiller's Cabal and Love in awretched trans-
lation, finding the fifth act dreadfully affecting; he had

Joan of Arc yesterday, at Hood's request, in order to mark the
lineswritten by me. | wasreally astonished—1, at the schoolboy
wretched allegoric machinery—2, at the transmogrification of the
fanatic Virago, into a modern Novel-pawing proselyte of the Age
of Season, a Tom Paine in petticoats, but so lovely! and in love
moredear | ' On her rutted cheek hung pity* crystal yam'—38, at
the titter want of all rhythm in the verse, themonotony and the
dead plumb down of the pauses, and of the absence of all bone,
muscle, and sinew in the single lines."
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alsoread Schiller's Fiasco. Coleridge wasjust back after
avisit to Birmingham, but still held off from hisbrother-
in-law and former friend. A sentence from Schiller, copied
on a dlip of paper by Southey, with aword or two of con-
ciliation, was sent tothe offended Abdiel of Pantisocracy:
" Fiesco! Fiexo | thou leavest avoid in my bosom, which
the human race, thrice told, will never fill up." It did
not take much to melt the faint resentment of Coleridge,
and to open his liberal heart. An interview followed,
and in an hour'stime, as the story istold by Coleridge's
nephew, "these two extraordinary youths were arm in
arm again."

Seven pounds and two pair of breeches are not amiss,
but pounds take to themsdves wings, and fly away;
a poet's wealth is commonly in the paulo-post-futurum
tense; it therefore behoved Southey to proceed with
his intended study of the law. By Christmas he would
receve the first instalment of an annual allowance
of 160Z. promised by his generous friend Wynn upon
coming of age; but Southey, who had just written his
Hymn to ths Penate*—a poem of grave tenderness and
sober beauty—knew that those deities are exact in their
demand for the dues of fire and salt, for the firstlings
of fruits, and for offerings of fine flour. A hundred and
sixty pounds would not appease them. To London
therefore he must go, and Blackstone must become his
counsdlor. But never did Sindbad suffer from the
tyrannous old man between his shoulders as Robert
Southey suffered from Blackstone. London in itself
meant deprivation of all that he most cared for; he
loved to shape his life in large and simple lines, and
London seemed to scribble over his consdousess with
digtractions and intricacies. " My spirits always sink
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when | approach it. Green fields are my delight |
am not only better in health, but even in heart, in
the country." Some of his father's love of rural
sights and sounds was in him, though hare-hunting
was not an amusement of Southey the younger; he
was as little of a sportsman as his friend Sir Thomas
More; the only murderous sport indeed which Southey
ever engaged in was that of pistol-shooting, with sand
for ammunition, at the wagps in Bedford's garden when
he needed a diversion from the wars of Talbot and
the "missoned Maid." Two pleasures of a rare kind
London offered, the presence of old friends, and the
pursuit of old books upon the stalls. But not even for
these best lures propossd by the Demon of the place
would Southey renounce
The genial influences
And thoughts and fedlings to be found where'er

We breathe beneath the open sky, and see
Earth'sliberal bosom.

To London, however, he would go, and would read
nine hours a day at law. Although he pleaded at times
againg his intended professon, Southey really made
a drenuous effort to overcome his repugnance to legal
studies, and for a while Blackstone and Madoc seemed
to advance sde by sde. But the bent of his nature
was dgrong. "I commit wilful murder on my own
intellect,” he writes two years later, " by drudging at
law." And the worst or the best of it wasthat all his
drudgery was usdess  Southey's memory was of that
serviceable sieve-like kind which retains everything need-
ful to its posessor, and drops everything which is mere
incumbrance. Every circumstance in the remotest degree
connected with the seminary of magicians in the Dom
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Daniel under the roots of the sa adhered to his memory,
but how to proceed in the Court of Common Pleas was
always just forgotten snce yesterday. "1 am not
indolent; | loathe indolence; but, indeed, reading law
is laborious indolence—it is thrashing straw. ... |
have given all possble attention and attempted to com-

mand volition; . . . dose the book and all was gone"
In 1801, there was a chance of Southey's visiting Sicily
as scretary to some ltalian Legation. " It is unfor-

tunate," he writes to Bedford, " that you cannot come to
the sacrifice of one law book—my whole proper stock—
whom | design to take up to thetop of Mount Etna,
for the express purpose of throwing him straight to
the devil. Huzza, Grosvenor! | was once afraid that |
should have a deadly deal of law to forget whenever |
had done with it; but my brains, God bless them, never
receved any, and | am asignorant as heart could wish.
The tares would not grow."

As spring advanced, impatience quickened within him;
the craving for a lonely place in sight of something green
became too strong. Why might not law be read in
Hampshire under blue skies, and as poetry be written ?
Southey longed to fill his eyesght with the s, and
with sunsts over the sea; he longed to renew that
delicious shock of plunging in salt waves which he had
lagt enjoyed in the Atlantic at the foot of the glorious
Arrabidamountain. Lodgings were found at Burton near
Christ Church (1797), and here took place a little Southey
family-gathering, for his mother joined them, and his
brother Tom, the midshipman, just released from a French
prison. Here too came Cottle, and there were talks about
the new volume of shorter poems, here came Lloyd, the
friend of Coleridge, himsdf a writer of verse and with
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Lloyd came Lamb, the play of whose letters show that
be found in Soutbey not only a fellow-lover of quaint
books, but also a ready smiler at quips and cranks and
twinklings of sly absurdity. And here he found John
Rickman, "the sturdiest of jovial companions” whose
clear head and stout heart were at Southey's service
whenever they were needed through all the future years.

When the holiday at Burton was at an end Sou they had
for a time no fixed abode. He is now to be seen roaming
over the cliffs by the Avon, and now casting a glance
across some book-stall near Gray's Inn. In these and
subsequent visits to London he was wistful for home, and
eager to hasten back. " At last, my dear Edith, | sit
down to write to you in quiet and something like com-
fort. . . . My morning has been spent pleasantly, for it
has been spent alone in the library; the hours so em-
ployed pass rapidly enough, but | grow more and more
home-sick, like a spailt child. On the 29th you may
expect me. Term opens on the 26th; after eating
my third dinner | can drive to the mail, and thirteen
shillings will be well bestowed in bringing me home
four-and-twenty hours earlier—it is not above sixpence
an hour, Edith, and | would gladly purchase an hour at
home now at a much higher price."

A visit to Norwich (1798) was pleasant and useful as
widening thecircle of hisliterary friends. Here Southey
obtained an introduction to William Taylor, whose
trandations from the German had previously attracted
his notice. Norwich at the end of the last century and
the beginning of the present was a little Academe among
provincial cities, where the belles lettres and mutual
admiration were assduoudy cultivated. Southey saw
Norwich at itsbest. Among its" superior people” were
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several who really deserved something better than that
Tagae distinction.  Chief among them was Dr. Bayers,
whom the German critics compared to Gray, who had
handled the Norse mythology in poetry, who created
the English monodrama, and introduced the rhymeless
measures followed by Southey. He rested too soon upon
his well-earned reputation, contented himself with touch-
ing and retouching his verses, and possssng singularly
pleasing manners, abounding information and genial wit,
embellished and enjoyed society.! William Taylor, the
biographer of Sayors, was a few years his junior. He
was versed in Goethe, in Schiller, in the great Kotzebue
—Shakspere's immediate successor, in Klopstock, in the
fantastic ballad, in the new criticism, and all this at
atimewhen German characters were as undecipherable to
most Englishmen as Assyrian arrow-heads. The whirligig
of time brought an odd revenge when Carlyle, thirty years
later, hailed in Taylor thefirst example of " the natural-
born English Philistine." In Norwich he was known as a
modd of filial virtue, arising light of that illuminated city,
a man whose extraordinary range pointed him out as the
fit and proper person to beinterrogated by any blue-stocking
lady upon topics as remote as the domestic arrangements
of the Chinese Emperor, Chim-Cham-Chow. William
Taylor had a command of new and mysterious words; he
shone in paradox, and would make ladies aghast by
" defences of suicide, avowals that snuff alone had rescued
him from it, information, given ascertain, that' God save
the King' was sung by Jeremiah in the temple of Solo-
mon,"* with other blasphemiesborrowed from the German,

* S Southey's article on " Dr. Sayerss Waks', Quarterly
Review, Jan. 1827.
» Harriet Martineau: Autobiography, i. p. 300.
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and too startling even for rationalistic Norwich. Dr.
Enfield, from whose Speaker our fathers learnt to
recite" My name is Norval," was no longer living; he
had just departed in the odour of dilettantism. But
solemn Dr. Alderson was here, and was now engaged in
giving away his daughter Amelia to a divorced bride-
groom, the painter Opie. Just now Elizabeth Gurney
was listening in the Friends' Meeting-House to that
discourse which transformed her from a gay haunter of
country ball-rooms to the sster and servant of Newgate
prisoners. The Martineaus also were of Norwich, and
upon subsequent visits the author of Thalaba and Kehama
was scrutinized by the keen eyes of a little girl—not born
at the date of his first visit—who smiled somewhat too
early a ad somewhat too maliciously at the airs and affecta-
tions of her native town, and whose pleasure in pricking
a wind-bag, literary, palitical, or religious, was only over-
exquisite. But Harriet Martineau, who honoured courage,
purity, faithfulness, and strength, wherever they were
found, reverenced the Tory Churchman, Robert
Southey.*

Soon after his return from Norwich a small house was
taken at Westbury (1798), avillage two miles distant from
Bristol. During twelve happy monthsthis continued to be
Southey's home. " | never before or snce” hesaysin one
of the prefaces to hiscollected poems, " produced so much
poetry in the same space of time" William Taylor, by
talks about Voss and the German idylls, had st Southey
thinking of a series of English Eclogues, Taylor also ex-
presed his wonder that some one of our poets had not
undertaken what the French and Germans so long sup-
ported, an Almanack of the Muses, or Annual Anthology of

* See her " History of the Peace," B. vi ohap. xri.
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minor poemsby various writers. The suggestion was well
received by Southey, who became editor of such annual
volumes for the years 1799 and 1800. At this period
wer e produced many of theballads and short pieces which
are perhaps more generally known than any other of
Southey's writings. He had served his apprenticeship to
the craft and mystery of such verse-makingin the Morning
Post, earning thereby a guinea a week, but it was not
until Bishop Bruno was written at Westbury that he had
the luck to hit off the right tone, as he conceived it, of
the modern ballad. The popularity of hisMary the Maid
of the Inn, which unhappy children got by heart, and
which some one even dramatized, was an affliction to its
author, for he would rather have been remembered as a
ballad writer in connexion with Rudiger and Lord
William. What he has written in this kind certainly
does not move the heart as with a trumpet, it does not
bring with it the dim burden of sorrow which islaid upon
the spirit by songs like those of Yarrow crooning of " old,
unhappy far-off things" But to tell a tale of fantasy
briefly, clearly, brightly, and at the same time with a
certain heightening of imaginative touches, is no common
achievement. The spectre of the murdered boy in Lord
WilUiam shone upon by a sudden moonbeam, and sur-
rounded by the welter of waves is more than a picturesque
apparition; readersof goodwill may find him avery genuine
little ghost, a stem and sad justicer. What has been
named " thelyrical cry " ishard tofind in any of Southey's
shorter poems. In Roderick and dsewhere he takes de-
light in representing great moments of life when fates are
decided, but such moments are usually represented as
eminences on which will and passion wrestle in a mortal
embrace, and if the cry of passon beheard, it is often
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a half-stifled death cry. The best of Southe/a shorter
poems expressing personal feelings are those which sum
up the virtue spread over ssasons of life and long habitual
moods.  Sometimeshe is simply sportiye as a serious man
released from thought and toil may be, and at such times
the sportiveness, while genuine as a schoolboy's, is like a
schoolboy's the reverse of keen-edged ; on other occasons
he expresses simply a strong man's endurance of sorrow;
but more often an undertone of gravity appears through
his glee, and in his sorrow there is something of solemn
joy.

All thisyear (1799) Modoc was steadily advancing, and
The Destruction of the Dom Daniel had been already
sketched in outline.  Southey was fortunate in finding an
admirablelistener. ThePneumatic | nstitution, established
in Bristol by Dr. Beddoes, was now under the care of a
youth lately an apothecary's apprenticeat Penzance, a podt,
but still more a philosopher, " a miraculous young man."
" Heisnot yet twenty-one, nor has he applied to chemistry
more than eighteen months, but he has advanced with
such seven-leagued srides as to overtake everybody;
his name is Davy"—Humphrey Davy—" the young
chemig, the young everything, the man least ostentatious,
of firg talent that | have ever known." Southey would
walk across from Westbury, an easy walk over beautiful
ground, to breathe Davy's wonder-working gas " which
excites all possble mental and muscular energy, and
induces almost a delirium of pleasurable sensations with-
out any subsequent dejection.” Pleased to find scientific
proof that he possssed a poet's fine susceptibility, he
records that the nitrous oxide wrought upon him more
readily than upon any other of itsvotaries. “Oh, Tom !"
he exclaims, gasping and ebullient, " Oh, Tom ! such a
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gas has Davy discovered, the gaseous oxydet »
Davy has actually invented a new pleasure for which
language has no name. | am going for more this even*
ing; it makes one strong and so happy! so gloriously
happy! . . . Oh, excelent air-bag! " If Southey drew
inspiration from Davy's air-bag, could Davy do less than
lend his ear to Southey's epic? They would stroll back
to Martin Hall—so christened because the birds who love
delicate air built under its eaves their "pendant beds'
—and in the large sitting-room, its receses stored with
books, or seated near the currant bushes in the garden,
thetenant of Martin Hall would read aloud of Urien and
Madoc and Cadwallon. When Davy had said good-bye,
Southey would sit long in the window open to the west,
poring on the fading glories of sunset, while about him
the dew was cool, and the swallows tiny shrieks of glee
grew loss frequent, until all was hushed and another day
was done. And sometimes hewould muse how all things
that he needed for utter happiness were here—all things
—and then would rise an ardent desre—except a child.

Martin Hall was unhappily held on no long leaseg;
its owner now required possesson, and the Southeys with
their household gods had reluctantly to bid it farewell.
Another trouble, and a more formidable one, at the same
time threatened. What with Annual Anthologies, Madoc
in Wales, Madoc in Aztlan, the design for a great poem on
the Deluge, for a Greek drama, for a Portuguese tragedy,
for a martyrdom play of the reign of Queen Mary, what
with reading Spanish, learning Dutch, transating and
reviewing for the booksdlers, Southey had been too closdy
at work. Hisheart began to take fits of sudden and vio-
lent pulsation; his deep, ordinarily as sound as a child's,
became broken and unrefreshing.  Unless the disease were
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thrown off by regular exercise, Beddoes assured him, it
would fasten upon him and could not be overcome. Two
years previously they had spent a summer at Burton in
Hampshire; why should they not go there again f 1n June,
1799, unaccompanied by his wife, whose health seemed
aso to be impaired, Southey went to seek a bouse
Two cottages, convertible into one, with a garden, a fish-
pond, and a pigeon-house, promised a term of quiet and
comfort in " Southey Palace that is to be." Possession
was not to be had until Michaelmas, and part of the in-
tervening time was very enjoyably spent in roaming
among the vales and woods, the coombes and cliffs
of Devon. It was in some measure a renewal of the
open-air delight which had been his at the Arrabida and
Cintra. "1 have seen the Valley of Stones," he writes:
"Imagine a narrow vale between two ridges of hills
somewhat steep ; the southern hill turfed; the vale which
runs from east to west covered with huge stones and
fragments of stones among the fern that fills it; the
northern ridge completely bare, excoriated of all turf and
all soil, the very bones and skeleton of the earth; rock
reclining upon rock, stone piled upon stone, a huge and
terrific mass. A paace of the Preadamite kings, a city
of the Anakim, must have appeared so shapeless and yet
so like the ruins of what had been shaped, after the waters
of the flood subsided. | ascended with some toil the
highest point; two large stones inclining on each other
formed a rude portal on the summit: here | sat down; a
little level platform about two yards long lay before me,
and then the eye fell immediately upon the seq, far, very
far below. | never felt the sublimity of solitude before."

But Southey could not rest " | had rather leave oft
eating than poetizing," he had said, and now the words
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seemed coming true, for he still poetized and had almost
ceasd to eat. " Yesterday | finished Modoc, thank God!
and thoroughly to my own satisfaction; but | have resolved
on one great, laborious and radical alteration. It was my
design to identify Madoc with Mango Capac, the legidator
of Peru: in this | have totally failed, therefore Mango
Capac is to be the hero of another poem." There is some-
thing charming in the logic of Southey's " therefore™: so
excellent an epic hero must not go to waste; but when on
the following morning herose early it wasto put on paper
the first hundred lines not of Mango Capac, but of the
Dom Daniel poem which we know as Thai-aba. A
Mohammed to be written in hexameters was as on the
stocks;, and Coleridge had promised the half of this.
Southey, who remembered a certain quarto volume on
Pantisocracy and other great unwritten works, including
the last, a Life of Lessing, by Samuel Taylor Coleridge,
knew the worth of his collaborateur's promises. However
it matterslittle; " the only inconvenience that his dere-
liction can occason will be that | shall write the poem in
fragments and have to ssam them together at last." “ My
Mohammed will be what | believe the Arabian was in the
beginning of his career, sncere in enthusiasm; and it
would puzzle a casuig to distinguish between the belief of
inspiration and actual enthusasm,” A short fragment of
the Mohammed was actually written by Coleridge, and a
short fragment by Southey, which dating from 1799, have
an interest in connexion with the history of the English
hexameter. Last among these many projects, Southey has
made up his mind to undertake one great historical work,
the History of Portugal. This was no dream-project;
Mango Capac never descended from his father the Sun
to appear in Southey'a poem; Mohammed never emerged

f
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from the cavern where the spider had spread his net;
but the work which was meant to rival Gibbon's
great history was in part achieved. It is a fact more
pathetic than many others which make appeal for tears
that this most ambitious and most cherished design of
Southey's life, conceived at the age of twenty-six, and
kept constantly in view through all his days of toil, was
not yet half wrought out when forty years later the pen
dropped from his hand, and the worn-out brain could
think no more.

The deal shavings had hardly been cleared out of
the twin-cottages at Burton, when Southey was pro-
strated by a nervous fever; on recovering he moved
to Bristol, still weak, with strange pains about the heart,
and sudden sdzures of the head. An entire change
of scene was obviously desirable. The sound of the
brook that ran beside his uncle's door at Cintra, the scent
of the lemon-groves, the grandeur of the Arrabida
haunted his memory; there were books and manuscripts
to be found in Portugal, which were essential in the
preparation of his great history of that country. Mr.
Hill invited him; his good friend Elmsley, an old school-
fellow, offered him a hundred poundS From every point
of view it ssemed right and prudent to go. Ailing and
unsettled as he was, he yet found strength and time to
put his hand to a good work before leaving Bristol.
Chatterton always interested Southey deeply; they had
this much at least in common, that both had often listened
to the chimes of St. Mary Redcliffe, that both were lovers
of antiquity, both were rich in gore of verse and lacked
all other riches. Chatterton's sster, Mrs. Newton, and
her child were needy and neglected. It occurred to
Southey and Cottle that an edition of her brother's
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poems might be published for her benefit Subscribers
came in dowly, and the plan underwent some altera-
tions, but in the end the charitable thought borefruit, and
the sster and niece of the great unhappy boy were lifted
into security and comfort. To have done something to
appeae the moody and indignant spirit of a dead poet
waswell; to have rescued from want a poor woman and
her daughter was perhaps even better.

Early in April, 1800, Southey was once more on his
way from Bristol by Falmouth to the Continent, accom-
panied by hiswife, now about to be welcomed to Portugal
by the fatherly uncle whose prudence she had once alarmed.
The wind was adverse, and while the travellers were
detained Southey strolled along the beach, caught soldier-
crabs and obsarved those ssa-anemones which blossom
anew in the verse of Thalaba. For reading on the
voyage he had brought Burns, Coleridges Poems, the
Lyrical Ballads, and a poem, with "miraculous beauties,"
called Gebir, "written by God knows who." But
when the ship lost sight of England, Southey with
swimming head had little spirit left for wrestling with
the intractable thews of Landor's early verse; he could
just grunt out some crooked pun or quaint phrase in
answer to inquiries as to how he did. Suddenly on
the fourth morning came the announcement that a
French cutter was bearing down upon them. Southey
leaped to his feet, hurriedly removed his wife to a place
of safety, and, musket in hand, took his pos upon the
quarter-deck. The smoke from the enemy's matches
could be sen.  She was hailed, answered in broken
English, and passd on. A moment more, and the
ugpene was over; she was English, manned from
Guernsey. " You will easly imagine" says Southey,
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" that my sensations at the ending of the business were
very definable—one honest simple joy that | was in a
whole skin!"  Two mornings more, and the sun rose
behind theBerlings; the heightsof Cintra became visible,
and nearer, the slver dust of the breakers with sa
gulls sporting over them; a pilots boat with puffed
and flapping sail ran out; they passed thankfully our
Lady of the Guide, and soon dropped anchor in the
Tagus. An absence of four years had freshened every
object to Southey's sense of seeing, and now he had the
joy of viewing all familiar things as strange through so
dear a companion's eyes

Mr. Hill was presently on board with kindly greeting;
he had hired atiny house for them, perched well above
the river, its little rooms cool with many doors and
windows. Manuel the barber, brisk as Figaro, would be
their factotum, and Mrs. Southey could also se a new
maid, Maria Kosa. Maria by-and-by came to be looked
at, in powder, straw-coloured gloves, fan, pink-ribands,
muslin petticoat, green satin deeves, shewas " not one of
the folk who deep on straw mattresses f withal she was
young and clean. Mrs. Southey, who had liked little the
prospect of being thrown abroad upon the world, was be-
ginning to be reconciled to Portugal; roses and oranges,
and green pessin early May were pleasant things. Then
the greetswere an unending spectacle; now a negro going
by with Christ in a gass case to be kissed for a petty
alms; now some picturesgue, venerable beggar; now the
little Emperor of the Holy Ghogt, strutting it from Easter
till Whitsuntide, a six-year-old mannikin with silk stock-
ings, buckles, cocked hat and sword, his gentlemen ushers
attending and his servants receiving donations on silver
salvers.  News of an assassnation from time to time did
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not much disturb the tranquil tenor of ordinary life.
There were old gardens to loiter in along vine-trellised
walks, or in sunshine where the grey lizards glanced and
gleamed. And eastward from the city were lovely by-
lanes amid blossoming olive-trees or market-gar dens veined
by tiny aqueducts and musical with the creak of water-
wheels which told of cool refreshment. There was a
the vast public aqueduct to visit; Edith Southey, holding
her husband's hand, looked down, hardly discovering the
diminished figures below of women washing in the brook
of Alcantara. If the sultry noon in Lisbon was hard to
endure, evening made amends;, then grong sea-winds
swept the narrowest alley, and rolled their current down
every avenue. And later, it was pure content to look
down upon the moonlighted river, with AlImadastretching
its black isthmusinto the waters that shone like midnight
Now.

Before moving to Cintra, they wished to witness the
processon of the Body of God—Southey likes the
English words as exposing " the naked nonsnse of the
blasphemy "—those of St. Anthony, and the Heart of
Jesus, and thefirst bull-fight. Everything had grown into
one insufferable glare; the very dust was bleached, thelight
was like the quivering of a furnace fire. Every man and
beast was adeep ; the stone-cutter dept with his head upon
the sone ; the dog dept under the very cart-wheels; the
bells alone slept not nor ceased from their importunate
clamour. Atlength—it was near mid June—a marvellous
cleaning of dreets took place, the houses were hung with
crimson damask, soldiers came and lined the ways, win-
dows and balconies filled with impatient watchers, not
ajewel in Lisbon but wason show. With blare of musc
the processon began; first, the banners of the city and
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its trades, the clumsy bearers crab-sidling along; an armed
champion carrying a flag; wooden 81 George held pain-
fully on horseback; led horses, their saddles covered
with rich escutcheons; all the brotherhoods, an immense
train of men in red or grey cloaks; the knights of the
orders superbly dressed; the whole patriarchal church
in glorious robes, and then, amid a shower of roseleaves
fluttering from the windows, the Pix, and after the
Pix, the Prince. On a broiling Sunday, the amusement
being cool and devout, was celebrated the bull-feast.
The first wound sickened Edith; Southey himsef, not
without an effort, looked on and saw " the death-sweat
darkening the dun hide" a circumstance borne in mind
for hisThalaba. " | am not quitesure” hewrites, " that
my curiosity in once going was perfectly justifiable, but
the pain inflicted by the sight was expiation enough.*'
After thisit was high time to take refuge from the sun
among the lemon-groves at Cintra. Here, if ever in his
life, Southey for a brief ssason believed that the grass
hopper is wiser than the ant; a true Portuguese indolence
overpowered him. "1 have spent my mornings half
naked in awet room dozing upon the bed, my right hand
not daring to touch my left" Such glorious indolence
could only be a brief possesson with Southey. More
often he would wander by the sreams to those spots
where purple crocusss carpeted the ground, and there rest
and read. Sometimes seated Sdeways on one of the
surefooted burros with a boy to beat and guide the brute,
he would jog lazily on while Edith, now skilled in " aaa
womanship,” would jog along on a brother donkey. Once
and again a fog—not unwelcome—came rolling in from
the ocean, one huge mass of mist, marching through the
valley like a victorious army, approaching, blotting the
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brightness, but leaving all dank and fresh. And always
the eveningswere delightful, when fireflies sparkled undei
thetrees, or in July and August as their light went out,
when the grillo began hissong. " | eat oranges, figs, and
delicious pears—drink Colares wine, a sort of half-way
excellence between port and claret—read all | can lay my
hands on—dream of poem after poem, and play after play
—take a sesta of two hours, and am as happy as if life
were but one everlasting to-day, and that to-morrow was
not to be provided for."

But Southey's second visit to Portugal was on the
whole no season of repose A week in the southern
climate seemed to have restored him to health, and he
assailed folio after folio in his undé€s library, rising each
morning at five, " to lay in bricks for the great Pyramid
of my history." The chronicles, the laws, the poetry of
Portugal were among these bricks. Nor did he dacken
in hisardour as awriter of verse.  Six books of Tlialaba
were in his trunk in manuscript when he sailed from
Falmouth; the remaining six were of a southern birth.
"1 am busy," he says " in correcting Thalaba for the
press . ... Itisagood job done and so | have thought
of another, and ancther, and another." As with Joan of
Are, so with this maturer poem the correction was a
rehandling which doubled the writer's work. To draw
the pen across six hundred lines did not cogt him a pang.
At length the manuscript was despatched to his friend
Hickman, with instructions to make as good a bargain as
he could for the first thousand copies. By Joan and the
miscellaneous Poems of 1797, Southey bad gained not far
from a hundred and fifty pounds, he might fairly expect
a hundred guineas for Thalaba. It would buy the furni-
ture of his long-expected house. But he was concerned
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about the prospectsof Harry, his younger brother; and
now William Taylor wrote that some provincial surgeon
of eminence would board and instruct the lad during four
or five years for precisely ahundred guineas. " A hundred
guineas! " Southey exclaims, " well, but thank God, there
is Thalaba ready, for which | ask this sum." " Thalaaba
finished, all my poetry/* he writes, "instead of being
wasted in rivulets and ditches, shall flow into the great
Madoc Mississippi river." One epic poem, however, he
finds too little to content him; aready The Curse of
Kehama is in his head, and another of the mytholo-
gical series which never saw the light. "1 have some
distant view of manufacturing a Hindoo romance, wild
as Thalaba;, and a nearer one of a Persian story, of
which | se the germ of vitality, | take the system of the
Zendavesta for my mythology, and introduce the powers
of darkness persecuting a Persian, one of the hundred and
fifty sons of the great king ; an Athenian captive is a
prominent character, and the whole warfare of the evil
power ends in exalting a Persian prince into a citizen of
Athens." From which catastrophe we may infer that
Southey had still something republican about his heart.

Before quitting Portugal the Southeys, with their friend
Waterhouse and a party of ladies, travelled northwards,
encountering very gallantly the trials of the way ; Mafra,
its convent and library, had been already visited by
Southey. " Do you love reading V* asked the friar who
accompanied them, overhearing some remark about the
books. "Yes." "And I|," sad the honest Franciscan,
Mlove eating and drinking." At Coimbra—that central
point from which radiates the history and literature of
Portugal—Southey would have agreed feelingly with the
good brother of the Mafraconvent; he had looked forward
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to precious moments of emotion in that venerable city;
but air and exercise had given him a crud appetite; it
truth must be told, the ducks of the monagtic poultry*
yard were more to him than the precious finger of St
Anthony. " | didlong/' he confesses" to buy, beg, or steal
adinner." The dinner must somehow have been secured
before he could approach in aworthy spirit that most affect-
ing monument at Coimbra—theFountain of Tears. " Itis
the spot where Inez de Castro was accusomed to meet her
husband Pedro, and weep for him in his absence Cer-
tainly her dwelling-house was in the adjoining garden;
and from there she was dragged, to be murdered at the
feet of the king, her father-in-law. . . . | | who have
long planned a tragedy upon the subject, sood upon my
own sene"  While Southey and his companions gazed
at the fountains and their shadowing cedar-trees, the
gownsmen gathered round; the vistors were travel-
stained and bronzed by the sun ; perhapsthe witty youths
cheered for the lady with the squaw tint; whatever offence
may have been given, the ladies protectors found them
" impudent blackguards” and with difficulty suppressed
pugilistic risings.

After an excursion southwardsto Algarve, Southey made
ready for hisreturn to England (1801). Hiswife desired
it, and he had attained the main objects of his sojourn
abroad. His health had never been more robust; hehad
read widely ; he had gathered large material for his His-
tory; he knew where to put his hand on this or that
which might prove needful, whenever he should return to
complete his work among the libraries of Portugal. On
arriving at Bristol, a letter from Coleridge met him. It
was dated from GretaHall, Keswick, and after reminding
Southey that Bristol had recently lost the miraculous
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young man, Davy, and adding that he, Samuel Taylor
Coleridge, had experiences, sufferings, hopes, projects to
impart, which would beguile much time, " wereyou on a
desert idand and | your Friday" it went on to present
theattractions of Keswick, and in particular of GretaHall,
in away which could not beresised. Taking all in all,
the beauty of the prospect, the roominess of the house,
the lowness of the rent, the unparalleled merits of the
landlord, the neighbourhood of noble libraries, it united
advantages not to be found together dsewhere. " In
short,"—the appeal wound up,—" for situation and con-
venience—and when | mention the name of Wordsworth,
for society of men of intellect—I know no place in which
you and Edith would find yourselves so well suited."
Meanwhile Drummond, an M.P. and a trandator of
Persius, who was going as ambassador first to Palermo and
then to Constantinople, was on thelook-out for a secretary.
The post would be obtained for Southey by his friend
Wynn, if possble ; this might lead to a consulship, why
not to the consulship at Lisbon with 1000/. a year % Such
possibilities, however, could not prevent him from speedily
visiting Coleridge and Keswick. "Time and absence
make strange work with our affections" so writes Southey;
" but mine are ever returning to rest upon you. | have
other and dear friends, but none with whom the whole of
my being isintimate . . . .Oh! | have yet such dreams.
Is it quite clear that you and | were not meant for some
better star, and dropped by mistake into this world of
pounds, shillings, and pence!" So for the first time
Southey set foot in Keswick, and looked upon the lake
and the hills which were to become a portion of hisbeing,
and which have taken him so closgly, so tenderly to them-
sves. His first feding was one not precisely of disap-



. WANDERINGS, 1795-1803. 75

pointment, but certainly of remoteness from this northern
landscape; he had not yet come out from the glow and
the noble abandon of the South. " These lakes* he sys,
"arelikerivers; but oh for the Mondego and the Tagus'!
And these mountains beautifully indeed are they shaped
and grouped; but oh for the grand Monchique 1 and for
Cintramy paradise| *

Time alone was needed to calm and temper his sne of
seeing, for when, leaving Mrs. Southey with her sster and
Coleridge, hevisited his friend Wynn at Llangedwin, and
breathed the mountain air of his own Prince Madoc, all
the loveliness of Welsh sreams and rivers sank into his
soul. " The Deeis broad and shallow, and itsdark waters
shiver into white and silver and hues of amber brown.
No mud upon the shore—no bushes—no marsh plants—
anywhere a child might stand dry-footed and dip his hand
into the water." And again a contrasted picture: " The
mountain-side was stony and a few trees grew among its
stones; the other side was more wooded, and had grasson
the top, and a huge waterfall thundered into the bottom,
and thundered down the bottom. When it had nearly
pased these rocky straits, it met ancther stream. The
width of water then became consderable, and twice it
formed a large black pool, to the eye absolutely stagnant,
the froth of the waters that entered there deeping upon
the surface ; it had the deadness of enchantment; yet was
not the pool wider than theriver above it and beow it,
where it foamed over and fell™ Such free delight as
Southey had among the hills of Wales came quickly to an
end. A letter was received offering him the position oi
private secretary to Mr. Cony, Chancedlor of the Exche-
quer fox Ireland, with a salary of four hundred pounds a
year* Rickman wasin Dublin and this was Hickman's
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doing. Southey, as he was in prudence bound to do,
accepted the appointment, hastened back to Keswick,
bade farewell for a little while to his wife, and started for
Dublin in no cheerful frame of mind.

At alater time, Southey posssssad Irish friends whom
he honoured and loved; he has written wise and humane
words about the Irish people. But all through his career
Ireland was to Southey somewhat too much that ideal
country—of late to be found only in theregion of humor-
ous-pathetic melodrama—in which the busness of life is
carried on mainly by the agency of bulls and blunder-
busses, and it required a distinct effort on his part to
conceive the average Teague or Patrick otherwise than as
a potato-devouring troglodyte, on occasons grotesquely
amiable, but more often with the rage of Popery working
in his misproportioned features. Those hours during
which Southey waited for the packet were among the
heaviest of his exisence. After weary tackings in a
baffling wind, the ship was caught into a gale, and was
whirled away, fifteen miles north of Dublin to the fishing-
town of Balbriggan. Then, a driveacross desolate country,
which would have depressed the spirits had it not been
enlivened by the airs and humours of little Dr. Solomon,
the unique, the omniscient, the garrulous, next after Bona-
parte the mogt illustrious of mortals, inventor of the Cor-
dial Balm of Gilead, and possessor of a hundred puncheons
of rum. When the new private secretary arrived, the
chancelor was absent; the secretary therefore set to work
on rebuilding a portion of his Modoc Presently Mr. Corry
appeared, and there was a bow and a shake of hands;
then he hurried away to London, to be followed by
Southey, who going round by Keswick was therejoined
by his wife. From London Southey writes to Rick-
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man, " The chancdlor and the scribe go* on in the
sameway. The scribe hath made out a catalogue of all
books published since the commencement of '97 upon
finance and scarcity; he hath also copied a paper written
by J. R. [John Rickman] containing some Irish alder-
man's hints about oak-bark; and nothing more hath the
scribe done in his vocation. Duly he calls at the chan-
cdlor's door; sometimes he is admitted to immediate audi-
ence; sometimes kicketh his heds in the antechamber;

. SOmetimes a gracious message emancipates him for
the day. Secrecy hath been enjoined him as to these
state proceedings. On three subjects he is directed to
read and research—corn-laws, finance, tythes, accordingto
their written order." The independent journals mean-
while had compared Corry and Southey, the two sate
conspirators, to Empson and Dudley ; and delicately ex-
presed a hope that the poet would make no false numbers
in his new work.

Southey, who had already worn an ass head in one of
Gillray's caricatures, was not afflicted by the newspaper
sarcasm; but the vacuity of such a life was intolerable,
and when it was proposed that ho should become tutor
to Corry's son, he brought his mind finally to the point of
resigning " a foolish office and a good salary." His no-
tions of competence were moderate; the vagabondage
between the Irish and English headquarters entailed by
his doffice was irksome-. His books were accumulating,
and there was ample work to be done among them if he
had but a quiet library of his own. Then, too, there
was another good reason for resigning. A new future was
opening for Southey. Early in theyear (1802) his mother
died; she had come to London to be with her son;
there she had been stricken with mortal illness; true
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to her happy sdf-forgetful instincts, she remained calm,
uncomplaining, consderate for others. " Go down, my
dear; | shall deep presently,” she had said, knowing that
death was at hand. W ith his mother, thelast Mend of
Southey's infancy and childhood was gone. " | camed
and curbed myself/' he writes, "and forced myself to
employment; but, at night, there was no sound of feet
in her bed-room, to which | had been used to listen, and
in the morning it was not my first busness to e her."
The past was pas indeed. But as the year opened, it
brought a happy promise; before summer would end, a
child might be in hisarms. Here were sufficient reasons
for hisresignation ; alibraryand a nursery ought, he says,
to be stationary.

To Bristol hushand and wife came, and there found a
small furnished house. After the roar of Fleet Street,
and the gathering of distinguished men—Fuseli, Flaxman,
Barry, Lamb, Campbell, Bowles—there was a strange-
nes in the great quiet of the place. But in that quiet
Southey could observe each day the growth of the pile of
manuscript containing his version of Amadis of Gaul, for
which Longman and Bees promised him a munificent
sixty pounds. Hetoiled at his History of Portugal, finding
matter of special interest in that part which was concerned
with the rdigious orders. He received from his Lisbon
collection precious boxes folio-crammed. " My dear and
noble books i Such folios of saints ! dull books enough for
my patience to diet upon, till all my flock be gathered
together into one fold."  Sixteen volumes of Spanish poetry
are lying uncut in the next room; a folio yet untasted
jogs his elbow; two of the best and rarest chronicles
coyly invite him. He had books enough in England to
employ three years of active industry. And underlying
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all thoughts of the great Constable Nunc Alvares Pereyra,
ofthe KingD. Joao | ., and of the Cid, deeper than the
sportsman pleasure of hunting from their lair strange
facts about the orders Cistercian, Franciscan, Dominican,
Jesuit, there was a thought of that new-comer whom, says
Southey, "I already feel disposed to call whelp and dog,
and all those vocables of vituperation by which a man
loves to call those he loves best.*'

In September, 1802, was born Southey's first child
named Margaret Edith, after her mother and her dead
grandmother; a flat-nosed, round-foreheaded, grey-eyed,
good-humoured girl. " | call Margaret,” he saysin a
sober mood of fatherly happiness, " by way of avoiding
all commonplace phraseology of endearment, a worthy
child and a most excellent character. Sheloves me better
than any one except her mother; her eyes are as quick as
thought, sheis all life and spirit, and as happy as the day
islong; but that little brain of hersis never at rest, and
it is painful to see how dreams disturb her." For Margery
and her mother and the folios a habitation must be found.
Southey inclined now towards settling in the neighbour-
hood of London—now towards Norwich, where Dr. Sayers
and William Taylor would welcome him, now towards
Keswick; butits horrid latitude, itsincessant rains! On
the whole his heart turned most fondly to Wales; and
there, in one of the loveliest spots of Great Britain, in the
Vale of Neath, was a house to let, by name Maes Gwyn.
Southey gave his fancy therein, and pictured himself
"housed and homed" in Maes Gwyn, working steadily
at the History of Portugal, and now and again glancing
away from hiswork to have alook at Margery seated in
her little great chair. But it was never to be; a difference
with the landlord brought to an end his treaty for the
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house, and in August the child lay dying. It was bitter
to part with what had been so long desired—during
seven childless years—and what had grown so dear. But
Southey's heart was strong; he drew himself together,
returned to his toil, now less joyous than before, and
set himself to strengthen and console his wife.

Bristol was henceforth a place of mournful memories.
" Edith," writes Southey, " will be nowhere so well as
with her sser Coleridge. She has a little girl some six
months old, and | shall try and graft her into the wound
while it isyet fresh." Thus Greta Hall received its guests
(September, 1803). At first the sight of little Sara Cole-
ridge and her baby cooings caused shootings of pain on
which Southey had not counted. Was the experiment of
this removal to prove a failure? He still felt as if he
were afeather driven by thewind. " 1 haveno symptoms
of root-striking here" he said. But he spoke, not know-
ing what was before him; the years of wandering were
indeed over; here he had found his home.



CHAPTER IV.
WAYS OF LIFE AT KESWMIOK, 1803—1839.

T H E best of lifewith Southey was yet to come; but in what
remains there are few outstanding events to chronicle;
there is nowhere any splendour of circumstance.  Of some
lives the virtue is distilled, as it were, into a few exquisite
moments—moments of rapture, of vision, of sudden and
shining achievement; all the days and years ssem to exist
only for the sake of such faultless moments, and it matters
little whether such a life, of whose very essence it is to
break the bounds of time and space, be long or short as
measured by the falling of sandgrains or the creeping of a
shadow. Southey's life was not one of these; its excd-
lence was congtant, uniform, perhaps somewhat too evenly
distributed. Hewrought in his place day after day, ssason
after season.  He submitted to the good laws of use and
wont. He grew stronger, calmer, more full-fraught with
gores of knowledge, richer in treasureof the heart. Time
laid its hand upon him gently and unfalteringly; the
bounding step became less light and swift; the ringing
voice lapsed into sadder fits of silence; the raven hair
changed to a snowy white; only still the indefatigable
eye ran down the long folio columns, and theindefatigable
hand still held the pen,—until all true life had ceased
When it has been said that Southey was appointed
9
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Pye's successr in the laureateship, that he received an
honorary degree from his university, that now and again
he visited the Continent, that children were born to
him from among whom death made choice of the deared,
and when we add that he wrote and published books, the
leading facts of Southey's life have been told. Had he
been a worse or a weaker man, we might look to find
mysteries, picturesque vices, or engaging follies; asit is,
everything is plain, straightforward, substantial. What
makes the life of Southey eminent and singular isitsunity
of purpose, its persisent devotion to a chosen object, its
simplicity, purity, loyalty, fortitude, kindliness, truth.
Theriver Greta, before passing under the bridge at the
end of Main Street, Keswick, winds about the little hill
on which sands GretaHall; its murmur may be heard
when all is still beyond the garden and orchard; to
the west it catches the evening light " 1In front'
Coleridge wrote when first inviting his friend to settle
with him, "we have a giants camp—an encamped
army of tent-like mountains, which by an inverted
arch gives a view of another vale On our right
the lovely vale and the wedgeshaped lake of Bassen-
thwaite; and on our left Derwentwater and Lodore full in
view, and the fantastic mountains of Borrowdale. Behind
us the massy Skiddaw, smooth, green, high, with two
chaans and a tent-like ridge in the larger." Southey's
house bdongs in a peculiar degree to his life; in it were
stored the treasures upon which his intellect drew for
ugenance ; in it his affections found their earthly abiding-
place; all the most mirthful, all the most mournful
recollectionsof Southey hangabout it; to it in every little
wandering his heart reverted like an exile's; it was at
once hisworkshop and his play-ground; and for atime,
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while he endured a living death, it became his ante-
chamber to the tomb. The rambling tenement consisted
of two housss under one roof, the larger part being
occupied by the Coleridges and Southeys, the smaller for
atime by Mr, Jackson, their landlord. On the ground-
floor was the parlour which served as dining-room and
general sitting-room, a pleasant chamber looking upon
the green in front; here also'were Aunt Lovel's sitting-
room, and the mangling-room, in which sood ranged
inarow the long array of dogs from the greatest even
unto the leadt, figuring in a symbol the various sages
of human life. The sairs to the right of the kitchen
led to a landing-place filled with bookcases, a few geps
more led to the little bedroom occupied by Mrs. Cole-
ridge and her daughter. " A few geps farther,” writes
Sara Coleridge, whose description is here given in
abridgment, "was a little wing bedroom,—then the
study, where my uncle sat all day occupied with literary
labours and researches, but which was used as a drawing-
room for company. Here all the tea-visiting guests were
received. The room had three windows, a large one look-
ing down upon the green with the wide flower-border, and
over to Keswick Lake and mountains beyond. There
were two smaller windows looking towards the lower part
of the town seen beyond the nursery-garden. The room
was lined with books in fine bindings; there were books
also in brackets, elegantly lettered vellum-covered volumes
lying on their sdesin a heap. Thewallswere hungwith
pictures mostly portraits. ... At the back of the room
was a comfortable sofa, and there were sundry tables,
besde my undes library table, his sreen, dek, &c.
Altogether, with its internal fittings up, its noble outlook,
and something pleasing in its proportions, this was a
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charming room." Hard by the study was Southey's bed-
room. Weneed not ramble farther through passages lined
with books, and up and down nights of stairsto Mr . Jack-
on's organ-room, and Mrs. Lovell's room, and Hartley's
parlour and the nurseries and the dark apple-room supposed
to be theabode of a bogle. Without, green-sward, flowers,
shrubs, strawberry-beds, fruit-trees encircled the house; to
the back, beyond the orchard a little wood stretched down
to theriver sde. A rough path ran along the bottom of
the wood ; here on a covered seat Southey often read or
planned future work, and herehislittle niece loved to play
in dsight of the dimpling water. " Dear Greta Hall!"
she exclaims, " and oh, that rough path besde the Greta!
How much of my childhood, of my girlhood, of my
youth were spent there!"

Southey's attachment to his mountain town and its
lakes was of no sudden growth. He came to them as one
not born under their influence; that power of hills, to
which Wordsworth owed fealty, had not brooded upon
Southey during boyhood; the rich southern meadows, the
wooded dliffs of Avon, the breezy downs had nurtured
his imagination, and to these he was still bound by pieties
of the heart. In thechurchyard at Ashton, wherelay his
father and his kinsfolk the beneficent cloud of mingled
love and sorrow mogt overshadowed his spirit. His
imagination did not soar, asdid Wordsworth's, in naked
solitudes; he did not commune with a Presence imma-
nent in external nature; the world, as he viewed it, was
an admirable habitation for mankind—a habitation with
a history. Even after he had grown a mountaineer he
loved a humanized landscape, one in which the gains
of man's courage toil, and endurance are apparent
Flanders, where the gsade has wrought its miracles
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of diligence, where the dow canal-boat glides, where the
carillons ripple from old spires, where sturdy burghers
fought for freedom, and wher e vellum-bound quartos might
be sought and found, Flanders on the whole gave Southey
deeper and stronger fedings than did Switzerland, The
ideal land of his dreams was always Portugal; the
earthly paradise for him was Cintra with its glory of
sun, and a glow even in its depths of shadow. But as
the years went by, Portugal became more and more a
memory, less and less a hope; and the realities of life in
his homewere of more worth every day. When, in 1807,
it grew clear that Greta Hall was tobe his life-long place of
abode, Southey's heart dosed upon it with a tenacious
grasp. He st the plaserer and carpenter to work, he
planted shrubs, he enclosed the garden, he gathered his
books about him, and thought that here were materials
for the industry of many years, he held in his arms
children who were born in this new home; and he looked
to Crosthwaite Churchyard, expecting, with quiet satisfac-
tion, that when toil was ended he should there take his
rest.

" | don't talk much about thesethings," Southey writes,
" but these lakes and mountains give me a desp joy for
which | sugpect nothing esewhere can compensate, and
this is a feeling which time strengthens instead of weaken-
ing" Some of the delights of southern counties he
missed; his earliest and deepest recollections were con-
nected with flowers; both flowers and fruitswere now too
few; there was not a cowdip to be found near Keswick.
"Here in Cumberland | miss the nightingale and the
violet—the most delightful bird and the swestest flower."
But for such lossss there were compensations. A pastoral
land will give amiable pledges for the sasns and the
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months, and will perform its engagements with a punctual
observance; to this the mountains hardly condescend,
but they shower at their will a sudden largess of un-
imagined beauty. Southey would Bally out for a consti-
tutional at his three-mile pace, the peaked cap dightly
shadowing his eyes which were coursing over the pages of
a book held open as he walked; he had left his study to
obtain exercise, and so to preserve health; he was not a
laker engaged in view-hunting; he did not affect the con-
templative mood which at the time was not and could not
be his. But when he raised his eyes, or when quickening
his three-mile to a four-mile pace he dosed the book,
the beauty which lay around him liberated and soothed
his spirit. Thisit did unfailingly; and it might do more,
for incalculable splendours, visionary glories, exaltations,
terrors are momentarily possble where mountain and cloud
and wind and sunshine meet. Southey, as he says did
not talk much of these things, but they made life for him
immeasurably better than it would have been in city con-
finement ; there were saces vistas, an atmosphere around
his sphere of work, which lightened and relieved it.
The engagements in his study were always so humerous
and so full of interest that it needed an effort to leave
the table piled with books and papers But a May
morning would draw him forth into the sun in spite
of himself. Once abroad, Southey had a vigorous joy in
the quickened blood, and the musdes impatient with
energy long pent up. The streams were his especial de-
light ; he never tired of their deep retirement, their shy
loveliness and their melody ; they could often beguile him
into an hour of idle meditation; their beauty hasin an
especial degree passd into his verse. When his sailor
brother Thomas came and settled in the Yale of New-
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lands, Southey would quickly cover the ground from
Keswick at his four-mile pace and in the beck at the
bottom of Tom's fields on summer days, he would plunge
and replunge and act the river-god in the natural
seats of mossy stone.  Or he would be overpowered
some autumn morning by the clamour of childish voices
voting a holiday by acclamation. Their father must
accompany them; it would do him good, they knew it
would; they knew he did not take sufficient exercise, for
they had heard him say 0. Where should the scramble
bef To Skiddaw Dod, or Causey Pike, or Watenlath, or
as a compromise between thoir exuberant activity and his
inclination for the chair and the fireside, to Walla Crag?
And there, while his young companions opened their
baskets and took their noonday meal, Southey would seat
himsaf—as Westall has drawn him—upon the bough of
an ash-tree, the water flowing smooth and green at his
feet, but a little higher up broken, flashing, and whitening
in its fall; and there in the still autumn noon he would
muse happily, placidly, not now remembering with over-
keen desre the gurgling tanks and fountains of Cintra,
his Paradise of early manhood.*

On summer days, when the visits of friends, or grangers
bearing letters of introduction, compelled him to idleness,
Southey's more ambitious excursons were taken. But he
was well aware that those who form acquaintance with a
mountain region during a summer all blue and gold, know
little of itsfiner power. It is October that brings most
often those days faultless, pearl-pure, of affecting influence,

In the long year st
Like captain jewels in the carcanet.

i For Weatall'fl drawing, and the description of Walla orag, see
" Sir ThomasMore:" Colloquy VI .
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Then, as Wordsworth has said, the atmosphere seams
refined, and the sky rendered more crystalling, as the
vivifying heat of the year abates;, the lights and
shadows are more delicate; the colouring is richer and
more finely harmonized; and, in this sason of illness,
the ear being unoccupied, or only gently excited, the
sense of vision becomes more susceptible of its appro-
priate enjoyments. Even December is a better month
than July for perceiving the special greatness of a moun-
tainous country. When the snow lies on the fells soft
and smooth, Grisedale Pike and Skiddaw drink in tints
at morning and evening marvellous as those seen upon
Mont Blanc or the Jungfrau for purity and richness.

" Summer,* writes Southey, " is not the ssason for this
country. Coleridge says, and says well, that then it is
like atheatre at noon. There are no goingson under a
clear sky; but at other sasons there is such shifting of
shades, such idands of light, such columnsand buttresses
of sunshine, as might almost make a painter burn his
brushes, as the sorcerers did their books of magic when
they saw the divinity which rested upon the aposles
The very snow, which you would perhaps think must
monotonize the mountains, gives new varieties; it brings
out their recessss and designates all their inequalities, it
impresess a better feeling of their height, and it reflects
such tints of saffron, or fawn, or rose-colour tothe evening
sun. 0 Maria Santissima/ Mount Horeb with theglory
upon its summit might have been more glorious, but not
more beautiful than old Skiddaw in his winter pdisse
I will not quarrel with frost, though the fellow has the
impudence to take me by the nose The lake-side has
such ten thousand charms : a fleece of snow or of the hoar
frost lies on the fallen trees or large stones, the grass
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points, that just peer above the water, are powdered with
dwauonds; theice on the margin with chains of crystal,
and such veins and wavy lines of beauty as mock all art;
and, to crown all, Coleridge and | have found out that
gones thrown upon the lake when frozen make a noise
like singing birds, and when you whirl on it a large flake
of ice, away the shivers dide chirping and warbling like
a flight of finches." This tells of a February at Keswick;
the following describes the goings on under an autumn
sky :—" The mountains on Thursday evening, before the
sun was quite down, or the moon bright, were all of one
dead-blue colour; their rifts and rocks and swels and
scars had all disappeared—the surface was perfectly uni-
form, nothing but the outline distinct; and this even
surface of dead blue, from its unnatural uniformity, made
them, though not transparent, appear transvious—asthough
they were of some soft or cloudy texture through which
you could have pased. | never saw any appearance o
perfectly unreal Sometimes a blazing sunst ssems to
steep them through and through with red light; or itisa
cloudy morning, and the sunshine dants down through a
rift in the douds, and the pillar of light makes the spot
whereon it falls so emerald green, that it lookslike a little
field of Paradise, At night you lose the mountains, and
the wind so stirs up the lake that it looks like the sea by
moonlight."

If Southey had not a companion by his side, the soli-
tude of his ramble was unbroken ; he never had the knack
of forgathering with chance acquaintance. With intellec-
tual and moral boldness, and with high spirits, he united a
congtitutional baahfulness and reserve. Hia retired life,
his habits of constant study, and in later years his short-
ness of sight fell in with thisinfirmity. He would not
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patronize his humbler neighbours; he had akind of ima-
ginative jealousy on behalf of their rights as independent
persons, and he could not be sure of straightway dis-
covering, by any genius or instinct of good-fellowship, that
common ground whereon strangers are at home with one
another. Hence—and Southey himself wished that it
had been otherwise—long as he resded at Keswick
there were perhaps not twenty persons of the lower
ranks whom he knew by sight. " After slightly return-
ing the salutation of some passer-by,” says his son,
“he would again mechanically lift his cap as he heard
some well-known name in reply to his inquiries, and
look back with regret that the greeting had not been more
cordial."

If the ice were fairly broken, he found it natural
to be easy and familiar, and by those whom he em-
ployed he was regarded with affectionate reverence.
Mrs. Wilson, kind and generous creature, remained in
Greta Hall tending the children as they grew up until
she died, grieved for by the whole household. Joseph
Glover who created the scarecrow " Statues' for the
garden—male and female created he them, as the reader
may see them figured toward the cose of The Doctor,—
Glover the artist who st up Edith's fantastic chimney-
piece (" Well, Miss Southey,” cried honest Joseph,™ I've
done my Devils'), was employed by Southey during
five-and-twenty years, ever since he was a 'prentice boy.
I f any war m-hearted neighbour, known or unknown to him,
came forward with a demand on Southey's sympathies, he
was sureto meet aneighbourly reponse. When the miller,
who had never spoken to him before, invited the laureate
torgoice with him over the pig he had killed—the finest
ever fattened—and when Southey was led to the place
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where that which had ceased to be pig and was not yet
bacon, was hung up by the hind feet, he filled up the
measure of the good man's joy by hearty appreciation o!
a porker's points. But Cumberland enthusasm sddom
flames abroad with so prodigal a blaze as that of the
worthy miller's heart.

Within the charmed circle of home, Southey's temper
and manners were full of a strong and sweet hilarity; and
the home circle was in itself a consderable group of
pesons  The Pantisocratic scheme of a community was
after all near finding a fulfilment, only that the Greta
ran by in place of the Susguehanna, and that Southey
took upon his own shoulders the work of the dead
Lovell, and of Coleridge, who lay in weakness and
dgection, whelmed under thetide of dreams.  For some
little time Coleridge continued to redde at Keswick
an admirable companion in amost all moods of mind,
for all kinds of wisdom, and all kinds of nonsensa
When he was driven abroad in search of health, it
semed as if a brightness were gone out of the air,
and the horizon of life had grown definite and con-
tracted. " It is now almost ten years" Bouthey writes,
"snce he and | first met in my rooms at Oxford,
which meeting decided the destiny of both. ... | am
perpetually pained at thinking what he ought to be,
but the tidings of his death would come upon me more
like a stroke of lightning than any evil | have ever
yet endured.”

Mrs. Coleridge with her children remained at Greta
Hall That quaint little metaphysician, Hartley, now
answering to the name of Moses now to that of
Job, the oddest of all God's creatures, was an un-
ceasng wonder and delight to his uncle—"a srange,
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srange boy, ' exquisitely wild.," an utter visionary, like
the moon among thin clouds he moves in a circle of
his own making. He alone is a light of his own.
Of all human beings | never saw one so utterly naked
of Hf"  When his father expressed surprise that Hartley
should take his pleasure of wheel-barrow-riding so sadly,
" The pity is"—explained little Job—" the pity is Tee
always thinking of my thoughts” " 'I'm a boy of
a very religious turn/ he says; for he always talks of
himself and examines his own character, just as if he were
speaking of another person, and as impartially. Every
night he makes an extempore prayer aloud; but it is
always in bed, and not till he is comfortablethere and got
intothemood. When heisready, hetouchesMrs. Wilson,
who degpswith him, and says, * Now listen !I" and off he
satslike apreacher.” Younger than Hartley was Derwent
Coleridge, a fair broad-cheted boy, with merry eye
and roguish lips, now grown out of that yellow frock
in which he had earned his name of Stumpy Canary.
Sara Coleridge, when her uncle came to Keswick after
the death of his own Margery, was a little grand-lama
at that worshipful age of seven months. A fall into
the Greta a year and a half later, helped to change her
to the delicate creature, whose large blue eyes would look
up timidly from under her lace border and mufflings
of muslin. No feeling towards their father save a
reverent loyalty did the Coleridge children ever learn
under Southey's roof. But when the pale-faced wanderer
returned from Italy, he surprised and froze his daughter
by a sudden revelation of that jealousy which is the fond
injustice of an unsatisfied heart, and which a child who
has freey given and taken love finds it hard to com*
prehend. "I think my dear father," writes Sara Coleridge,
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" was anxious that | should learn to love him and the
Wordsworths and their children, and not cling so ex-
clusively to my mother and all around me at home®
Love him and revere his memory she did; to Words-
worth she was conscious of owing more than to any other
teacher or inspirer in matters of the intellect and imagina-
tion. But in matters of the heart and consience the
daily life of Southey was the hook in which she read ;
he was, she would emphatically declaro, " upon the whole
the best man she had ever known."

But the nepotism of the most " nepatious " uncle isnot a
perfect substitute for fatherhood with its hopes and fears.
May-morning of the year 1804, ssw "anEdithling very,
very ugly, with no more beauty than a young dodo/
nestling by Edith Southey *s sde. A trembling thank-
fulness posessd the little onés father; but when the
Arctic weather changed suddenly to days of genial sun-
shine, and groves and gardens burst into living greenery,
and rang with song, his heart was caught into the general
joy. Southey was not without a presentiment that his
young dodo would improve. Soon her premature activity
of eye and spirits troubled him, and hetried while cherish-
ing her toput a guard upon hisheart. " | did not mean to
trust my affections again on so frail a foundation,—and
yet the young one takes me from my desk and makes me
talk nonsense as fluently as you perhaps can imagine."
When Sara Coleridge—not yet fiveyearsold, but already,
as she half believed, promised in marriage to Mr. De
Quincey,—returned after a short absence to Greta Hall,
she saw her baby cousin, sixteen months younger, and
therefore not yet marriageable, growninto a little girl very
fair, with thick golden hair, and round rosy cheeks
Edith Southey inherited something of her father's looks,
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and of his swift intelligence; with her growing beuty
of face and limbs a growing excellence of inward nature
kept pace. At twenty she was the "elegant cygnet" of
Amelia Opi€'s album verses,

'Twos pleasant to meet
And seethee famed Swan of the Derwent's fair tide
With that elegant cygnet that floatsby thy side,

a compliment her father mischievoudy would not let her
Elegancy forget. Those whowould know her in the love-
liness of youthful womanhood may turn to Wordsworth's
poem The Triad, where she appears first of the three
"sister nymphs' of Keswick and Rydal; or, Hartley
Coleridge's exquisite sonnet, To a lofty beauty from her
poor kinsman: —
M ethinks thy scornful mood,

And bearing high of stately womanhood,—

Thy brow where Beauty sits to tyrannize

O'er humblelove, had made mo sadly fear thee:

For never sure was seen aroyal bride,

Whose gentleness gave grace to BO much pride—

My very thoughts would tremble to be near thee,

But when | se thee by thy father's side

Old times unquoen thee, and old loves endear thee.

But it isbest of all to remember Southey's daughter in
connexion with one letter of her father's. In 1805 he
visited Scotland alone; he had looked forward to carrying
on the most cherished purpose of his life—the History of
Portugal—among the libraries of Lisbon, But it would
be difficult to induce Mrs. Southey to travel with the
Edithling. Could he go alone f The short absence in
Scotland served to test his heart, and so to make hisfuture
clear:—

"1 ned not tell you, my omn dear Edith, not to read my
lettersaloud till you have first of all ssn what b written only
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for yoursdf. What | hare now to say to you is, that having
been eight days from home with as little discomfort, and as
little reason for discomfort, as a man can reasonably expedt, |
have yet fdt s little comfortable so great smee of slitariness
and so many homeward yearnings, that certainly | will not go
to Lisbhon without you; a resolution which, if your fedings beat
all like mine, will not digplease you. | f, on mature consider ation,
you think the inconvenienoe of a voyage more than you ought to
submit to, | mug be content to stay in England, ason my part it
certainly is not worth while to sacrifice a year's happiness ; for
though not unhappy (my mind is too active and too wel dis
ciplined toyield to any such criminal weskness), still without
you | am not happy. But for your sake as well as my own, and
for little Edith's sake | will not consent to any separation; the
growth of a year's love between hor and me, if it please God that
she should live, is a thing too ddightful in itsdf, and too valu-
able in its cousquences both to her and me to be given up
for any light inconvenience either on your part or mine. An
absnce of a year would make her efectually forget me. ... ,
But of thesethingswewill talk at leisure; only dear, dear Edith,
wemug not part."’

Such wisdom of the heart was justified; the year of
growing love bore precious fruit. When Edith May was
ten years old her father dedicated to her, in versos laden
with a father's tendereat thoughts and fedlings, his Tale of
Paraguay. He recalls the day of her birth, the preceding
sorrow for his first child whose infant features have
faded from him like a passing cloud; the gladness of
that singing month of May; the seasns that followed
during which he observed the dawning of the divinelight
in her eyes; the playful guiles by which hewon from her
repeated kisses; to him these ten years seam like yester*
day; but to her they have brought discourse of reason,
with the snse of time and change—

And | hare men thine eyes suffused in grief
When 1 have aaid that with autumnal grey
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The touch of eld hath mark'd thy father's head |
That even the longest day of life is brief,
And mine is falling fast into the yellow leaf.

Other children followed, until a happy stir of life filled
the houss Emma, the quietest of infants, whose voice
was sddom heard, and whose dark-grey eyes too seldom
shone in her father's study, dipped quietly out of the
world after a hand's-breadth of existence; but to Southey
she was no more really lost than the buried brother
and sge were to the cottage girl of Wordsworth's

Weareseven. " | havefive children,” he saysin 1809;
“three of them at home, and two under my mother's
care in heaven." Of all the mogt radiantly beautiful

was |sabel; the most passionately loved was Herbert.
"My other two are the most perfect contrast you ever
saw. Bertha, whom | call Queen Henry the Eighth,
from her likeness to King Bluebeard, grows like Jonah's
gourd, and is the very picture of robust health; and little
Katehardly ssems to grow at all, though perfectly well,—
she is round as a mushroom-button. Bertha, the bluff
queen, is just as grave as Kate is garrulous; they are
inseparable play-fellows, and go about the house hand in
hand."

Among the inmates of Greta Hall, to overlook Lord
Nelson and Bona Marietta, with their numerous successors
would be a grave delinquency. To be acat wastobea
privileged member of the little republic to which Southey
gave laws. Among the fragments at the end of The
Doctor will be found a Chronicle History of the Cattery
of Cat's Eden, and some of Sou they's frolic letters are
written as if his whole busness in life were that of
scretary for feline affairs in Greta Hall A housg he
declared, is never perfectly furnished for enjoyment unless
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thereisin it a child rising three years old and a kitten
rising six weeks; " kitten isin the animal world what the
rosebud isin the garden." Lord Nelson, an ugly soecimen
of the streaked-carroty or Judas-coloured kind, yet withal
a good cat, affectionate, vigilant, and brave, was succeeded
by MadameBianchi, abeautiful and singular creature, white
with a fine tabby tail; " her wild eyes were bright and
green as the Duchessde Cadaval'semerald necklace” She
fled away with her niece Pulcheria on the day when good
old Mrs. Wilson died ; nor could any allurements induce
the pair to domegticate themselves again. For some time
a cloud of doom seemed to Ixang over Cat's Eden. Ovid
and Virgil, Othellothe M oor, ami Pope Joan perished miser-
ably. At last Fortune, asif to make amends for her unkind-
ness, sent to Greta Hall almost together the never-to-
be-enough-praised Rumpelstilzchen (afterwards raised for
services againg rats to be His Serene Highness the Arch-
dukeRumpelstilzchen),and theequally-to-be-praised Hur ly-
burly buss With whom too soon we must dose the cata-

logue.

The revenue to maintain this household was in the
main won by Southey's pen. " It is a difficult as well as
a delicate task/' he wrate) in the Quarterly Review " to
advise a youth of ardent mind and aspiring thoughts in
the choice of a profession; but a wiss man will have no
hesitation in exhorting him to chooseanything rather than
literature. Better that he should sek his fortune before
the magt, or with a musket on hisshoulder and a knapsack
on his back, better that be should follow the plough, or
work at the loom or the lathe, or sweat over the anvil,
than trust to literature as the only means of his support"
Southey's own bent towards literature was too strong to
be altered. But, while he accepted loyally the burdens

a
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of his professon as a man of letters, he knew how stout a
back is needed to bear them month after month and year
after year. Absolutely dependent on his pen he was
at no time. His generous friend Wynn, upon coming
of age, allowed him annually 1601., until in 1807 he was
able to procure for Southey a Government pension for
literary services amounting, cear of taxes, to nearly the
same sum. Southey had as truly as any man the pride
of independence, but he had none of itsvanity ; there was
no humiliation in accepting a service from one whom
friendship had made as dose as a brother; men, he says
are as much better for the good offices which they receive
as for those they bestow; and his own was no niggard
hand. Knowing both to give and to take, with him the
remembrance that he owed much to others was among the
precious possssons of life which bind us to our kind
with bonds of sonship not of davery. Of the many kind-
nesss which lie received he never forgot one " Had it
not been for your aid,” he writesto Wynn, forty years
after their first meeting in Dean's Yard, " | should have
been irretrievably wrecked when | ran upon the shoals
with all sail s, inthevery outset of my voyage" And to
another good old friend who from his own modest station
applauded while Southey ran forward in the race: " Do
you suppose, Cottle, that | have forgotten those true and
mos essential acta of friendship which you showed me
when | sood mogt in need of them ? Your house was my
house when | had no other. The very money with which
I bought my wedding-ring and paid my marriage-fees, was
supplied by you. It was with your sgers| left Edith
during my six months absence and for the six months
after my return it was from you that | received, week by
week, the little on which we lived, till | was enabled to
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live by other means. It is not the settling of a cash ac-
count that can cancd obligations like these. You are in
the habit of preserving your letters, and if you were not,
| would entreat you to preserve this that it might be sen
hereafter. . . . | My head throbs and my eyes burn with
these recollections.  Good night! my dear old friend and
benefactor.”

Anxiety about his worldly fortunes never cost Southey
a deepless night. His dispostion was always hope-
ful ; relying on Providence, he says | could rely upon
myself. When he had little, he lived upon little,
never spending when it was necessary to spare, and his
means grew with his expensss  Business habits he
had none; never in hislife did he cag up an account;
but in a general way he knew that money comes by
honest toil and grows by diligent husbandry. Upon
Mrs. Southey, who had an eye to all the household out-
goings, the cares of this life fell more heavily. Sara
Coleridge calls to mind her aunt as she moved about
GretaHall intent on house affairs, " with her finefigure
and quietly commanding air." Alas! under this gracious
dignity of manner the wear and tear of life were doing
their work surely. Still, it was honest wear and tear.
" | never knew her to do an unkind act,” says Southey,
" nor say an unkind word ;" but when stroke followed
upon stroke of sorrow, they found her without that dastic
temper which rises and recoversitself. Until the saddest
of afflictions made her helpless, everything was left to her
management and was managed so quietly and well, that ex-
cept in times of scknessand bereavement, " | had,” writes
her husband, " literally no cares” Thusfree from harass
Southey toiled in his library; he toiled not for bread
alone, but also for freedom. There were great desgns
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before him which, he was well aware, if ever realized
would make but a poor return to the household coffer. To
gain time and a vantage-ground for these he was content
to yield much of his strength to work of temporary
value, always contriving however to strike a mean in this
journeyman service between what was most and least
akin to his proper pursuits. When a parcel of books
arrived from the Annual Review, he groaned in spirit
over the sacrifice of time; but patience! it is after all
better, he would reflect, than pleading in a court of law;
better than being called up at midnight to a patient;
better than calculating profit and loss at a counter; bet-
ter in short than anything but independence. " | am
a quiet, patient, easy-going hack of the mule breed"
—he writes to Grosvenor Bedford,—"regular as clock-
work in my pace surefooted, bearing the burden which
islaid on me, and only obstinate in choosing my own path.
If Gifford could se me by this fireside where, like
Nicodemus, one candle auffices me in a large room, he
would see a man in a coat ' still more threadbare than his
own/ when he wrote his ' Imitation working hard and
getting little—a bare maintenance, and hardly that;
writing poems and history for posterity with his whole
heart and soul; one daily progressve in learning, not so
learned as he is poor, not so poor as proud ; not so proud
as happy. Grosvenor, thereis not a lighter-hearted nor a
happier man upon the face of this wide world." When
these words were written, Herbert stood by his father's
side; it was sweet to work that his boy might have his
play-time glad and free.

The public estimate of Southey's works as expressed in
pounds, shillings, and pence was lowest where he held
that it ought to have been highest. For the History of
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Brazl, a work of supendous toil, which no one in England
could have produced save Southey himsdf, he had not
received after eight years as much as for a single article
in the Quarterly Review. Modoc, the pillar, as he sup-
posed, on which his poetical fame was to rest, Madoc,
which he dismissed with an awed feding as if in it he
were parting with a great fragment of his life, hrought its
author after twelve months sales the sum of three pounds,
seventeen shillings and one penny. On the other hand,
for his Naval Biography, which interested him less than
mogt of his works, and which was undertaken after hes-
tation, he was promised five hundred guineas a volume.
Notwithstanding his unwearied exertions, his modest scale
of expenditure, and his profitable connexion with the
Quarterly Review—for an important article he would
receive one hundred pounds—he never had a year'sincome
in advance until that year late in his life in which Sir
Robert Peel offered him a baronetcy. In 1818, the lucky
payment of a bad debt enabled him to buy three hundred
pounds in the Threeper-cents. " | have 100J. already
there" he writes "and shall then be worth 12/. per
annum." By 1821 this sum had grown to 625/., the
gatherings of half a lifetime. In that year his friend
John May, whose acquaintance he had made in Portugal,
and to whose kindness he was a debtor, suffered the loss
of his fortune. As soon as Southey had heard the date
of affairs, his decison was formed. " By this post/' he
tells his friend, " | write to Bedford, desiring that he will
transfer to you 625Z. in the Three-per-cents. | wish it
was more and that | had more at my command in any
way. | shall in the spring, if I am paid for the first
volume of my History as soon as it is finished. One
hundred | should, at all events, have sent you then. It
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shall be as much more as | receive” And he goes on in
cheery words to invite John May to break away from
business and come to Keswick, thereto lay in " a pleasant
gore of recollections which in all moods of mind are
wholesome"  One rgoices that Southey, poor of worldly
goods, knew the happiness of being so simply and nobly
generous.

Blue and white china, mediaeval ivories, engravings by
the Little Masters, Chippendale cabinets, did not excite
pining desre in Southey's breast; yet in one direction
he indulged the passon of a collector. If with respect
to any of " the things independent of the will," he showed
a want of moderation unworthy of his discipleship to
Epictetus, it was asuredly with regpect to books. Be-
fore he possessad a fixed home he was already moored to
hisfolios; and when once he wasfairly settled at Keswick,
many a time the carriers on the London road found
their lading the larger by a weighty packet on its way
to Greta HalL Never did he run north or south for a
holiday, but the inevitable parcel preceded or followed
his return. Never did he aoss to the Continent but
a bulkier bale arrived in its own good time encos
ing precious things. His morality, in all ds void of
offence, here yielded to the seducer. It isthought that
Southey was in the main honest; but if Dirk Hatteraick
had run ashore a hundredweight of the Acta Sanctorum
duty-free, the king's laureate was not the man to sa
the sharks upon him, and it is to be feared that the
pattern of probity, thevirtuous Southey himsdf, might in
such circumgances be found, under cover of night, lugging
his prize landwards from its retreat beneath the rocks.
Unquestionably at one time certain parces from Por-
tugal—only of such a sze as could be carried under the
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arm—were silently brought ashore to the defrauding of
the revenue, and somehow found their way by-and-by to
GretaHall " Wemaintain a trade," says the Governor
of the Strangers House in Bacon's philosophical romance,
" not for gold, silver or jewels, nor for silks, nor for spices,
nor any other commodity of matter, but only for God's
first creature, which was light" Such too was Southey's
trade, and heheld that God'sfirst creatureis freetotravel
unchallenged by revenue-cutter.

" Why, Montesinos," asksthe ghostly Sir Thomas More
in one of Southey's Colloquies, " with these books and
the delight you take in their congtant society, what
have you to covet or desrel" " Nothing," istheanswer,
" .. . . except more books" When Southey, in 1805,
went to se Walter Scott, it occurred to him in Edin-
burgh that having had neither new coat nor hat since little
Edith was born he must surely be in want of both, and
here, in the metropalis of the North, was an opportunity
of arraying himself to hisdesre. " Howbeit," he says, " on
consdering the really respectable appearance which my
old ones made for a traveller,—and considering, moreover,
that as learning was better than house or land, it cer-
tainly must be much better than fine clothes—I laid out
all my money in books, and came home to wear out
my old wardrobe in the winter." De Quincey called
Southey's library his wife, and in a certain sne it was
wife and mistress and mother to him. The presence and
enjoying of his books was not the sole delight they
afforded; there was also the pursuit, the surprisal, the
love-making or wooing. And at last in hishours of weak-
ness once more a little child, he would walk dowly
round hislibrary, looking at his cherished volumes, taking
them down mechanically, and when he could no longer
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read, pressng themtohislips. In happier daysthe book-
stalls of London knew the tall figure, the rapid stride,
the quick-seeking eye, the eager fingers. Lisbon, Paris,
Milan, Amsterdam contributed to the rich confusion that,
from time to time, burdened thefloorsof library and bed-
rooms and passages in Greta Hall. Above all he was
remembered at Brusses by that best of bookmen, Ver
beyst What mattered it that Verbeyst wasa doven, now
receiving his clients with gaping shirt and now with
stockingless feet; did he not duly honour letters, and had
he not 300,000 volumes from which to chooe? If in a
moment of prudential weakness one failed to carry off
such a treasure as the Monumenta Boica, or Colgar's Irish
Saints, there was a chance that in Verbeyst's vast sore
house the volume might lurk for a year or two. And Ver-
beyst loved his books; only less than he loved his hand-
some good-natured wife, who for a liberal cusomer would
fetch the bread and burgundy. Henry Taylor dwelt in
Robert Southey's heart of hearts; but let not Henry Taylor
treasonably hint that Verbeyst, the prince of booksdlers,
had not a princes paliteness of punctuality. If sundry
books promised had not arrived, it was because they were
not easly procured; moreover, the good-natured wife had
died—Men des malheurs, and Verbeyst's heart was fallen
into a lethargy. " Think ill of our fathers which arein
the Row, think ill of John Murray, think ill of Colburn,
think ill of the whole race of bibliopoles, except Verbeyst,
who is always to be thought of with liking and respect.”
And when the bill of lading, coming dow but sure, an-
nounced that saints and chroniclers and poets were on
their way, " by this day month," wrote Southey, " they
will probably be here; then shall | be happier than if his
Majesty King George the Fourth were to give orders that
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| should be clothed in purple, and deegp upon gold, and
have a chain upon my neck, and sit next him because
of my wisdom, and be called his cousn.”

Thus the four thousand volumes, which lay piled about
the library when Southey first gathered his posessons to-
gether, grew and grew, year after year until thegrand total
mounted up to eight, toten, tofourteen thousand. Now Kirke
White's brother Neville snds him a gift of Sir William
Joness works, thirteen volumes, in binding of bewildering
loveliness. Now L andor ships from some I talian port a chest
containing treasures of less dubious value than the Raf-
fadlles and Leonardos with which he liberally supplied his
art-loving friends. Oh, the joy of opening such a chest;
of discovering the glorious folios;, of glancing with the
shy amorousness of first dedre at title-page and colophon ;
of growing familiarity ; of tracing out the history suggested
by book-plate or autograph; of finding a lover's excuses
for cropped margin, or water-stain, or worm-hole. Then
the calmer happiness of arranging his favourites on new
shelves, of taking them down again after supper in
the ssason of meditation and currant-rum ; and of won-
dering for which among his father's books Herbert will
care mos when all of them shall be his own. " It
would please you," Southey writes to his old comrade,
Bedford, " to s such a display of literary wealth, which
is at once the pride of my eye, and thejoy of my heart, and
the food of my mind ; indeed, more than metaphorically,
meat, drink and clothes for me and mine. | verily believe
that no one in my station was ever so rich before, and |
am very sure that no one in any station had ever a more
thorough enjoyment of riches of any kind or in any way."

Southey's Spanish and Portuguese collection—if Heber's
great library be st asde—was probably the most remark-
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able gathering of such books in the possession of any
private person in this country. It included several manu-
scripts, some of which were displayed with due distinction
upon brackets. Booksin white and gold—vellum or parch-
ment bound, with gilt lettering in the old English type
which Southey loved—were arranged in effective positions
pyramid-wise.  Southey himself had learned the mystery
of book-binding, and from him his daughters acquired
that art; the ragged volumes were decently clothed in
coloured cotton prints; these, presenting a strange patch-
work of colours, quite filled one room which was known
as the Cottonian Library. " Paul,” a book-room on
the ground floor, had been so called becauss " Peter"
the organ-room was robbed to fit it with books. " Paul
is a great comfort to us and being dressed up with
Peter's property, makes a mog respectable appearance, and
receves that attention which is generally shown to the
youngest child. The study has not actually been Petered
on Paul's account, but there has been an exchange nego-
tiated which we think is for their mutual advantage.
Twenty gilt volumes, from under the ' Beauties of Eng-
land and Wales/ have been marched down-stairsrank and
file, and their place supplied by the long set of Lope de
Vega with green backs"

Southey's books, as he assureshis ghostly monitor in the
Colloguies, were not drawn up on his sheves for display,
however much the pride of the eye might be gratified in
beholding them; they were on actual service. Generations
might pass away before some of them would again find a
reader; in their mountain homethey wereprized and known
as perhapsthey never had been known before.  Not afew
of the volumes had been cast up from the wreck of family
pi convent libraries duringthe Revolution. " Yonder Acta
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Sanctorum belonged to the Capuchines at Ghent This
book of St. Bridget's Revelations, in which not only all
theinitial lettersareilluminated, but every capital through-
out the volume was coloured, came from the Carmelite
Nunnery at Bruges. * Here are books from Colbert's
library; here others from the Lamoignon one. . Yonder
Chronicle History of King D. Manoel, by Damiam de
Goes, and yonder General History of Spain, by Este-
ban de Garibay, are sgned by their respective authors.
. . This Copy of Casaubon's Epistles was sent to me
from Florence by Walter Landor. He had perusad it
carefully, and to that perusal we are indebted for one of
the most pleasng of his Conversations. . Here is a
book with which Lauderdale amused himsdlf, when Crom-
well kept him in prison in Windsor Castle. , Here
| possss these gathered treasures of time, the harvest of
many generations, laid up in my garners: and when | go
to the window there is the lake, and the circle of the
mountains, and the illimitable sky/'

Not a few of his books were dead, and to live among
these was like living among the tombs; " Behold, this
also is vanity," Southey makes confesson. But when
Sir Thomas questions, " Has it proved to you * vexation
of spirit* also?" the Cumberland mountain-dweller
breaksforth: " Ohno! for never can any man's life have
been past more in accord with his own inclinations nor
more answerably to his desres. Excepting that peace
which, through God's infinite mercy, is derived from a
higher source, it isto literature, humanly speaking, that
| am beholden, not only for the means of subsstence, but
for every blessing which | enjoy; health of mind and
activity of mind, contentment, cheerfulness, continual
employment and therefore continual pleasure.  Suavissma
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vita indies sentire se fieri meliorem; and this as Bacon hag
said, and Clarendon repeated, isthe benefit that a studious
man enjoysin retirement." Such a gravegladnessunder -
lay all Southey'sfrolic moods, and in union with a clear-
sighted acceptance of the conditions of human happiness—
itsinevitable shocks its transitory nature as far as it be-
longstoman's life on earth—made up part of his habitual
temper.

Southey coursed from page to page with a greyhound's
gead ; a tiny 8 pencilled in the margin served to indi-
cate what might be required for future use. Neatness
he had learnt from Miss Tyler long ago; and by ex-
perience he acquired his method. On a dip of paper
which served as marker he would note the pages to
which he needed to return. In the course of a few
hours he had classfied and arranged everything in a
book which it was likely he would ever want. A reference
to the less important passages sufficed ; those of special
interest were transcribed by his wife, or one of his
daughters, or morefrequently by Southey himself; finally,
these transcripts were brought together in packets under
such headings as would make it easy to discover any
portion of their contents.

Such was hisordinary manner of eviscerating an author,
but it was otherwise with the writers of his affection. On
some—such as Jackson and Jeremy Taylor—" he fed,"
as he expressed it, " dowly and carefully, dwelling on
the page and taking in its contents, deeply and deli-
berately, like an epicure with his wine ' searching the
subtle flavour." Such chosen writers remained for all
times and seasons faithful and cherished friends.—

With them | take delight in weal,
And sek relief in woe;
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And while | undergand and fed
How much to them | owe,

My chesks have often bean bedewed
With tears of thoughtful gratitude

" If | were confined to a score of English books" says
Southey, " Sir Thomas Browne would, | think, be one of
them ; nay probably it would be one if the sdection were
cut down to twelve. My library, if reduced to those
bounds, would conds of Shakspeare, Chaucer, Spenser,
and Milton; Jackson, Jeremy Taylor, and South; Isaac
Walton, Sidney's Arcadia, Fuller's Church History, and
Sir Thomas Browne ; and what a wealthy and well-stored
mind would that man have, what an inexhaustible rese-
voir, what a Bank of England to draw upon for profitable
thoughts and delightful associations, who should have fetd
upon them." It must have gone hard with Southey in
making out this list, to exclude Clarendon, and doubtless
if the choice werenot limited to books written in English,
the Utopiawould have urged its claim to admisson. With
less difficulty he could skip the whole of the eght**euth
century. From Samson Agoniges to The Tank there was
no English poem which held a foremost place in his esteem.
Berkeley and Butler he valued highly ; but Robert South
semed to him the last of the race of the giants. An
ancestral connection with Locke was not a source of pride
to Southey ; he regpected neither the philosopher** politics
nor his metaphysics; still it is pleasant, he says to hear
of somebody between onesdf and Adam who has left a
name.

Four volumes of what are called Southey'» Common-
place Books have been published, containing some three
thousand double-column pages; and theseare but a Hec-
tion from the total massof histranscripts. Itisimpossble
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to givea notion of amiscellany drawn from sowide-ranging
a survey of poetry, biography, history, travels, topography,
divinity, not in English alone, but alsoin Latin, French,
Italian, Spanish, Portuguese. Y et certain main lines can be
traced which give some meaning to this huge accumulation.
It is easy to perceive that the collector wrought under an
historical bias, and that social, literary, and ecclesastical
history were thedirections in which the historical tendency
found its play. Such work of transcribing, though it did
not rest Southey's hand, was a relief to his mind after the
excitement of composition, and some of it may passfor a
kind of busy idleness; but most of his transcripts were
made with a definite purpose—that of furnishing materials
for work either actually accomplished, or still in prospect,
when at last the brain grew dull and the fingers dack,
"1 am for ever making collections” he writes, "and
Btoring up materials which may not come into use till the
Greek Calends. And this | have been doing for five
and twenty years! It istruethat | draw daily upon my
hoards, and should be poor without thorn; but in prudence
| ought now to be working up those materials rather than
adding to so much dead stock." When Ticknor visited
him in 1819, Southey opened for the young American his
great bundles of manuscript materials for the History of
Portugal, and the History of the Portuguese East Indies.
Southey had charmed him by the kindness of his recep-
tion, by the air of culture and of goodness in his home,
by his talk bright and eager, " for the quickness of his
mind expreses itself in the fluency of his utterance,
and yet he is ready upon almost any subject that can be
proposed to him from the extent of hisknowledge. And
now when Ticknor saw spread before him the evidence of
euch unexampled industry, a kind of bewilderment took
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posesson of him, " Southey," he writes in his diary,
" is certainly an extraordinary man, one of those whose
characters | find it difficult to comprehend, because |
hardly know how such eements can be brought together,
such rapidity of mind with such patient labour and weari-
0me exactness, o mild a disposition with so much nervous
excitability, and a poetical talent so elevated with such an
immense mass of minute dull learning."

If Ticknor had been told that this was due to Epic-
tetus, it might have puzzled him still more; but it is
certain that only through the strenuous appliance of will
to the formation of character could Southey have grown
to be what he was. He had early been possessad by the
belief that he must not permit himsef to become the
dave or the victim of sensbility, but that in the little
world of man there are two powers ruling by a Divine
right—reason and conscience, in loyal obedience to which
lies our highest freedom. Then, too, the circumgances of
his life prompted him to sdf-mastery and self-management.
That he should every day overtake a vast amount of work
was not left to his choosng or declining—it was a matter
of necessity ; to accomplish this ho mugt get all possble
advantage out of his rapidity of intellect and his energy
of feeling, and at the same time he must never put an
injurious strain on these. It would not do for Southey to
burn away to-day in some white flame of excitement the
nerve which he needed for use to-morrow. He could not
afford to pass a degpless night  If his face glowed or his
brain throbbed, it was a warning that he had gone far
enough. His very susceptibility to nervous excitement
rendered caution the more requisite.  William Taylor had
compared him to the mimosa. Hazlitt remembered him
with a quivering lip, a hectic flush upon his chegk, a
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roving fire in his eye, a falcon glance, a look at once
aspiring and degjected. Crabb Robinson found in him a
likeness to Shelley. Humphrey Davy had proved the
fineness of his sensibility by that odd neurometer the nitrous
oxide. " Thetruthis" writes Southey, " that though some
per sons, whase knowledge of meisscar cdy skin-deep, suppose
| have no nerves, because | have great sdf-control as far as
regards the surface, if it were not for great sdf-manage-
ment, and what may be called a strict intellectual regimen,
| should very soon be in a deplorable state of what is
called nervous disease, and this would have been the cae
any time during the last twenty years" And again: " A
man had better break a bone, or even lose a limb, than
shake his nervous syssem. |, who never talk about my
nerves (and am supposed to have none by personswho see
as far into me as they do into a stone wall) know this."
Southey could not afford to play away his health at
hazard, and then win it back in the lounge of some foreign
watering-place. His plan, on the contrary, was to keep it
and to think about it as little as possble A sngle
prescription sufficed for a life-time—In labore quies. " |
think | may lay claim,” he says " to the praise of f-
management both in body and mind without paying too
much attention to either—exercising a diseased watch-
fulness or playing any tricks with either." It would not
have been difficult for Southey, with such a tempera-
ment as his, to have wrecked himself at the outsat
of his career. With beautiful foiled lives of young men
Southey had a peculiar sympathy. But the gods some-
times give white hairs as an aureole to their favoured
ones.  Perhaps on the whole for him it was not only more
prudent but also more chivalrous to study to be quiet; to
create a home for those who looked to him for security;
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to guard the happiness of tender women; to make smooth
ways for the feet of little children; to hold handsin old
age with the friends of his youth; to store his mind with
treasures of knowledge; to strengthen and chasten his
own heart; to grow yearly in lore for his country and her
venerable heritage of manners, virtue, laws; to add to
her literature the outcome of an adult intellect and
character; and having fought a strenuous and skilful fight,
to fall as onewhose sword an untimely stroke has shattered
in his hand.



CHAPTER V.
WAYS OP LIFE AT KESWIOK, 1803—1839 (continued).

T H E texture of Southey'slifewas so uniform, the round
from morning till night repeated itself with so much
regularity, that one day may stand as representative of
a thousand. We posess his record of how the waking
hours wont by when he was about thirty years old, and a
similar record written when he was twice that age His
surroundings had changed in the meantime, and he him-
sdf had changed; the great bare room which he used
from thefirst as a study, fresh-plastered in 1804, with the
trowel lines on the celling pierced by the flaws of winter,
containing two chairs and a little table—" God help me"
he exclaims, " | look in it like a cock-robin in a church"
—this room had received long before 1834, its lining of
comely books, its white and gold pyramids, its brackets,
its cherished portraits. The occupant of the study had
the same spare frame, the same aspect of lightness and
of strength, the same full eyebrows shadowing the dark
brown eyes the same varioudy expressve muscular
mouth; the youthful wildness in his countenance had
given place to a thoughtful expresson, and the abundant
hair still clustering over his great brow was snowy white.
Whatevei had changed, his habits—though never his
tyrants—remained, with some variations in detail, the
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same. " My actiong' he writes to a friend not very
long after hisarrival in Keswick, " are as regular as those
of St. Dunstan's quarter-boys. Three pages of history
after breakfast (equivalent to five in small quarto print-
ing) ; then totranscribe and copy for the press or to make
my sdections and biographies, or what dse suits my
humour till dinner-time; from dinner to tea | read, write
letters, s the newspaper, and very often indulge in a
sesta—for deep agrees with mo. . . . After tea | goto
poetry and correct and re-write and copy till | am tired,
and then turn to anything esetill supper; and thisis ray
life—which if it be not a very merry one, is yet as happy
as heart could wish." " See how the day is digposed of!"
begins the later record, " | get out of bed as the clock
strikes six, and shut the house-door after me as it strikes
sven! After two hours with Davies, home to breakfat,
after which Cuthbert engages me till about half-past ten,
and when the pogt brings no letters that either interest or
trouble me (for of the latter | have many), by deven |
liave done with the newspaper, and can then st about
what is properly the busness of the day. But letters are
often to be written, and | am liable to frequent interrupt
tions; so that there are not many mornings in which |
can command from two to three unbroken hours at the
desk. At two | take my daily walk, be the weather what
it may, and when the weather permits, with a book in my
hand ; dinner at four, read about half an hour; then take
to the sofa with a different book, and after a few pages get
my soundest deep, till summoned to tea at six. My best
time during the winter isby candle-light; twilight inter-

! |.e. to goto Davies lodgings, Davies, Dr. Bel's Secretary,
was engaged in arranging a vast accumulation of papers with a
view to forwarding Southey in his Life of Bell



116 SOUTHEY. [CHAP.

fereswith it alittle; and in the ssason of company | can
never count upon an evening's work. Supper at half-past
nine, after which | read an hour, and then to hed. The
greatest part of my miscelaneous work is done in the odds
and ends of time."

It was part of Southey's regimen to carry on several
works at once ; this he found to be economy of time, and
he believed it necessary for the preservation of his health.
Whenever one object entirely occupied his attention, it
haunted him, oppressad him, troubled his dreams. The
remedy was smple—to do one thing in the morning,
another in the evening. To lay down poetry and pre-
sently to attack history seems feasible and no ill poalicy
for one who is forced to take all he can out of himself;
but Southey would turn from one poetical theme to
another, and could day by day advance with a pair of
epics.  This was a source of unfailing wonder to Lan-
dor. " When | write a poem,” he says " my heart and
all my fedings are upon it. . . . High poems will not
admit flirtation." Little by little was Southey'e way,
and so he got on with many things. " Last night,"
he writes to Bedford, " | began the Preface [to " Speci-
mens of English Poets"]—huzza! And now, Grosvenor,
let me tell you what | have to do. | am writing—
1. The History of Portugal; 2. The Chronicle of the
Cid; 3. The Curse of Kehama; 4. Espridla's Letters.
Look you, all thee J am writing. . ... By way of
interlude comes in this preface. Don't swear, and bid
me do one thing at a time. | tell you | can't afford
to do one thing at a time—no, nor two neither; and
it is only by doing many things that | contrive to do so
much: for | cannot work long together at anything with-
out hurting myself and so | do everything by heats; then,



v] WATS OF LIFE AT KESWICK, 1808—1889. w

by thetime | am tired of one, my inclination for another
is come round,"” A strong deliberate energy accordingly
is at the back of all Southey'swork; but not that blind
creative rapture which will have its own way, and leaves
its subject weak but appeased. " In the daytime |
laboured,” says Landor, " and at night unburdened my
soul, shedding many tears. My Tiberius has so shaken
me at lagt that the least thing affects me violently."
Southey shrank back from such agitations. A great
Elizabethan poet is described by one of his contempo-
raries as standing

Up to thechin in the Pierian flood.

Southey did not wade so far; he stepped down calmly
until the smooth waters touched his waist; dipped seven
times, and returned to the bank; it was a beautiful and
an elevating rite; but the waves sing with lyric lips only
in the midmost stream, and he who sngs with them, and
as swift as they, need not wonder if he sink after a time,
faint, breathless, delighted.

Author ship, it must be remember ed, was Southey'strade,
the busdness of his life, and this at least he knew how to
conduct welL  To be a prophet and call down flame from
heaven, and disappear in a whirlwind and a chariot of fire
is sublime; but prophets can go in the strength of a single
meal for more days and nights than one would choose to
name in this incredulous age, and, if they eat, there are
ravens to bring them food. No ravens brought loaves to
GretaHall, and Southey had an unprophet-like craving
for the creature comforts of beef and bread, for wine if it
might be had, and at supper for one meditative tumbler of
punch or black currant rum. Besdes what ravens were
ever pledged to feed a prophet's sstersin-law, or his
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nephews and nieces 1 Let it be praise enough for much
of Southey's performance, that he did good work in work-
manlike fashion. To shift knowledge into more con-
venient positions is to render no unimportant service to
mankind. In the gathering of facts, Southey was both
Bwift and patient in an extraordinary degree; he went
often alone, and he went far; in the art of exposition he
was unsurpassed \ and his fine moral feeling and profound
sympathy with elementary justice created, as De Quincey
has observed, a soul under what dse might well be de-
nominated, Miltonically, " theribs of death." From the
mending of his pens to the second reading aloud of his
proof-sheats, attending as he read to the fall of each
word upon the ear, Southey had a diligent care for
everything that served to make hiswork right. Hewroto
at a moderate pace ; re-wrote; wrote a third time if it
seemed desirable; corrected with minute supervision. He
accomplished so much, not because he produced with un-
exampled rapidity, but because he worked regularly, and
never fell into a mood of apathy or ennui. No periods
of tempestuous vacancy lay between his periods of patient
labour. One work always overlapped another—thus, that
firs idle day, the begetter of so many idle descendants,
never came. But let us hear the craftsman giving alesson
in the knack of authorship to his brother, Dr. Henry
Southey, who has a notion of writing something on the
Crusades: —

Now then, suppodng that you will srioudy st about the
Crusade*, | will give you such directions in the art of hisorical
book-kegping as may save time and facilitate labour.

Make your writing books in fodscap quarto, and write on
only one dde of a leaf; draw a Hue doan the margin, marking
off oace enough for your references which should be given at



?] WAYS OF LIFE AT KESWICK, 1803-1839. 119

the end of every paragraph;—noting page, book, or chapter of
the author referred to.  This minuteness is now demanded, and
you will yourself find it useful; for in transcribing or in correct-
ing proofs, it is often requisite to turn to theoriginal authorities.
Take the best author, that is to say the one that has written
most at length of all the original authors, upon the particular
point of time on which you are employed, and draw up your
account from him; then, on the oppobito page, correct and
amplify this from every other who has written on the same
subject. This page should be divided into two columns, one of
about two-thirds of its breadth, the other the remaining one.
You are thus enabled to add to your additions.

One of these books yon should have for your geography; that
isto say, for collecting descriptions of all the principal scenes of
action (which must be done from books of travels), their situation,
their strength, their previous history, and in the notes, their
present state. [Another book—he adds in a subsequent letter—
you must keep for the bibliography of your subject.]

These descriptions you can insert in their proper places when
you transcribe. Thus, also, you should collect accounts of the
different tribes and dynasties which you have occason to mention.
In this manner the information which is only to be got at
piecemeal, and oftentimes incidentally, when you are looking
for something esg, is brought together with least trouble, and
almost imperceptibly.

All relative matter, not absolutely essential to the subject,
should go in the form of supplementary notes, and these you
may make as amusing as you please, the more 0, and the more
curious, the better. Much trouble is saved by writing them on
separate bits of paper, each the half of a quarter of a foolscap
sheet,—numbering them, and making an index of them ; in thin
manner they are ready for use when they are wanted.

It was some time before | fell nnto this system of book*
keeping, and | believe no better can be desired. A Welsh triad
might comprehend all the rules of style. Say what yon have
to say asperspicuously as possible, as briefly as possible, and
as rememberably as possible, and take no other thought about
it  Omit none of those little circumstances which give life to
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narration, and bring old manners, od fedings, and old timet
before your eyes

Winter was Southey's harvest ssason.  Then for weeks
no visitor knocked at Greta Hall, except perhaps Mr.
Wordsworth, who had plodded all the way from Kydal
on his indefatigable legs. But in summer interruptions
were frequent, and Southey, who had time for every-
thing, had time to spare not only for friends but for
drangers. The swarm of lakers was indeed not what it is
now-a-days, but to a studious man it was perhaps not less
formidable. By Gray's time the secret of the lakes had
been found out; and if the visitors were fewer, they
were less swift upon the wing, and their rank or fame
often entitled them to particular attention. Coroneted
coaches rolled into Keswick, luggage-laden; the American
arrived sometimes to make sure that Derwentwater would
not be missed out of Lake Michigan, sometimes to se
King George's laureate; and cultured Americans were par-
ticularly welcome to Southey. Long-vacation reading-
parties from Oxford and Cambridge—known among the
good Cumberland folk asthe " cathedrals'—made K eswick
a reort. Well for them if provided with an introduc-
tion, they were invited to dine at Greta Hall, were
permitted to gaze on the choice old Spaniards and to
converse with the laureate's stately Edith and her learned
cousin. Woetothem if after the entanglements of a Greek
chorus or descriptions of the temperate man and the mag-
nanimous man, they sought to restore their tone by a
cat-worrying expedition among the cottages of Keswick.
Southey 'a cheek glowed, his eye darkened and flashed it
ha chanced to witness cruelty; some of the Cambridge
" cathedrals" who received aletter concerning cata in July,
1834, may still bear the mark of its leaded thong in their
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moral fibre, and be the better for possesing Southey's
sign-manual.

A young step-child of Oxford visited Keswick in the
winter of 1811-12, and sought the acquaintance of the
author of Thalaba. Had Southey been as intolerant or
as unsympathetic as some have represented him, he could
not have endured the society of one so alien in opinion
and so outspoken as Shelley. But courtesy, if it were
nothing more, was at least part of Southey's self-respect;
his intolerance towards persons was in truth towards a
certain ideal, a certain group of opinions, when band
touched hand and eye met eye all intolerance vanished,
and he was open to every gracious attraction of character
and manner. There was much in Shelley that could not
fail to interest Southey ; both loved poetry, and both felt
the proud, secluded grandeur of Landor'sverse ; both loved
men, and thought the world wants mending, though their
plans of reform might differ. That Shelley was a rebd
expelled from Oxford did not shock Southey, who him-
sdf had been expelled from Westminster and rejected at
Christ Church* Shelley's opinions were crude and violent,
but their spirit was generous and such opinions held by
ayouth in his teens generally mean no more than that
his brain is working and his heart anient. Sheley's
rash marriage reminded Southey of another marriage,
celebrated at Bristol some fifteen years ago, which proved
that rashness is not always folly. The young man's ad-
miration of Thalaba spoke well for him; and certainly
during the earlier weeks of their intercourse there was on
Shelley's part a becoming deference to one so much his
superior in years and in learning, deference to one who had
achieved much while Shelley still only dreamed of achieve-
ment.  Southey thought he saw in the revolutionary en-
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thnsiast an image of hisformer sdf. " Here," hesays, " isa
man at Keswick who acts upon me as my own ghost would
do. Heisjust what | wasin 1794. His name is Shelley,
on to the member for Shoreham. . . . At present he has
got to the Pantheistic sage of philosophy, and in the course
of a week | expect hewill be a Berkeleyan, for | have put
him upon a course of Berkeley. It has surprised him a
good deal to meet, for thefirst timein hislife, with aman
who perfectly understands him and does him full justice.
I tell him that all the difference between usisthat he is
nineteen and | am thirty-seven; and | daresay it will not
be very long before | shall succeed in convincing him that
he may be a true philosopher and do a great deal of good
with 6000/. a year; thethought of which troubles him a
great deal more at present than ever the want of sixpence
(for 1 have known such awant) did me" There were
other differences between Robert Southey and the incon-
stant star that pased by Greta Hall than that of years.
Southey had quickly learned to put a bound to his desires,
and within that bound to work out for himself a posss
sion of measureless worth. It ssemed to him part of a
man's virtue to adhere loyally to the bond signed for each
of us when we enter life. |s our knowledge limited,—
then let us strive within those limits. Can we never lay
hands on the absolute good—then let us cherish the
good things that are ours. Do we hold our dearest pos
$£50ons on a limited tenure—that is hard, but is it not
in the bond? How faint a loyalty is his who merely
yields obedience perforce; let us rather cag in our will,
unadulterate and whole, with that of our divine Leader ;
sursum corda—there is a heaven above. But Shelley—
the nympholept of some radiant ante-natal sphere—fled
through his brief years ever in pursuit of his logt lady of
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light; and for him loyalty to the bond of life seemed to
mean a readiness to forget all things, however cherished,
so soon as they had fulfilled their service of speeding
him on towards the unattainable. It could not but be
that men living under rules so diverse should before long
find themselves far asunder. But they parted in 1812
in no spirit of ill-will. Southoy was aready a state-
pensioner and a champion of the party of order in the
Quarterly Revieio; this did not prevent the young apostie
of liberty and fraternity from entering his doors, and
enjoying Mrs. Southey's tea-cakes. Irish affairs were
earnestly discussed, but Southey, who had written gene-
rously of Emmett both in his verso and in the Quarterly,
could not be hostile to one whoso illusions wero only over-
sanguine ; and while the veritable Southey was before
Shelley's eyes, he could not discern the dull hireling, the
venomous apostate, the cold-blooded assassin of freedom
conjured up by Byron and others to bear Southey's name.

Three years later Shelley presented his Alastor to
the laureate, and Southey duly acknowledged the gift.
The elder poet was never slow to recognize genius in
young men, but conduct was to him of higher importance
than genius; he deplored some acts in Shelley's lifewhich
seemed to result directly from opinions professed at Kes-
wick in 1811—opinions then interpreted as no more than
the disdain of checks felt by every spirited boy. Southey
heard no more from him until a letter came from Pisa
inquiring whether Shelley's former entertainer at K eswick
were his recent critic of the Quarterly Review, with added
comments, courteous but severe, on Southey's opinions. The
reply was that Southey had not written the paper, and had
never in any of his writingsalluded to Shelley in anyway.
A second letter followed on each side, the elder man plead-
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ing, exhorting, warning; the younger justifying himself,
and returning to the attack. " There the correspondence
ended. On Shelley's part it was conducted wi th the cour-
tesy which was natural to him; on mine, in the spirit of
one who was earnestly admonishing a fellow-creature.”
Much of Southey's time—his most valued possession—
was given to his correspondents.  Napoleon's plan of an-
swering letters, according to Bourrienne, wasto letthemlie
unopened for six weeks, by whichtime nine out of ten had
answered themselves, or had been answered by history.
Coleridge's plan—says De Quincey—was shorter; he
opened none, and answered none. To answer all forth-
with was the habit of Southey. Thinking doubtless of
their differences in such minor moralities of life, Coleridge
writes of his brother-in-law:—-" Always employed, his
friends find him always at leisure. No less punctual in
trifles, than steadfast in the performance of highest duties,
he inflicts none of those small pains which irregular men
scatter about them, and which in the aggregate so often
become formidabl e obstacles both to happiness and utility;
while on the contrary he bestows all the pleasures and
inspires all that ease of mind on those around or connected
with him, which perfect consistency and (if such aword
might be framed) absolute réliability, equally in small as
in great concerns, cannot but inspire and bestow; when
this too is softened without being weakened by kindness
and gentleness.” Odd indeed were some of the communi-
cations for which the poet laureate, the Tory reformer, and
theloyal son of the Church wasthe mark. Now a clergy-
man writes to furnish him with Scriptural illustrations of
Tkalaba; now another clergyman favours him with an
ingenious parallel between Kehama and Nebuchadnezzar;
Nnow Some anonymous person seriously urges on Southey
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his duty of making a new verson of the Psaims, and
laying it before the King to be approved and appointed
to be song in churches; now a lunatic poet desres his
brother to procure for his title-page the names of Messs.
Longman and Rees; now a poor woman, wife to a blind
Homer, would have him led carefully to the summit of
Parnassus; now a poor French devil volunteers to trandate
Roderick if the author will have the goodness to send
him a copy—even a defective copy—which he pledges
himself religiously to return; now a Yankee who keeps
an exhibition at Philadelphia, modestly asks for Southey's
painted portrait " which is very worthy a place in my
collection;" now a herdsman in the vale of Clwyd re-
quests permission to send specimens of prose and verse
—his highest ambition is the acquaintance of learned
men; now the Rev. Peter Hall begs to inform Southey
that he has done more harm to the cause of religion than
any writer of the age; now a lover requests him to make
an acrogic on the name of a young lady—the lover's
rival has beaten him in writing verses, endosed is the
honorarium.  Southey's amiability at this point gave
way; he did not write the acrogtic, and the money he
spent on blankets for poor women in Keswick. A society
for the suppression of albums was proposed by Southey;
yet sometimes he was captured in the gracious mood.
Samuel Simpson of Liverpool begs for a few lines in his
handwriting "to fill a vacancy in his collection of auto-
graphs, without which his series must remain for ever
most incomplete® The laureate replies.—

Inasmuch as you Sam, a desoendant of Sim,

For collecting handwritings have taken a whim,
And to me Robert Souther, petition have made,
In acivil and nicdy-penned letter—post-paid,—
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That | toyour album so gracous would be

Asto fill up a page there appointed for me

Five couples | snd you, by aid of the Nine—

They will cogt you in postage a penny a line,

At Keswick, October the sixth, they were dong,

One thousand eight hundred and twenty and one

Some of Southey's distractions were of his own inviting.

Soon after his arrival at Keswick, a tiny volume of poems
entitled Clifton Grove attracted his attention; its author
was an undergraduate of Cambridge. The Monthly Re-
view having made the discovery that it rhymed in one
place boy and sky dismissed the book contemptuoudly.
Southey could not bear to think that the hopes of a lad
of promise should be blasted, and he wrote to Henry
Kirke White, encouraging him and offering him help
towards a future volume. The crue dulness of there
viewer sat heavily on the poor boy's spirits, and these
unexpected words of cheer came with most grateful effect.
It soon appeared, however, that Southey's services must
be dight, for his new acquaintance was taken out of his
hands by Mr. Simeon, the nursing-father of Evangelical-
ism. At no time had Southey any leanings toward the
Clapham Sect; and so while he tried to be of use to
Kirke White indirectly, their correspondence ceased.
When the lad, in every way lacking pith and substance
and ripening prematurely in a heated atmosphere, drooped
and died, Southey was not willing that he should be alto-
gether forgotten; he wrote offering to look over whatever
papers there might be, and to give an opinion on them
" Down came a box-full,” he tells Duppa, " the sight of
which literally made my heart ache, and my eyes overflow,
for never did | behold such proofs of human industry. To
make short, | took the matter up with interest, collected
his letters, and have, at the expense of more time than
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such a poor fellow as myself can very well afford* done
what hisfamily are very grateful for, and what | think
the world will thank me for too. Of course | have done
it gratuitously. . « , That | should become and that
voluntarily too, an editor of Methodistical and Calvinistic
letters, is a thing which when | think of excites the same
sort of smilethat the thought of my penson does" A brief
statement that his own views on religion differed widely
from those of Kirke White aufficed to save Southey's in-
tegrity. Thegenius of thedead poet he over-rated; it was
an error which the world has since found time to correct.
This was but one of a series of many ingances in which
Southey, stemming the pressure of his own engagements,
assrted the right to bo generous of his time and strength
and substance to those who had need of such help as a
sound heart and a strongarm can give.  William Roberts,
a Bristol bank-clerk, dying of consumption at nineteen, left
his only possesson, some manuscript poems, in trust to be
published for the benefit of a Sster whom he passionately
loved. Southey was consulted, and at once bestirred him-
sf on behalf of the projected volume. Herbert Knowles,
an orphan lad at schod in Yorkshire, had hoped to go as
a szar to St. John's; his relations were unable to send
him ; could he help himsdlf by publishing a poem ? might
he dedicate it to the laureate ? The poem came to Southey,
who found it "brimful of power and of promisg" he
represented to Herbert the folly of publishing, promised
ten pounds himself and procured from Rogers and Earl
Spencer twenty more.  Herbert Knowles, in a wise and
manly letter, begged that great things might not be ex-
pected of him j he would not beidle, his University career
should be at least respectable: " Suffice it, then, to say /
thank you from my heart; let time and my future conduct
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tell therest.* Death came to arbitrate between his hopes
and fears. James Dusautoy, ancther schoolboy, one of ten
children of a retired officer, sent specimens of his verse,
asking Southey's opinion on certain poetical plans; his
friends thought the law the best professon for him; how
could he makeliterature help him forward in his profes
sion! Southey again advised against publication, but by
awell-timed effort enabled him to enter Emanuel College.
Dusautoy, after a brilliant promise, took fever, died, and
wasburied, in acknowledgment of hischaracter and talents,
in the college cloisers. When at Harrogate in the sum-
mer of 1827, Southey received a letter, written with much
modesty and good fedling, from John Jones, an old serving-
man j heendosed a poem on " The Redbreast," and would
taketheliberty, if permitted, to offer other manuscriptsfor
inspection. Touches of true observation and natural feeling
in the verses on the little bird with "look oblique and
prying head and gentle affability" pleased Southey, and
hetold his humble applicant to send his manuscript book,
warning him, however, not to expect that such poems
would please the public—" the time for them was gone
by, and whether the public had grown wiser in these
matters or not, it had certainly become less tolerant and
less charitable” By procuring subscribers and himself
contributing an Introductory Essay on the lives and works
of our Uneducated Poets, Southey secured a dender for-
tune for the worthy old man, who laid the table none the
less punctually because he loved Shakspere and the Psalter,
or carried in his head some smple rhymes of hisown. It
pleasad Southey to show how much intellectual pleasure
and moral improvement connexted with such pleasure are
within reach of the humblest; thus a lesson was afforded
to those who would have the March of Intellect beaten
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only to the tune of caira. “Before | conclude™—so
the Introduction draws to an end—" | must, in my
own behalf, give notice to all whom it may concern
that |, Kobert Southey, Poet Laureate, being some
what advanced in years, and having busness enough of
my own fully to occupy as much time as can be devoted
toit, consistently with a dueregard to health, do hereby
decline perusing or inspecting any manuscript from any
person whatsoever, and desre that no application on that
scoremay bemadeto me from this time forth ; thisresolu-
tion, which for most just cause is taken and hero naotified,
being, like the laws of the Modes and the Persians, not to
be changed,"

It was some time after this public announcement that
a hand, which may have trembled while yet it wa9 very
brave and resolute, dropped into the little pogt-office at
Haworth in Yorkshire a packet for Robert Southey.
His bold truthfulness, his masculine self-control, hiastrong
heart, his domestic temper sweet and venerable, his purity
of manners, a certain sweet austority, attracted to him
women of fine sensibility and genius who would fain escape
from their own falteringsand temeritiesunder theauthority
of a faithful director. Already Maria del Occidente, " the
mogt impassoned and mogt imaginative of all poetesses
had poured into his ear the tale of her dighted love.
Newly come from Paris, and full of enthusasm for the
Poles, she hastened to Keswick to s in person her sym-
pathetic adviser; she proved, says Southey, a mod in-
teresting person of the mildest and gentlest maimers. With
him she left, on returning to America, her Zophid in
manuscript, the publication of which he superintended.
"Zophiel, Southey says is by some Yankee woman"—
Charles Lamb breaksforth—" asif there ever bad been

K
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awoman capable of anything so great !'* Now, in 1837,
a woman of finer spirit and capable of higher things than
Zophiel, addressed a letter to Robert Southey, asking hit
judgment of her powers as disclosed in the poems which
she forwarded. For some weeks Charlotte Bronte waited,
until almost all hope of a reply was lost. At length the
verdict came. Charlotte Bront€'sverse was assuredly writ-
ten with her left hand; her passonate impulses, crossed
and checked by fiery fiats of the will, would not mould
themsdlves into little stanzas, the little sanzas must be
correct, therefore they must reect such irregular heavings
and swift repressons of the heart. Southey's delay in
replying had boon caused by absnce from home A
little personal knowledge of a poet in the decline of life
might have tempered her enthusiasm ; yet he is neither
a disappointed nor a discontented man; she will never
hear from him any chilling ssrmons on the text, All is
vanity; the faculty of verse she poseses in no incon-
sderable degree; but this snce the beginning of the
century has grown to be no rare possession; let her beware
of making literature her professon, check day-dreams,
and find her chief happiness in her womanly duties;
then she may write poetry for its own sake, not in a spirit
of emulation, not through a passon for celebrity ; theless
celebrity isaimed at the more it is likely to be deserved.
" Mr. Southoy'sletter,” said Charlotte Bronte, many years
later, " was kind and admirable, alittle stringent, but it
did me good." She wrote again, striving to repress a
palpitating joy and pride in the submisson to her direc-
tor's counsd, and the sacrifice of her cherished hopes;
telling him more of her daily life, of her obedience to the
day's duty, hex efforts to be sensble and sober: " | had
not ventured,” she says " to hope for such a reply; so
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considerate in its tone, so noble in its spirit.”  Oncemore
Southey wrote hoping that she would let him se her at
the Lakes: "You would then think of me afterwards
with the more good-will, because you would perceive that
there is neither severity nor morosness in the state of
mind to which years and observation have brought me
. ... And now, madam, God bhless you, Farewell, and
believe me to be your sncere friend, Robert Southey."
It was during a visit to the Lakesthat Charlotte Bronte
told her biographer of these letters. But Southey lay at
res in Crosthwaite churchyard.

"My days among the dead are past,"—Southey wrote,
but it is evident that the living, and not those of his own
household alone, claimed no inconsiderable portion of his
time. Indeed it would not be untrue to assert that few
men have been more genuinely and conssently social,
that few men ever yielded themsdves more congtantly to
the pleasures of companionship. But the society he loved
best was that of old and chosen friends, or if now friends,
one at a time and only one. Next to romping with my
children, he said, | enjoy a tete-a-tete conversation with an
old friend or a new, " With onel can talk of familiar
aubjects which we have discussad in former years, and with
thecther, if he have any brains, | open what to me is anew
mine of thought."  Miscdlaneous company to a certain ex-
tent disordered and intoxicated him. He felt no temptation
to say a great deal, but he would often say things strongly
and emphatically, which were better left unsaid. " In my
hearty hatred of assentation | commit faults of the opposte
kind. Now | am sure to find this out mysdf and to get
out of humour with myself; what prudence | have is not
ready on demand; and so it is that the society of any
except my friends though it may be sweet in the mouth is
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bitter in the belly." When Coleridge, in their arguments,
allowed him aword, Southey made up in weight for what
was wanting in measure; he saw one fact quickly, and
darted at it like a greyhound. De Quincey has described
his conversation as less flowing and expansive than that of
Wordsworth—moreapt to clotheitself in akeen, sparkling,
aphoristic form; consequently sooner coming to an abrupt
close; " the style of his mind naturally prompts him to
adopt a trenchant, pungent, aculeated form of terse, glit-
tering, stenographic sentences—sayings which have the
air of laying down the law without any locus penitentiod
or privilege of appeal, but are not meant to do 0" The
same manner tempered and chastened by years can be
recognized in the picture of Southey drawn by his friend
Sir Henry Taylor:—

The characteridics of his manner, as of his appearance, were
lightness and strength, an easy and happy compoaure as the
accustomed mood, and much mobility at the same time, so that
he could be readily exdted into any degree of animation in dis-
ooursg, speaking, if the subject moved him much, with extra-
ordinary fire and force though aways in light, laconic sntenoss
When 0 moved, the fingers of his right hand often resed
againg his mouth and quivered through nervous susceptibility.
But excitable as he was in conversation, he was never angry or
irritable; nor can there be any greater mistake concerning him,
than that into which some pasous have fallen when they have
inferred, from the fiery veheamence with which he could give
utteranceto moral anger in verse or prosg, that he was personally
ill tempered or irascible  Hewasin truth a man whom it was
hardly posshleto quarre with or offend personally and face to
face, . ... He was avese from argumentation and would
commonly quit a subject when it was passng into that shape
with a quiet and good-humoured indication of the view in which
he reted. He talked mog, and with mogt interest about books
and about public affairs; less indeed hardly at all, about the
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charactersand qualities of men in private life. In the sodety
of srangersor of acquaintances, he ssamed to take more interest
in the subjects poken of than in the persons present, his manner
being that of natural courtesy and general benevdence without
diginction of individuals. Had there been some tincture of
sodal vanity in him, perhaps he would have bean brought into
dosz rationswith thosewhom ho met in society; but though
invariably kind and careful of their fedings he was indifferent
to the manner in which they regarded him, or (asthe phraseis)
to his effect in society; and they might perhaps be consdous
that the kindness they received was what flowed naturally and
inevitably to ail, that they had nothing to give in return which
was of value to him, and that no individual reations were
established.

How degp and rich Southey's social naturewas his pub-
lished correspondence, some four or five thousand printed
pages, tells sufficiently. These letters, addressed for the
most part to good old friends, are indeed genial, liberal of
sympathy, and expecting sympathy in return, pleasantly
egoigtic, grave, playful, wise, pathetic with a kind of strin-
gent pathos showing through checks imposed by the wiser
and stronger wilL  Southey did not squander abroad the
treasures of his affection. To lavish upon casual acquaintance
the outward and visible sgns of friendship seemed to him
aprofaning of the mystery of manly lova " Your fedings"
he writes to Coleridge, "go naked, | cover mine with a
bear-skin; | will not say that you harden yours by your
mode, but | am sure that mine are the warmer for their
clothing." With drangers a certain neutral courtesy
served to protect his inner sdf like the low leaves of his
own hally tree:

Bedow, a cirding fence, its leaves are ssn
Wrinkled and kemn ;

No gracing cattle through their priokly round
Can reach towound;
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but to those of whose goodness and love he was well
assured, there were no protecting spines;

Gentleat home amid my friends|'d& be
Likethe high leaves upon the Holly Tree.

"Old friends and old books" he says "are the bex
things that thisworld affords (I like old wine also), and in
these | am richer than most men (the wine excepted)."
In the group of Southey's friends, what first strikes one is
not that they are men of genius—although the group in-
cludes Wordsworth and Scott, and Henry Taylor—but
that they are good men. No one believed more thoroughly
than Southey that goodness is a better thing than genius ;
yet he required in his asxdates some high excellence,
extraordinary kindness of disposition or strength of moral
character, if not extraordinary intellect. To knit his friends
in a circle was his ardent desire; in the strength of his
affections time and distance made no change. An old
College friend, Lightfoot, to visit Southey made the
longest journey of his life; it was eight and twenty years
sncethey had met. When their hands touched, Lightfoot
trembled like an agpen-leaf. " | believe" says Southey,
" no men ever met more cordially after solong a separation,
or enjoyed each other's society more. | shall never forget
themanner in which he first met me, nor the tone in
which he said 'that, having now ssen me, he should
return homeand diein peace’” But of all friends he was
mogt at eae with his dear Dapple, Grosvenor Bedford,
who suited for every mood of mirth and sorrow. When
Mrs. Southey had fallen into her sad decay, and the
once joyous house was melancholy and slent, Southey
turned for comfort to Bedford. Still some of their
Rabelaisan humour remained, and all their warmth of
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brotherly affection, " My father," says Cuthbert Southey,
“was never tired of talkinginto Mr. Bedford's trum-
pet.” And in more joyous days, what noise and non-
sne did they not make! " Oh! Grosvenor, exclaims
Southey, "is it not a pity that two men who love
nonsene so cordially and naturally and bonafidically as
you and I, should be three hundred miles asunder I For
my part | insist upon it that there is no snse so good as
your honest genuine nonsense/'

A goodly company of friends becomes familiar to us as
we read Southey's correspondence; Wynn, wherever he
was, "always doing something dse" yet able in the
midst of politics and business to find time to serve an old
schoolfdlow; Hickman, full of practical suggegtions, and
accurate knowledge and robust benevolence; John May,
unfailing in kindness and fidelity; Lamb for play and
pathos, and subtle criticism glancing amid the puns;, Wil-
liam Taylor for culture and literary theory, and paradox
and polysyllables; Landor for generous admiration, and
kindred enthusasmsand kindred preudices; Elmsey and
Lightfoot and Danvers for love and happy memories;
Senhora Barker, the Bhow Begum, for frank familiarities,
and warm, womanly services, Caroline Bowles for rarer
sympathy and sacreder hopes and fears; Henry Taylor for
spiritual sonship as of a son who is also an equal; and
Grosvenor Bedford, for everything great and small, glad
and sad, wise and foolish.

No literary rivalries or jealousies ever interrupted for a
moment any friendship of Southey. Political and reli-
gious differences, which in drangers were causs of grave
offence, seemed to melt away when the heretic or erring
statist was a friend. But if sucoess fashion, flattery tested
a man, and proved him wanting, as seemed to be the cats
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with Humphrey Davy, his affection grew cold; and an
habitual dereliction of social duty, such asthat of Coleridge,
could not but transform Southey'sfeeling of loveto one of
condemning sorrow. To his great contemporaries, Scott,
Landor, Wordsworth, his admiration was freely given.
" Scott,” hewrites, " isvery ill. He suffers dreadfully; but
bears his sufferings with admirable equanimity. . . . God
grant that he may recover! He is a noble and generous
hearted creature, whose like we shall not look upon again.”
Of Wordsworth: " A greater poet than Wordsworth there
never has been, nor ever will be:" " Two or three genera-
tions must pass before the public affect to admire such
poets as Milton and Wordsworth, Of such men the world
scarcdy producesonein a millennium." With indignation
cosed by a gleam of humour, he learnt that Ebenezer
Elliott, his pupil in the art of verse, had stepped forward
asthe lyrist of radicalism; but the feeling could not be
altogether anger with which he remembered that earnest
face, once seen by him at a Sheffield inn, its pale grey eyes
full of fire and meaning, its expression suiting well with
Elliott's frankness of manner, and simplicity of character.
William Taylor was one of the liberals of liberal Norwich,
and dangled abroad whatever happened to be the newest
paradox in religion. But neither hisradicalism, nor his
Pyrrhonism, nor his paradoxes could estrange Southey.
Thelast time the oddly-assorted pair met was in Taylor's
house; the student of German criticism had found some
theological novelty, and wished to draw his guest into
argument; Southey parried the thrusts good-humouredly,
and at last put an end to them with thewords, " Taylor,
come and sse me at Keswick. We will ascend Skiddaw,
where | shall have you nearer heaven, and we will then
discuss such questions asthese”
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In the year 1823 one of his oldest M ends made a pub-
lic attack on Southey, and that Mend the gentlest and
sweetest-natured of them all. In a Quarterly article
Southey had spoken of the Essays of Elia as a book
which wanted only a sounder religious feeling to be as
delightful as it was original. He had intended to alter
the expresson in the proof-shest, but no proof-shest
was ever sent.  Lamb, already pained by references to his
writings in the Quarterly, some of which he erroneoudy
ascribed to Southey, was deeply wounded. " He might
have spared an old friend such a construction of a
few cardes flights, that meant no harm to religion."
A long expostulation addressed by Eliato Robert Southey,
Esq., appeared in the London Magazine for October,
only a portion of which is retained in the Elia Essays
under the title of "The Tombs of the Abbey;" for
though Lamb had playfully resented Coleridge's saluta-
tion, " my gentle-hearted Charles" his heart was indeed
gentle, and could not endure the pain of its own wrath;
among the memorials of the dead in Westminster he finds
hisright mind, histruer saf once more; he forgets the
grave agect with which Southey looked awful on his
poor Mend, and spends his indignation harmless as sum-
mer lightning over the heads of a Dean and Chapter.
Southey, seeing the announcement of a letter addressed to
him by L amb, had expected a sheaf of friendly pleasantries;
with surprise he learnt what pain his words had caused.
He hastened to explain; had Lamb intimated his fedings
in private, he would have tried, by a passage in the ensu-
ing Quarterly, to efface the impression unhappily created;
he ended with a declaration of unchanged affection, and
a proposal to call on Lamb. " On my part,” Southey
said, "there was not even a momentary fedling of
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anger;" he at once understood the love, the error, the
soreness, and the repentance awaiting a being so com-
posed of goodness as Elia. "Dear Southey"—runs
the answver of Lamb—"the kindness of jour note has
melted away the mist that was upon me. | have been
fighting againg a shadow. . . . . I wish both magaxine
and review were at the bottom of the sea. | shall be
ashamed to se you, and my siser (though innocent) will
be still more s, for this folly was done without her know-
ledge, and has made her uneasy ever snce. My guardian
angel was absent at the time. | will make up courage to
se you, however, any day next week. We shall hope
that you will bring Edith with you. That will be a second
mortification; she will hate to se us; but come and heap
embers, we deserveit, | for what | have done, and she
for being my sster. Do come early in the day by sun-
light that you may s my Milton. . . . . Your penitent
C. Lamb."

At Bristol in 1808 Southey met for the first time the
man of all others whom he most desred to seg the only
man living, he says, " of whose praise | was ambitious, or
whose censure would have humbled me" ThiswasWalter
Savage Landor. Madoc, on which Southey had built his
hope of renown as a poet, had been published, and had
been coldly received; Kehama, which had been begun,
consequently now stood still.  Their author could indeed,
as hetold Sir George Beaumont, be contented with pos-
humous fame, but it was impossible to be contented with
posthumous bread and cheese " St Cecilia herself could
not have played the organ if there had been nobody to
blow the bellows for her. At this moment, when he
turned sadly and bravely from poetry to more profitable
work he first looked on Landor. "I never saw any
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one more unlike mysdf,” he writes, " in every prominent
part of human character, nor any one who so cordially
and instinctively agreed with me on so many of the
most important subjects. | have often said before we
met, that | would walk forty miles to s him, and
having seen him, | would gladly walk fourscore to se
him again. He talked of Thalaba, and | told him of
the Berios of mythological poems which | had planned,

. and as told him for what reason they had been
laid asde ;—in plain English, that | could not afford to
write them, Landor'sreply was, * Go on with them, and |
will pay for printing them, as many as you will write, and
as many copies as you please/ " The princely offer stung
Southey, as he says, to the very core; not that he thought
of accepting that offer, but the generous words were them-
sves a deed and claimed a return. He rose earlier each
morning to carry on his Kehama, without abstracting time
from better-paid task-work; it advanced, and duly as each
section of thispoem, and subsequently of hisRoderick, came
to be written, it was transcribed for the friend whose sym-
pathy and admiration were a golden reward. To be praised
by onés peers is indeed happiness. Landor, liberal of ap-
plause, waskeen in suggestion and exact in censure. Both
friends were men of ardent fedings, though one had
tamed himsdf, while the other never could be tamed;
both often gave their fedings a vehement utterance.
On many matters they thought in the main alike—on
the grand style in human conduct, on the principles of
the poetic art, on Spanish affairs on Catholicism. The
secret of Landor'8 high-poised dignity in verse had been
discovered by Southey; he, like Landor, aimed at a
cdassical parity of diction; he, like Landor, loved, as a
shaper of imaginative forms, to embody in an act, or an
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incident, the virtue of some eminent moment of human
passon, and to giveit fixity by sculptured phrase; only
the represson of a fiery spirit is more apparent in Lan-
dor's monumental lines than in Southe/***  With certain
organic resemblances, and much community of sentiment,
there were large differences between the two, so that when
they were drawn together in sympathy, each felt asif he
had annexed a new province. Landor regoiced that the
first persons who shared his turret at Llanthony were
Southey and his wife; again, in 1817, the two friends
were together for three days at Como, after Southey had
endured his prime affliction—the death of his son;—

Grief had swept over him; days darkened round;
Bellagio, Valintelvi smiled in vain,

And Monte Rosa from Helvetiafar

Advanced to meet us, wild in majesty

Above the glittering create of giant sons
Station'd around . .. in vain too! all in vain.

Two years later the warm-hearted friend writes from
Pistoia, reoicing in Southey'sjoy: " Thank God ! Tears
came into my eyes on seeing that you were blessed with
aon" To watch the happiness of children was Landor's
highest delight, to share in such happiness was Southey's,
and Arnold and Cuthbert formed a new bond between their
fathers. In 1836, when Southey, in his sixty-third year,
guided his son through the soenes of his boyhood, several
delightful days were spent at Clifton with Landor. |
never knew a man of brighter genius or of kinder heart,
«aid Southey; and of Landor in earlier years. " He does
more than any of the gods of all my mythologies, for his
very words are thunder and lightning—such is the power
and splendour with which they burst out" Landor
responded with a majestic enthusasm about his friend,
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who seemed to him no less noble a man than admirable a
writer:—

No firmer breas than thine bath Heaven
Topoe, sage, or hero given:

No heart moretender, nonemorejust,
Tothat Helargdy placed intrust ;

Therefore shalt thou, whatever date

Of yearsbethine, with soul late

Bise up beforethe Eternal throne,

And haoar, in God's own vdae ** Wel done”

That "Well done" greested Southey many years before
Lander'simpenal head was laid low. In the lagt letter
from hisfriend received by Southey—already the darkness
was fast clodng in—he writes, " If any man living is
ardent for your wefare, | am; whose few and almost
worthless merits your generous heart has always over-
valued, and whose infinite and great faults it has been too
ready to overlook | will write to yon often, now | learn
that | may do it inoffensively; well remembering that
among the names you have exalted is Walter Landor."
Alas! to reply was now beyond the power of Southey ;
still he held Gebir in his bands oftener than any other
volume of poetry, and while thought and feeling lived, fed
upon its beauty. "It is very sddom now," Caroline
Southey wrote at a later date, " that he ever names any
person : but this morning, before he left his bed, | heard
him repeating softly to himself Landor, ay, Landor"

*' |f it benot now, yetit will come : thereadinesisall"
—this was ever present to Southey during the happy days
of labour andrest in GretaHall. Whilehe wasdisposing
his books so as to make the comeliest show, and delighting
intheir goodly ranks, whilehelooked intotheradiant facet
of hischildren, and loved their innocent brightness, he yet
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knew that the day of detachment wasapproaching. There
was nothing in such a thought which stirred Southey to a
rebellious mood; had he not set his seal to the bond of
life) How his heart rested in his home, only his own
words can tell; even a journey to London seemed too
long:—" Oh, dear; oh, dear! there is such a comfort in
on€s old coat and old shoes, onés own chair and own
fireside, oneés own writing-desk and own library,—with a
little girl climbing up to my neck, and saying, ' Don't go
to London, papa—you must stay with Edith'; and alittle
boy, whom | have taught to speak the language of cats,
dogs, cuckoos, and jackassss, & c, before he can articulate
a word of his own;—there is such a comfort in all these
things, that transportation to London for four or five
weeks seans a heavier punishment than any sins of mine
deserve” Nor did his spirit of boyish merriment abate
until overwhelming sorrow weighed him down: Y1 am
quite as noisy as | ever was" hewritestoLightfoot, " and
should take as much delight as ever in showering stones
through the hole of the gaircase against your room door,
and hearing with what hearty good earnest' you fool' was
vociferated in indignation agains me in return. 0, dear
Lightfoot, what a blessing it isto have a boy's heart! it
is as great a blessing in carrying one through this world,
as to have a child's spirit will bein fitting us for the
next." But Southey's light-heartedness was rounded by
a circle of earnest acquiescence in the law of mortal life;
a clear-obscure of faith as pure and calm and grave as the
heavens of a midsummer night. At thirty he writes.—
“"No man was ever more contented with hislot than | am,
for few have ever had more enjoyments, and none had
aver better or worthier hopes Life, therefore, is suffi-
ciently dear to me, and long life desirable, that | may
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accomplish all which | design. But yet, | could be well
content that the next century were over, and my part
fairly at an end, having been gone well through. Just as
at school one wished the school-days over, though we
were happy enough there, because we expected more hap-
piness and more liberty when we were to be our own
magers, might lie as much later in the morning as we
pleased, have no bounds and do no exerdss—jus so do
I wish that my exercisss were over." At thirty-five:
" Almost the only wish | ever give utterance to is that
the next hundred years were over. It is not that the uss
of this world seem to me weary, sale, flat, and unprofit-
able—God knows far otherwise! No man can be better
contented with hislot. My paths are paths of pleasant-

ness . . . .Still the instability of human happiness is
ever before my eyes; | long for the certain and the per-
manent." " My notions about life are much the same as

they are about travelling—there is a good deal of amuse
ment on the road, but, after all, one wants to be at res."
At forty: " My disposition is invincibly cheerful, and
this alone would make me a cheerful man if I werenot so
from the tenor of my life; yet | doubt whether the
grictest Carthusian has the thought of death more habitu-
ally in his mind."

Such was Southey's congtant temper; to some persons
it may seem an unfortunate one; to some it may be
practically unintelligible. But those who accept of the
feast of life freely, who enter with a bounding foot its
measures of beauty and of joy,—glad to feel all the while
the serviceable sackcloth next the skin—will recognise in
Southey an instructed brother of the Renunciants ruler



CHAPTER VL
CHANGES AND EVENTS 1803—1843.

IN October, 1805, Southey started with hisfriend Elmsley
for a short tour in Scotland. On their way northward
they stopped three days at AshestieL There, in a small
house, rising amid its old-fashioned garden, with pastoral
hills all around, and the Tweed winding at the meadow's
end, lived Walter Scott. It was the year in which old
Border song had waked up, with ampler echaoings, in the
Lay of the Last Ministrel, and Scott was already famous.
Earlier in the year he had visited Grasmere, and had
sood upon the summit of Helvellyn with Wordsworth
and Davy by hisside The three October days, with their
still, misty brightness, went by in full enjoyment. Southey
had brought with him amanuscript containing sundry me-
trical romances of the fifteenth century, on which his host
pored, asfar as courtesy and thehours allowed, with much
delight; and the guests saw Médrose, that old romance in
stone so dear to Scott, went salmon-spearing on the Tweed,
dined on a hare snapped up before their eyesby Percy and
Douglas, and visited Yarrow. From Ashestid they pro-
ceeded to Edinburgh.  Southey looked coldly on the grey
metropalis; its new city seemed a kind of Puritan Bath,
which worshipped propriety instead of pleasure; but the
old town seen amid the dant light of a wild red sunsgt
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impressed him much, its vast irregular outline of roofs
and chimneys rising against tumultuous clouds like the
dismantled fragments of a giant's palace. Southey was
prepared to find himself and his friends of the Lakes per-
sons of higher stature than the Scotch literatulu  Before
accepting an invitation to meet him at supper, Jeffrey
politely forwarded the proof of an unpublished review of
Modoc; if the poet preferred that his reviewer should not
present himself, M r. Jeffrey would deny himself the plea-
sureof M r. Southey's acquaintance. Southey wasnot to be
daunted, and, as he tells it himsdf, felt nothing but good-
humour on beholding a bright-faced homunculus of five-
foot-one, the centre of an attentive circle, eenunciatingwith
North-British edocution hisdoctrineson taste. Thelively
little gentleman, who thought to crush The Excursion—
he could as easily crush Skiddaw, said Southey—received
from the author of Modoc a courtesy de haut en has in-
tended to bring home to his constiousness the fact that he
was—but five-foot-one. The bland lips of the gods who
looked down on auld Reekie that evening smiled at the
magnanimity alike of poet and critic.

Two yearslater (1807), differenceshaving arisen between
the proprietors and the editor of the Edinburgh Review, it
was in contemplation to alter the management, and Long-
man wrote requesting Southey to review him two or three
articles "in his best manner." Southey did not keep
firkins of criticism of first and second brand, but he was
not unwilling to receive ten guineas a sheat instead
of seven pounds. When, however, six months later,
Scott urged his friend to contribute, Judge Jeffrey still
sat on the bench of the Edinburgh Review, hanging,
drawing, and quartering luckless poets with undiminished
vivacity. It was of no use for Scott to assure Southey

L
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that the homunculus, notwithstanding his flippant attacks
on Madoc and Thalaba ,had the most sincere respect
for their author and his talents. Setting all personal
fedings adde, an irreconcilable difference, Sonthey de-
clared, between Jeffrey and himself upon every great
principle of taste, morality, and policy, occasoned a diffi-
culty which could not be removed. Within less than
twelve months Scott, alienated by the degpening Whiggery
of the Review, and by more personal causss had ceasad to
contribute, and opposte his name in thelist of subscribers
Congtable had written, with indignant notes of exclama-
tion, " Stopt! I /' John Murray, the young booksdler in
Fleet Street, had been to Ashestiel; in " dern privacie"
a bold complot was laid; why Bhould the Edinburgh
clique carry it before them! The spirit of England was
still sound, and would respond to loyalty, patriotism, the
good traditions of Church and State, the temper of gentle-
men, courage, scholarship; Gifford, of the Anti-Jacobin,
had surely a sturdier arm than Jeffrey; George Elliswould
remember his swashing-blow; there were the Roses and
Matthias, and Heber; arival Review should se the light,
and that speedily; "a good plot, good friends, and fall of
expectation—an excellent plot, very good friends."

Southey was invited to write on Spanish affairs for the
first number of the Quarterly (Feb. 1809). His political
opinions had undergone a considerable alteration snce
the days of Pantiaocracy and Joan of Are, The Reign of
Terror had not caused a violent reaction againg the doc*
trine of a Republic, nor did he soon cease to sympathize
with Franca But his hopes were dashed; it was plain
that " the millennium would not come this bout." Man
as he is appeared more greedy, ignorant, and dangerous
than he had appeared before, though man as he may be
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was still a being composed of knowledge, virtue, and lore.
The ideal republic receded into the dimness of unborn
time; no doubt—so Southey maintained to the end—a
republic isthe best form of government in itsdf, as a sun-
dial issimpler and surer than a time-piece; but the sun of
reason does not always shine, and therefore complicated
sydems of government, containing checks and counter-
checks, are needful in old countriesfor the present; better
sysems are no doubt conceivable—for better men. " Mr.
Southey's mind," wrote Hazlitt, " is essentially sanguine,
even to over-weeningness. It is prophetic of good ; it cor-
dially embracesit; it cags a longing, lingering look after
it, even when it is gone for ever. * He cannot bear to give
up the thought of happiness, his confidence in his fellow-
men, when all dse despair. It isthe very element’' where
he must live or have no life at all'" This is true;
we sacrifice too much to prudence—Southey said when
not for from sixty—and in fear of incurring the danger
or the reproach of enthusiasm, too often we gifle the
holiest impulses of the understanding and the heart
Still at sixty he believed in a date of society actually to
be realised as superior to English society in the nine*
teenth century, as that itself is superior to the condi-
tion of the tattooed Britons, or of the Northern Pirates
from whom we have descended. Bat the error of sup-
posing such a state of society too near, of fancying that
thereisa short road toit, ssemed to him a perniciouserror,
seducing the young and generous into an alliance with
whatever is flagitious and detestable.

It was not until the Peace of Amiens (1802), that
Southey was restored in feeling to his own country. From
that hour the new departure in his politics may be said to
date. The honour of England became as dear to him a*
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to her mogt patriotic son; and in the man who had sub-
jugated the Swiss Republic, and thrown into a dungeon
the champion of Negro independence, and daughtered his
prisoners at Jaffa, he indignantly refused to recognize the
representative of the generous principles of 1789. To him,
as to Wordsworth, the very life of virtue in mankind
seemed to dwell in the struggle againg the military despo-
tism which threatened to overwhelm the whole civilized
world. Whatever went along with a spirited war-policy
Southey could accept. It appeared to himself that hisviews
and hopeshad changed precisely becausetheheart and soul
of his wishes had continued the same. To remove the ob-
gacles which retard the improvement of mankind was the
one object to which, first and last, he gave his most earnest
vows. " This has been the polestar of my course; the
needle has shifted according to the movements of the state
vesd wherein | am embarked, but the direction to which
it points has always been the sasme. | did not fall intothe
error of thosewho, having been the friends of France when
they imagined that the cause of liberty was implicated in
her success, transferred their attachment from the Repub-
lictotheMilitary Tyranny inwhich it ended, and regarded
with complacency the progress of oppresson because France
was the oppressor.  * They had turned their faces toward
the East in the morning to worship the rising sun, and in
the evening they were looking eastward, obstinately affirm-
ing that still the sun was there/ 1, on the contrary,
altered my position as the world went round."'
Wordsworth has described in memorable words the
sadden exaltation of the spirit of resstance to Napoleon,
its change from the temper of fortitude to enthusiasm
animated by hope when the Spanish people rose againgt
! The words quoted by Southey are his own, written in 1800,
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their oppressors " From that moment,” he says, " this
corruptible put on incorruption and this mortal put
on immortality." Southey had learned to love the people
of the Peninsula; he had amost naturadized himsdlf
among them by his gudies of Spanish and Portuguese
history and literature. Now there wasin him anew birth
of passion at a period of life when ordinarily the crust of
custom begins to encaxe our free spirits. All his moral
ardour flowed in the same current with his political enthu-
daam; in this war there was as direct a contest between
the principles of evil and good as the elder Perdans or
the Manicheans imagined in their fables " Since the
stirring day of the French Kevolution," hewritesto John
May, " | have never felt half so much excitement in poli-
tical events as the present state of Spain has given me."
Little as he liked to leave home, if the Spaniards would
bury their crown and sceptre, he would gird up hisloins
and as5g a the ceremony devout as ever pilgrim at
Compogtela. A federd republic which should unitethe
peninsula and dlow the internal governments to remain
distinct was what Southey ardently desired.  When news
cameof the Convention of Cintra(1808), the poet, ordinarily
S0 punctual adeeper, lay awake all night; snce the execu-
tion of the Brissotinos no public event distressed him so
deeply. " How gravely and earnestly used Samue Taylor
Coleridge'—so writes Coleridge's daughter—"and William
Wordsworth and my uncle Southey dso to discuss the
dfars of the nation, asif it all came hometo their bus-
ness and bosoms, as if it weretheir private concernl Men
do not canvass these matters now-a-days, | think, quitein
the same tone."

That faithin the ultimate triumph of good which sus
tains Southey** heroine againgt the persecution of the
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Almighty Rajah, sustained Southey himself during the
long struggle with Napoleon. A military despotisn
youthful and full of vigour, he said, must beat down
corrupt establishments and worn-out governments, but
how can it beat down for ever a true love of liberty
and a true spirit of patriotism? When at last tidings
reached Keswick that the Allies were in Paris, Southey's
fedings were such as he had never experienced before,
" Thecurtain had fallen after a tragedy of five-and-twenty
years’ The hopes and the ardours and the errors and
the struggles of his early life crowded upon his mind;
all things seemed to have worked together for good. He
rgoiced that the whirlwind of revolution had cleared
away the pegtilence of the old governments; he reoiced
that right had conquered might. He did not wish to se
the bad Bourbon race restored, except to complete Bona-
partesoverthrow. And hefeared lest an evil peace should
be made. Paris taken, a commanding intellect might
have cag Europe into whatever mould it pleased. " The
first busness" says Southey, with remarkable prevision,
" should have been to have reduced France to what she was
before Louis XI1V.'s time; the sscond to have created a
great power in the north of Germany with Prussa at its
head; the third to have consolidated Italy into one
kingdom or commonwealth."

The politicians of the Edinburgh Review had predicted
ruin for all who dared to oppose the Corsican; they
ridiculed the romantic hopes of the English nation; the
fate of Spain, they declared in 1810, was decided; it
would be crudl, they said, to foment petty insurrections;
France had conquered Europe. It was this policy of
despair which roused Scott and Southey. " We shall
hoist the bloody flag," writes the latter, " down alongside
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that Scotch ship, and engage her yard-arm to yard-
arm." But at first Southey, by his own request, was put
upon other work than that of firing off the heavy
Quarterly guns. Probably no man in England had read
so many books of travel; these he could review better,
he believed, than anything else; biography and history
were also within his reach; with English poetry from
Spenser onwards his acquaintance was wide and minute,
but he took no pleasure in sitting in judgment on his
contemporaries, his knowledge of the literary history of
Spain and Portugal was a speciality, which, as often as
the readers of the Eeview could bear with it, might be
brought into use.  Two things he could promise without
fail—perfect sincerity in what he might write, without the
dlightest pretension of knowledge which hedid not possess
and a punctuality not to be exceeded by Mr. Murray's
opposite neighbour, the clock of St. Dunstan's.

Southey's essays, literary, biographical, historical, and
miscellaneous, would probably now exist in a collected
form, and constitute a sorehouse of information,—infor-
mation often obtained with difficulty, and always conveyed
in a lucid and happy style—were it not that he chose
on the eve of the Reform Bill to earn whatever unpopu-
larity he could by collecting his essays on political and
social subjects.  Affairs had hurried forward with eager
strides; these Quarterly articles seemed already far behind,
and might safely be left to take a quiet corner in Time's
wallet among the alms for oblivion. Yet Southey's
political articles had been effective in their day, and
have still a value by no means wholly antiquarian.  His
home palitics had been in the main determined by his
convictions on the great European quegtions. There was
a party of revolution in this country eager to break with
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the pad, ready to venture every experiment for a future
of mere surmise.  Southey believed that the moral snse
of the English people, their regard for conduct, would
do much to preserve them from lawless excess, still,
the lesson read by recent history was that order once
overthrown, anarchy follows, to be itself quelled by
the lordship of the sword. Rights, however, were pleaded
—shall we refuse to any man the rights of a man!
"Therapeutics," says Southey, "were in a miserable
state as long as practitioners proceeded upon the gra-
tuitous theory of elementary complexions; . . . . natural
philosophy was no better, being a mere farrago of romance,
founded upon idle tales or fanciful conjectures, not upon
observation and experiment. The stence of politics is
just now in the same stage; it has been erected by
shallow sophists upon abstract rights and imaginary
compacts, without the dightest reference to habits and
history." "Order and improvement” were the words
inscribed on Southey's banner.  Order, that England
might not fall, as France had fallen, into the hands of a
military saviour of society; order, that she might be
in a condition towage her great feud on behalf of freedom
with undivided energy. Order, therefore, first; not by
represson alone—though there were a time and a place
for repression also—but order with improvement as a
portion of its very life and being. Southey was a poet
and a moralist, and judged of thewell-being of a people
by other than material standards; the wealth of nations
seemed to him something other and higher than can be ascer-
tained by wages and prices, rent and revenue, exports
and imports. " Trueitis" hewrites, " the ground ismore
highly cultivated, the crooked hedgerows have been thrown
down, the fields are in better shape and of handsomer
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dimensions, the plough makeslonger farrows, thereismore
corn and fewer weeds; but look at the noblest produce of
the earth, look at the children of the soil, look at the seeds
which are sown here for immortality I" " The sygem
which produces the happiest moral effects will be found
the mogt beneficial to the interest of the individual and
the general weal; upon this bads the science of political
economy will rest at last, when the ponderous volumes
with which it has been overlaid shall have sunk by their
own weight into the dead s of oblivion." Looking
about him he asked, What do the English people chiefly
nexd? More wealth? It may be so; but rather wisdom
to use the wealth they have. Morevotes? Yes, hereafter;
but first the light of knowledge, that men may se
how to use a vote. Even the visible beauty and grace
of life seemed to Southey a precious thing, the loss of
which might be st over againg some gain in pounds,
shillings, and pence. The bleak walls and barrack-like
windows of a manufactory, the long unlovely row of
operatives dwellings, struck a chill into his heart. He
contrasts the old cottages substantially built of native
stone, mellowed by time, taken by nature to hersef with a
mother's fondness, the rosebushes besde the door, the
little patch of flower-garden—he contragts these with the
bald deformities in which the hands of a great mill are
stalled.

Before all s national education appeared to Southey
to be the need of England. He saw a great population
growing up with eager appetites, and constiousness of
augmented power. Whence were moral thoughtfulness
and sdf-restraint to come? Not surely from the triumph
of liberal opinions; not from the power to read every
incentive to vice and sedition; nor from Religious Tract
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Societies; nor from the portentous bibliolatry of the
Evangelical party. But there is an education which
at once enlightens the understanding and trains the con-
stience and thewill And thereisthat great association
for making men good, the Church of England. Connect
the two,—education and the Church; the progress of
enlightenment, virtue, and piety however gradual will
be sure.  Subordinate to this primary measure of reform,
national education, many other measures were advocated
by Southey. Helooked forward to atimewhen, thegreat
struggle respecting property over—for this struggle he saw
looming not far off—public opinion will no more tolerate
the extreme of poverty in a large dass of the people than
it now tolerates davery in Europe; when the aggregation
of land in the hands of great owners must cease when
that community of lands, which Owen of Lanark would
too soon anticipate, might actually be realized. But these
things were perhaps far off. Meanwhile how to bring
nearer the golden age? Southey's son has made out a
long list of the measures urged upon the English peaple
in the Quarterly Review, or elsawhere, by his father.
Bearing in mind that the proposar of these measures
ressed the Reform Bill, Free Trade, and Catholic Eman-
cipation, any one curious in such things may determine
with what political label he should be designated:—
National education; the diffuson of cheap and good
literature; a well-organized sysem of colonization, and
especially of female emigration;’ a wholesome training

* " With the Cape and New Holland | would proceed thus.—
' Govern yoursdlves, and we will protect you as long as you need
protection; when that is no longer necessary, remember thai
though we be different countries, each independent, we are one
people’ "—R. S. to W. S. Landor. Letters, vol ii. p. 263.
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for the children of misery and vice in great cities; the
establishment of Protestant ssters of charity and a better
order of hospital nurses; the establishment of savings
banksin all small towns; the abalition of floggingin the
army and navy, except in extreme cases, improvements
in the poor laws; alterations in the game laws; alterations
in the criminal laws, as inflicting the punishment of death
in far too many cases, execution of criminals within
prison walls; alterations in the factory sysem for the
benefit of the operative, and especially as to the employ-
ment of children; national works—reproductive if pos
sible—to be undertaken in times of peculiar distress; the
necessity of doing away with intermentsin crowded cities;
the sysem of giving allotments of ground to labourers;
the employment of paupers in cultivating wagte lands;
the commutation of tithes; and last, the need for more
clergymen, more colleges, more courts of law.

"Mr. Southey," said Hazlitt, "missed his way in
Utopia; hehas found it at old Saram." Hefound it in
England, in the State, and in the Church, with itsordered
freedom, its serious aspiration, its habitual pieties, its
reasonable service, its reverent history, its beauty of
holiness, its dose where priests, who are hushands and
fathers, live out their calm benignant lives, its amiable
home for those whose toil is ended and who now deep
well. But how Southey found his way from his early
deisn to Anglican orthodoxy cannot be precisdy deter-
mined. Certainly not for many years could he have made
that subscription to the Articles of the Church of England,
which at the first barred his way to taking orders. The
superstition, which ssemed to be the chief spiritual food
of Spain, had left Southey for the rest of his life a resolute
opponent of Catholicism; and asheread lives of the Saints
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and histories of the Orders, the exclamation " | do well to
beangry" was often on hislips. For the wisdom, learn-
ing, and devotion of the Jesuits he had, however, a just
regpect. Geneva, with itsgrim logic and stark spirituality,
suited nerves of a different temper from his. For a
time Southey thought himself half a Quaker, but he
desired more visible beauty, and more historical charm
than he could find in Quakerism. Needing a comely
home for his spiritual affections, he found precisdy what
pleased him built in the pleasant Anglican dose With
growing loyalty to the State, his loyalty tothe Church
could not but keep pace. He loved her tolerance, her
culture; he fed upon her judicious and learned writers,—
Taylor, with his bright fancies like the little rings of
the vine; South, hitting out straight from the shoulder
at anarchy, fanaticism, and licentiousness, as Southey
himself would have liked to hit; Jackson, whose weight
of character made his pages precious as with golden
bullion. After all, old England had some advantages
over Utopia.

The English Constitution consgting of Chur ch and State,
it s;eemed to Southey an absurdity in politicsto give those
persons power in the State whose duty it is to subvert the
Church. Admit Catholics, he said, to every officeof trust,
emolument, or honour; only never admit them into Par-
liament. " The arguments about equal rights are fit only
for a schoolboy's declamation ; it may as well be said that
the Jew has a right to be a hishop, or the Quaker an
admiral, asthat the Roman Catholic hasaright to a seat
in the British Legislature; his opinions disqualify him."
To call this a question of toleration was impudence
Cathalics were free to practise therites of their religion
they had the full and free use of the press, perfect tolera-
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tion was granted to the members of that church, which,
wherever dominant, tolerates no other. Catholic Eman-
cipation would not conciliate Ireland; the great source of
Irish misery had been not England's power, but her weak-
ness, and those violencestowhich weaknessresorts in sdf-
defence ; old sores were not to be healed by the admission
of Catholic demagogues into Parliament. The measure
styled Emancipation would assuredly be followed by the
downfall of the Protestant Establishment in Ireland, and
by the soread of Catholicism in English society. To
Pyrrhonists one form of faith might ssem as good or as
bad as the other; but the great mass of the English people
had not advanced so far in the march of intellect asto
perceive no important difference between Catholic and
Protestant doctrine, or between Catholic and Protestant
morality. By every possble means better the condition
of the Irish peasantry; give them employment in public
works; facilitate, for those who desre it, the moans of
emigration ; extend the poor-laws to Ireland, and lay that
impost on absentess in such a proportion as may compen-
sate in some degree for their non-residence; educate the
people; executejustice and maintain peace, and the cry
of Catholic Emancipation may bo safely disregarded.

So Southey pleaded in the Quarterly Review. With
reference to Emancipation and to the lieform Bill he
and Wordsworth, who perhaps had not kept themsdves
sufficiently in relation with living men and the public
sentiment of the day, were in their solitude gifted with a
measure of the prophetic spirit, which in some degree ex-
plains their alarms.  For the prophet who knows little of
expediency and nothing of the manipulation of parties,
nothing of the tangled skein of contending interests,
Fes the future in its moral causes and he sessitina
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vision. But he cannot date the appearances in his vision.
Battle, and garments rolled in blood, and trouble, and
dimness of anguish pass before him, and he proclaims
what it is given him to sse It matters not a little,
however, in the actual event, whether the battle be on
the morrow or half a century hence; and the prophet
furnishes us with no chronology, or at best with some
vague time and timesand half a time. New forces have
arisen before the terrors of his prediction come to pass,
and therefore when they come to pass their effect is often
altogether different from that anticipated. Wordsworth and
Southey were right in declaring that a vast and formidable
change was taking place in the England of their day; many
things which they, amid incredulous scoffs announced
have become actual; others remain to be fulfilled. But
the events have taken up their place in an order of things
foreign to the conceptions of the prophets; the fire from
heaven descends but meanwhile we, ingenious sons of
men, have st up a lightning-conductor.

Southey and the Quarterly Review were often spoken of
as a single entity. But the Review in truth never pre-
cisdly represented his fedings and convictions.  With
Gifford he had no literary sympathies. Gilford's heart
was full of kindness, says Southey, for all living creatures
except authors; them he regarded as Isaac Walton
did the worm. Against the indulgence of that temper
Southey always protested; yet he was chosn to bear the
reproach of having tortured Keats, and of having anony-
moudy glorified himself at the expense of Shelley.
Gifford's omissions, additions, substitutions, often caused
Southey's article in the Review to be very unlike the
article which he had despatched to the editor in manu-
script.  Probably these changes were often made on
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warrantable grounds. Southey's confidence in his own
opinions, which always seemed to him to be based upon
moral principles, was high; and he was not in the habit of
diluting his ink. Phrases which sounded well in the
library of Greta Hall had quite another sound in Mr.
Murray's office in Fleet Street.

On arriving in London for a short visit in the autumn
of 1813, Southey learnt that the Prince Regent wished
to confer on him the Laureateship vacant by the death
of Pye. Without consulting the Regent, Lord Liver-
pool had previoudy directed that the office should be
offered to Walter Scott On the moment came a letter
from Scott informing Southey that he had declined the
appointment, not from any foolish preudice againgt hold-
ing it, but because he was already provided for, and would
not engross emoluments which ought to be awarded to a
man of |letters who had no other views in life. Southey hes-
tated, having ceased for several years to produce occasional
verses, but his friend Croker assured him that he would
not be compelled to write odes as boys write exerdses
at stated times on stated subjects, that it would suffice
if he wrote on great public events, or did not write,
as the spirit moved him, and thus his scruples were
overcome. In a little, low, dark room in the purlieus
of St. James,—a solitary clerk being witness—the oath
was duly administered by a fat old gentleman-usher
in full buckle, Robert Southey swearing to be a faith-
ful servant to the King, to reveal all treasons which
might come to his knowledge, and to obey the Lord
Chamberlain in all matters of the King's service. It was
Scott'sbelief that hisgenerosity had provided for his poorer
brother bard an income of three or four hundred pounds a
year. In reality the emolument was smaller and the task-
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work more irksome than had been supposed. Thetierce
of Canary swilled by Ben Jonson and his poetic sons,
had been wickedly commuted for a small sum; the whole
net-income amounted to 90Z. But this, " the very least
of Providence's mercies" as a poor clergyman said when
pronouncing grace over a herring, secured an important
happiness for Southey; he did not employ it, as Byron
putsit, to butter his bread on both sides; he added twelve
pounds to it and vested it forthwith in an insurance upon
his own life. " | have never felt any painful anxiety
about providing for my family . . ." hewrites to Scott,
" but it is with the despest feeling of thanksgiving that
| have secured this legacy for my wife and children, and
it isto you that I am primarily and chiefly indebted.”
Croker's assurance was too hastily given. The birth-
day Ode indeed fell into abeyance during the long malady
of Georgel | | ., but the New Year's Ode had still to be
provided. Southey wasfortunatein 1814; eventsworthy
of celebration had taken place; a dithyramb or rather an
oration in lines of irregular length was accordingly
produced; and was forwarded to his musical yoke-fellow
Sir William Parsons. But the sight of Southey's page,
over which the longs and shorts meandered seemingly at
their own sweet will, shocked the orderly mind of the chief
musician. What kind of ear could Mr. Southey have 1
His predecessor, the lamented Mr. Pye, had written his
Odes always in regular sanzas. What kind of action was
this exhibited by the unbroken State Pegasus1 Duly as
each New Year approached Southey sst himself to what he
called his odeonB job; it was the price he paid for the
future comfort of his children. While his poalitical
assailants pictured the author of Joan of Arc as a court-
lacquey following in the train of the fat Adonis, he with
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grim cheerfulness was earning a provision for his girls,
and had it not been aduty tokisshandson the appointment,
His Koyal Highness the Prince Regent would never have
s his poet. Gradually the New Year's Ode ceased to
be looked for, and Southey was emancipated. His verse
making as laureate occasonally rose into something higher
than journeyman work; when public events stirred his
heart to joy or grief, or indignation, he wrote many
admirable periods of measured rhetoric. The Funeral
Song for the Princess Charlotte is of a higher strain; a
knell, heavy yet clear-toned, is tolled by its finely wrought
octosyllabics.

A few months after the battle of Waterloo, which
had so deeply moved Southey, he started with his wife,
a rare voyager from Keswick, and his little daughter
Edith May, on a pilgrimage to the scene of victory. The
aunts remained to take care of Bertha, Kate, and Isabel,
with the nineyearsold darling of all, the only boy,
Herbert. With Bruges, " like a city of Elizabeth's age—
you expect to se a head with a ruff looking from the
window," Southey was beyond measure delighted. At
Ghent he ransacked bookshops, and was pleased to s® in
the Beguinage the realization of his own and Hickman's
ideas on Sserhoods On a dear September day the
travellers visited the battlefield; the autumnal sunshine
with soft airs, and now and again a falling leaf, while the
bees were busy among the year's last flowers, suited well
with the poet's mood of thankfulness tempered by solemn
thought When early in December they returned with a
lading of toys to their beloved lake-country, little Edith
had hardly recovered from an illnesswhich had attacked
her at Aix. It was seven o'dock in the evening by the

timethey reached Rydal, and to press forward and arrive
li
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Bringforth the treasures now,—a proud display,—
For rich asEastern merchantswer eturnl
Behold the black Beguine, the Sister grey,
The Friarswhose heads with sober motion turn,
TheArk well-filled with all its numerous hives,
Noah and Shem and Ham and Japhet and their wivea.

Thetumbler loose of limbj thewrestlerstwain}
And many a toy beside of quaint device,
Which, when hisfleecy flocks no more can gain
Their pasture on the mountainshoar with ice,
The German shepherd carves with curious knife,
Earning in easy toil the food of frugal life.

It was a group which Riohter had he viewed,
Might have deemed worthy of his perfect skill j

The keen impatience of the younger brood,
Their eager eyes and fingers never still;

The hope, the wonder, and the restlessjoy

Of those glad girls and that vociferous boy.

Theaged friend* serene with quiet smile,
Who in their pleasurefindsher own delight;
The mother's heart-felt happiness the while;
The aunts rejoicing in thejoyful sight;
And hewho in his gaiety of heart,
W ith glib and noisy tongue performed the showman's part.

It was manifest to a thoughtful observer, says De
Quincey, that Southey's golden equanimity was bound up
in a trinity of chords, a three-fold chain—in a conscience
clear of offence, in the recurring enjoyments from his
honourableindustry, and in thegratification of his parental
affections. In the light of Herbert's smiles his father
almost lived, the very pulses of hisheart played in unison
with the sound of his son's laughter. " There was" De
Quincey goeson, " in his manner towards this child, and
to wards this only, something that marked an excess of

4 Mrs. Wilson—then aged seventy-two.
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delirious doating, perfectly unlike the ordinary chastened
movement of Southey's affections; and something aso
which indicated a vague fear about him; a premature
unhappiness as if already the inaudible tread of calamity
could be divined, asif already he had lost him." As a
baby, while Edith was only *' like an old book ugly and
good," Herbert, in spite of his Tartar eyes a characterigtic
of Southey babyhood, was already beautiful. At six he
was more gentle and more loving, says Southey, than you
can almost conceive. " He has just learnt his Greek
alphabet, and is so desrous of learning, so attentive and
so quick of apprehension, that if it please God he should
live, thereislittle doubt but that something will come
out of him." In April, 1809, Southey writesto Landor
twenty-four hoursafter an attack of croup which seized his
boy had been subdued: " Even now | am far, very far
from being at eax= There is a love which passth the
love of women, and which is more lightly alarmed than
the lightest jealousy. Landor, | am not a Stoic at home ;
| feedl as you do about the fall of an old tree! but, 0
Christ! what a pang it is to look upon the young shoot
and think it will be cut down. And thisis the thought
which almogt at all times haunts me; it comes upon me
in moments when | know not whether the tears that start
are of love or of bitterness.

The alarm of 1809 pased away, and Herbert grew to
the age of nine, active and bright of spirit, yet too pale
and, likehis father, hanging too constantly over his books ;
a finely organized being, delicate in his sensbilities and
prematurely accomplished. Before the snow had melted
which shone on Skiddaw that day when the children
welcomed home their parents, Herbert Southey lay in his
grave. His dissase was an affection of the heart, and fo
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weeks his father, palsied by apprehension, and unable to put
hand to his regular work, stood by the bedside, with com-
posed countenance, with words of hope, and agonized
heart. Each day of trial made his boy more dear. With
atrembling pride Southey saw the sufferer's behaviour,
beautiful in this illness as in all his life; nothing could
be more calm, more patient, more collected, more dutiful,
more admirable. At last, worn with watching, Southey
and his wife were prevailed upon to lie down. The good
Mary Barker watched, and it is she who writes the
following lines:—" Herbert !—that sweetest and most
perfect of all children on this earth, who died in my
ams a nine years of age, whose death | announced
to his father and motherin their bed, where | had prayed
and persuaded them togo. When Southey could spesk, his
first words were, * The Lord hath given, and the Lord hath
taken away. Blessed be the name of the Lord I*  Never
can | forget that moment" (1816).

"I am perfectly resigned,” Southey wrote to Bedford
on the most mournful of all days, " and do not give way
to grief. Thank God | can control myself for the sake of
others." But next morning found him weak as a child,
even weaker in body than in mind, for long anxiety
had worn him to the bone, and while he tried to cam
and console the rest, his limbs trembled under him. His
first wild wish to fly from Keswick passed away; it was
good to be there near the boy's grave. Weak as he was,
he flung himself upon his work. "I employ myself
incessantly, taking, however, every day as much exercise
as | can bear without injurious fatigue, which is not
much." "It would surprise you were you to see what
| get through in a day." "For the first week | did
as much every day as would at other times have ssemed
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the full and overflowing produce of three" From his
early discipline in the stoical philosophy some help
now was gained; from his active and elastic mind the
gain was more; but these would have been insufBcient
to support him without a heart-felt and ever-present
faith that what he had lost was not lost for ever. A
great change had indeed come upon him. He st his
house in order, and made arrangements as if his own
death were at hand. He resolved not to be unhappy,
but the joyousness of his disposition had received its
death-wound; he felt as if he had passd at once from
boyhood to the decline of life. He tried dutifully to
make head againg his depression, but at times with
poor success "I employ mysef, and have recovered
strength, but in point of spirits | rather lose ground.”
Still there are hidden springs of comfort. " The head
and flower of my earthly happiness is cut off. But
I am not unhappy." "When | give way to tears
which is only in darkness or solitude, they are not tears
of unmingled pain." All beloved ones grew more pre-
cious; the noble fortitude of his wife made her more
than ever a portion of his bet sef His uncl€s boy,
Edward, he could not love more than he had loved him
before; but, "as far as possble, he will be to me here-
after,” writes Southey, " in the place of my eon." And
in truth the blessing of Herbert's boyhood remained with
him still; a mogt happy, a most beautiful boyhood it
had been; he was thankful for having possessad the child
so long; " for worlds | would not but have been his
father." " | have abundant blessngs left; for each and
all of these | am truly thankful; but of all the blessngs
which God has given me, this child, who isremoved, is
the one | till prizethe mogt." To relieve fedings which
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he dared not utter with his lips, he thought of setting
about a monument in versefor Herbert and himself, which
might make one insgparable memory for father and son.
A page or two of fragmentary thoughts in verse and prose
for this poetic monument exists, but Southey could not
keep his imagination enough aove his heart to dare to go
onwithit; todo so would have dissolved his heart anew.
Ore or two of these holy scriptures of woe, truly red drops
of Southey's life-blood, will tell enough of thislove pasing
the love of women.

Thy life was a day, and sum it well, life is but a week of such
days,—with how much storm and cold and darkness! Thine was
a Bweet spring day—a vernal Sabbath, all sunshine, hope, and
promise.

and that name
In sacred silence buried, which was still
At morn and eve the never-wearying theme
Of dear discourse.

playful thoughts
Turned now to gaU and esil.

No moregreat attempts, only a few autumnal flower slike second
primroses, &o.

They who look for me in our Father's kingdom
Will look for him alsoj inseparably
Shall we be remembered.

Come then
Pain and I nfirmity—appointed guests,
My heart isready.

From the day of his sons death Southey began to gep



vl] CHANGES AND EVENTS, 1808—1848. 169

down from the heights of life, with a seadfagt foot, and
head still held erect. He recovered cheerfulness, but it
was as one who has undergone an amputation seeks
the sunshine.  Herbert's grave anchored him in Kes
wick. An offer of two thousand pounds a year for a daily
article in the Times did not tempt him to London.
His home, his books, hisliterary work, Skiddaw, Der-
wentwater, and Crosthwaite churchyard were too dear.
Three years later came the unlooked-for birth of a second
boy ; and Cuthbert was loved by his father; but the love
was chastened and controlled, of autumnal beauty and
sFriousnes

When the war with France had ended, depresson
of trade was acutely felt in England; party spirit ran
high, and popular passons were dangeroudy roused. In
the spring of 1817, the Laureate saw to his astonishment
a poem entitled Wat Tyler by Robert Southey advertised
as just published. Hehad written this lively dramatic
sketch in the full fervour of Republicanism twenty-three
years previously; the manuscript had passed into other
hands, and he had long ceased to think of it. The skulk-
ing rogue and the knavish publisher who now gave it to
the world had chosen their time judiciously; this rebuke
to the apodate of the Quarterly would be a sweet morsd
for gossip-mongers to roll under the tongue, an infallible
pill to purge melancholy with all true children of progress
No fewer than sixty thousand copies, it is said, were sold.
Wat Tyler suited well with Southey's nonage; it has a
bright rhetorical fierceness of humanity. The speech-
making radical blacksmith, " still toiling yet still poor,"
his insulted daughter, her virtuous lover, the communist
priest John Ball, whose amiable theology might be that
of Mr. Besham in hislater days, stand over agains the
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tyrant king, his Archiepiseopal absolver from oaths, the
haughty nobles, and the servile minionsof thelaw. There
was nothing in the poem that could be remembered with
shame, unless it is shameful to be generous and inexpe-
rienced at the age of twenty. But England in 1817
seemed charged with combugtibles, and even so small a
spark as this was not to be blown about without a care.
The Prince Regent had been fired at; there were com-
mittals for treason; there were riots in Somersetshire;
the swarm of Manchester Blanketeers announced a march
to London; the Habeas Corpus was suspended; before
the year was out, Brandreth and his fellows had been
executed at Derby. Southey applied to the Court
of Chancery for an injunction to restrain the publi-
cation of his poem. It was refused by Lord Eldon
on the ground that the publication being one calculated
to do injury to society, the author could not reclaim his
propertyinit. Therethematter might havedropped; but
it seemed good to M r. William Smith representing liberal
Norwich, where Southey had many friends, to take his
seat in the House of Commons one evening with the
Quarterly Review in one pocket and Wat Tyler in the
other, and to read aloud contrasted extracts showing how
the malignant renegade could play the parts, as it suited
him, of a seditious firebrand and a servile courtier. Wynn
on the spot administered awell-deserved rebuke; Wilber -
force wrote to Southey that had he been present, his voice
would also have been heard ; Coleridge vindicated him in
the Courier. Seldom indeed was Southey drawn into con-
troversy. When pelted with abuse hewalked on with
uplifted head, and did not turn round; it seemed to him
that he was of a stature to invite bespattering. His sdf*
confidence was high and calm; that he possessd no com-
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mon abilities was certain: and the amount of toil which
went into his books gave him a continual assurance of
their worth which nothing could gainsay; he had no time
for moods of degjection and self-distrust But if Southey
struck he struck with force, and tried to leave his mark
on his antagonist To repel this attack made in the
House of Commons was a duty. A Letter to William
Smith, Esq., M.P., was written, as Wordsworth wished,
with the strength of masculine indignation; blow after
blow is planted with sure effect; no word is wasted;
there is skill in the hard hitting; and the antagonist
fairly overthrown, Southey, with one glance of scorn,
turns on his heel, and moves lightly away. " | wish you
joy,"” wrote Walter Scott, " of your triumphant answer.

. Enough of this gentleman, who | think will not
walk out of the round again to dander the conduct of
individuals." The concluding sentences of the Letter
give in brief Southey's fearless review of his unstained
career.

How far the writings of Mr. Southey may be found to desrve
a favourable acogtance from after ages time will decide but a
name which, whether worthily or not, has bean congpicuous in
the literary higtory of its age will certainly not perish. . . . .
It will berdated that he lived in the bosom of his family, in
absolute retirement; that in all his writings there breathed the
same abhorrence of oppresson and immorality, the same spirit
of devation, and the same ardent wishes for the melioration of
mankind: and that the only charge which malice could bring
againg him was, that as he grew older, his opinions atered ocon*
cerning the means by which that melioration was to be dfected,
and that as he learnt to undergand the inditutions of his
country, he learnt to appreciate them rightly, to love, and to
revere, and to defend them. It will be said of him, that in an
age of personality he abgained from satire; and that during
the course of his literary life, often as he was assailed, the only
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occason on which he ever condesoended to reply, was when a
certain Mr. William Smith insulted him in Parliament with the
appdlation of renegade  On that occadon, it will be said, he
vindicated himgdf, as it became him to do, and treated his
calumniator with just and memorable severity. Whether it
shall be added, that Mr. William Smith redeemed his own
character by coming forward with honest manliness and ac-
knowledging that he had spoken rashly and unjustly, concerns
himsdlf, but is not of the dightest importance to me.

One other personal strife is worthy of notica When
visiting London in 1813, he made the acquaintance of
Byron. " I'sSouthey magnanimous V' Byron asked Rogers,
remembering how he had tried his wit in early days on
Thalaba and Madoc. Rogers could answer for Southey's
magnanimity, and the two poets met, Southey finding in
Byron very much more to like than he had expected, and
Byron being greatly struck by Southey's " epic appear-
ance" "To have that poe's head and shoulders" he
said, " | would almost have written his Sapphics" And
in his diary he wrote : " Southey's talents are of the first
order. Hisproseis perfect. ... He has probably written
too much of poetry for the present generation; posterity
will probably sdect; but he has passages equal to any-
thing." At alater date Byron thought Southey's Roderick
“the first poem of the time." But when about to pub-
lisb Don Juan, awork " too free for these very modest
days," what better mode of saucily meeting public opinion,
and getting a first laugh on his side, than to dedicate such
a poem to a virtuous Laureate, and show that he and his
fellows who had uttered nothing base, were yet political
turncoats, not entitled by any superfine morality to as
sume airs of indignation against him and his reprobate
hero? The dedication was shown about and laughed
over, though not yet printed. Southey beard of these
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things and felt released from that restraint of good feeling
which made him deal tenderly in his writings with every
one to whom he had once given his hand. An attack upon
himself would not alone have roused Southey; no man re-
ceived abuse with more sf-possession.  Political antagonism
would still have left him able to meet a fellow-poet on the
common ground of literature. When disress fastened
upon Leigh Hunt, whose Examiner and Liberal had never
pared the Laureate, Mr. Eorster did not hesitate to apply
to Southey for assstance, which was declined solely be-
cause the circular put forward Leigh Hunt's political
sarvices as those chiefly entitling him to relief. " Those
who are acquainted with me" Southey wrote, "know
that | am neither resentful nor intolerant,” and after
expressng admiration of Leigh Hunt's powers, the letter
goss on to suggest that his friends should draw up a cir-
cular in which, without compromising any of his opinions,
the appeal might be made solely upon the score of literary
merit, " placing him thus, as it were, within the sacred
territory which ought always to be consdered and respected
as neutral ground." Wise and admirable words! But
there was one offence which was to Southey the unfor-
giveable sin against the holy spirit of a nation's literature.
To entice poetry from the altar, and to degrade her for
the pleasure of wanton imaginations seemed to Southey,
feeling as he did the sanctity of the love of husband and
wife, of father and child, to be treason againgt humanity.
Southey was indeed tolerant of a certain Rabelaisian
freedom in playing with some of the enclosed incidents of
our life. " All the greatest of poets”" he says, " have had
a sice of Pantagruelism in their compostion, which |
verily believe was essential to their greatness” But to
take an extravagant fling in cosume of a eans-culotte, and
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to play the part of " pander-general to the youth of Great
Britain," were different things. In hispreface to A Vision
of Judgment, Southey deplored the recent fall in the ethical
spirit of English literature, " which for half a century had
been distinguished for its moral purity,” and much of the
guilt he laid on the leaders of " the Satanic School." In
thelongruntheinterests of art, asof all high endeavour, are
invariably proved to be one with theinterest of a nation's
morality. It had taken many lives of men to lift literature
out of the beast. From prudential virtue and the lighter
ethics of Addison it had risen to thegrave moral dignity of
Johnson, and from that to the impassioned spirituality of
Wordsworth, Should all this be abandoned, and should
literature now be permitted to reel back into the brute?
We know that the title " Satanic School" struck home,
that Byron was moved, and replied with brilliant play of
wit in his Vision of Jvdgment. The laughers went over to
Byron's side.  One who would be witty has certain advan-
tages, if content to disregard honesty and good manners.
To be witty was not Southey's concern. " | saw," he said
many years after, " that Byron was a man of quick im-
pulses, strong passons, and great powers. | saw him abuse
these powers; and, looking at the effect of his writings
on the public mind, it was my duty to denounce such of
them as aimed at the injury of morals and religion. This
was all."  If continental critics find in what he set down
a characteristic example of the bourgeois morality of
England, we note with interest their point of view.*

" Bertha, Kate, and Isabel,” wrote Southey on June 26,
1820, "you have been very good girls, and have written

! To certain false allegations of fact made by Byron, Sonthey
replied in The Courier, and reprinted his letters in Essays, Moral
and Podlitical, vol. ii pp. 188—206.
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me very nice letters, with which | was much pleassd. This
is thelast letter which | can write in return; and as |
happen to have a quiet hour to mysdf here at Sreatham,
on Monday noon, | will employ that hour in reating to
you the whole higory and manner of my being €l-€ll-
ded at Oxford, by the ViceChancdlor." Public dis
tinctions of this kind herated perhaps bdow ther true
value. To stand well with Murray and Longman was more
to him than any handle to hisname A smilar honour
from Cambridge he dedined. His gold meda from the
Royal Sodiety of Literature he changed for a silver aoffeepat
for Mrs. Southey. To " be bedotored and called every-
thing that ends in isdnius" was neither any harm nor
much good; but to take his sst between such dodtors as
the Duke of Wédlington, and —perhaps—Sr Walter Scott
was a temptation. When his old schod-fdlow Phillimore
presnted Southey, the theatre rang with applaue  Yet
the day was indeed one of the heaviet in his life. Never
had he gopped for a night in Oxford snce he léft it in
1794, intending to bid farewel to Europe for an Utopia
in ome bak sHtlement of America. Not one who
really loved him—for Scott could not appear—wes
preent When in the morning he went to look at
Balliol, no one remembered him except old Adams who
had attempted to dress his hair as a freshman, and dd
Mrs. Adams the laundress both now infirm. From the
tumultuous theatre Southey gtralled into Chrigt Church
walksdone What changestime had madel  Many of the
Mends with whom he had sauntered there were in their
gaves S0 brooding he chewed the bitter-svegt of re-
membrancg, until at length a srious gratitude prevailed.
" Little girls" the letter ends ™ you know it might be
proper for me now to wear alarge wig, and to be called
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Doctor Southey, and to become very ssvere, and leave off
being a comical papa. And if you should find that ell-ell-
deeing has made this difference in me, you will not besur-
prised. However, | shall not come down in my wig,
neither shall | wear my robes at home™"

Whilein Holland in the summer of 1826, a more con-
spicuous honour was unexpectedly thrust upon Southey.
The previous year he had gone abroad with Henry Tay-
lor, and at Douay was bitten on the foot by Satan,
according to his conjecture, sitting squat at his great toe;
at Leyden he was obliged to rest his inflamed foot, and
there it was his good fortune to be received into the house
of the poet Bilderdijk, a delightful old erudite and enthu-
sas, whose charming wife wasthe trandator of Roderick,
In 1826 he visited his kind friends once more, and at
Brussds received the surprising intelligence that during
his absence he had been elected a member of Parliament.
L ord Badnor, an entire stranger, had read with admiration
Southey's confesson of faith concerning Church and
State, in the last paragraph of his Book of the Church.
By his influencethe poet had been dected for the borough
of Downton ; the return, however, was null, for Southey
held a penson during pleasure, and, even if this were
resigned, where was the property qualification? This
latter objection was met by Sir Robert Inglis, who
desired to know whether Southey would sit in Parliament
if an estate of 300Z. a year were purchased for him. An
estate of 300Z. a year would be a very agreeable thing to
Robert Lackland ; but he had no mind to enter on a new
public sphere for which he was ill qualified by his pre-
vious life, to risk the loss of health by midnight debates,
to abandon the education of his little boy, and to separate
himself more or less from hiswife and daughters. He
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could not be wrong, he believed, in the quiet confidence
which assured him that he was in his proper place.

Now more than ever before Edith Southey needed her
hushand's sustaining love. On the day of his return to
Keswick, while amused to find himself the object of mob
popularity, he learnt that one of his daughters was ailing ;
the illness, however, already scemed to have passed the
worst. This appearance of amendment quickly proved
deceptive; and on a Sunday evening in mid July, Isabel,
" the mogt radiant creature that | ever beheld or shall be
hold," pased away, while her father was on his knees in
the room below, praying that she might be released from
suffering either by recovery or by death. All that had
been gone through ten years before, renewed itself with
dread exaotness. Now as then the firs day was one of
stunned insensibility; now as then the next morning found
him weak as a child, and striving in his weakness to
comfort those who needed his support; now as then he
turned to Grosvenor Bedford for a heart on which he
might lay his own heart prone, letting his sorrow have its
way. " Nothingthat has assailed my character, or affected
my worldly fortune, ever gave me an hour's vexation,
or deprived me of an hour's rest. My happiness has been
in my family, and there only was | vulnerable; that
family is now divided between earth and heaven, and |
must pray to remain with those who are left, so long as |
can contribute to their welfare and comfort, rather than
be gathered (as otherwise | would fain be) to those who
aregone” On that day of which the word TacXoorrau is
the record, the day on which the body of his bright |sabel
was committed to earth, Southey wrote a letter to his three
living daughters, copied with his own hand for each. It
said what he could not bear to say of consolation and

v
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admonishment by word of mouth « it prepared them
for the inevitable partings to come; it urged on them
with tender solicitude the duty of sdf-watchfulness, of
guarding againgt little faults, of bearing and forbearing;
it told them of his own grief to think that he should ever
by a harsh or hasty word havegiven their dead sster even
a momentary sorrow which might have been spared; it
ended with the blessing of their afflicted father.

Sorrows of this kind, as Southey has truly said, come
the heavier when they are repeated; under such strokes
a courageous heart may turn coward. On Mrs. Southey
a weight as of years had been laid; her spirits sank, her
firmness gaveway, a breath of danger shook her. Southey's
way of bearing himself towards the dead is that saddest
way—their names were never uttered; each one of the
household had, as it were, a separate chamber in which the
images of their dead ones lay, and each wentin alone and
veiled. Thetruth is, Southey had little native hardihood
of temperament; sdf-control with him was painfully ac-
quired. In solitude and darkness his tears flowed; when
in his dumbers the images of the dead came to him, he
could not choose but weep. Therefore all the more among
those whom he wished to lead into the cheerful ways of
life, he had need to keep a guard upon his tenderness. He
feared to preserve rélics, and did not like to bear in mind
birthdays, lest they should afterwards become too danger-
oudy charged with remembrance and grief. " Look," he
writes, " at someversssin the Literary Souvenir, p, 113;
they arewritten by a dear friend of mine on the death of
—you will know who *—for his pen would have trembled
in tracing the name Isabel. And yet his habitual fed-
ings with respect to those who had departed were not
bitter \ the dead were absent—that was all; he thought
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of them and of living Mends at a distance with the same
complacency, the same affection, only with more tender-
ness of the dead.

Greta Hall, once resounding with cheerful voices, had
been growing silent. Herbert was gone, | sabel was gone.
In 1829 Sara Coleridge went a bride tearful, yet glad,
her mother accompanying her, to distant London. Five
years later Edith May Southey became the wife of the
Rev. John Warter. Her father fell back even more than
in former years, upon the never-failing friends of his
library. It was in these darkening years that he sought
relief in carrying out the idea, conceived long before, of a
story which should be no story, but a spacious receptacle
for mingled wit and wisdom, experience and book-lore,
wholesome nonsense and solemn meditation.  The Doctor
begun in jest after merry talks with Grosvenor Bedford,
grew more and more earnest as Southey proceeded. " He
dreamt over it and brooded over it, laid it aside for months
and years, resumed it after long intervals, and more often
latterly in thoughtfulness than in mirth, and fancied at
last that he could put into it more of his mind than could
conveniently be produced in any other form." Thesecret
of its authorship was carefully kept. Southey amused
himself somewhat laboriously with ascribing it now to
this hand and now to that. When thefirst two volumes
arrived, as if from the anonymous author, Southey thrust
them away with well assumed impatience, and the dis-
dainful words, "Some novel | suppoe" Yet svera
of his friends had shrewd suspicions that the manuscript
lay somewhere hidden in Greta Hall, and on receiving
their copies wrote to thank the veritable donor; these
thanks were forwarded by Southey, not without a smile
in which something of irony mingled, to Theodore Hook,
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who was not pleased to enter into the jest. " | s®in
The Doctor" says its author, playing the part of an
impartial critic, " alittle of Rabelais, but not much; more
of Tristram Shandy, somewhat of Burton, and perhaps
more of Montaigne; but methinks the quintum quid
predominates3"  Thequintum quid is that wisdom of the
heart, that temper of loyal and cheerful acquiescence in
therule of life as appointed by a Divine Master, which
characterizes Southey.

For the third volume of The Doctor in that chapter
which tells of Leonard Bacon's sorrow for his Margaret,
Southey wrote as follows :

Leonard had looked for consolation, where, when sncerdy
sought, it is aways to be found; and he had experienced that
religion feds in a true beiever all that philosophy profeses
and more than all that mere philosophy can perform. The
wounds which gtoicdism would cauterize, reigion hedls

Thereis aresgnation with which, it may be feared, mogt of
us decaive oursdves  To bear what must be borne and submit
to what cannot be resged, is no more than what the unre-
generate heart is taught by the ingtinct of animal nature.  But
to acquiexe in the afflictive digpensations of Providence—to
make onés own will conform in all things to that of our
Heavenly Father, to say to him in the sncerity of faith, when
wedrink of the bitter cup, " Thy will be done! "—to bless the
name of the Lord as much from the heart when he takes away,
as when he gives, and with a depth of feding, of which, perhaps
none but the afflited heart is capable—this is the resgnation
which religion teaches this is the saxrifice which it requires

These words written with no forefeding, were the last
put on paper beforethe great calamity burst upon Southey.
"I have been parted from my wife" he tells Grosvenor
Bedford on October 2, 1834, " by something worse than
death. Forty years she has been the life of my life; and
| have left her this day in a lunatic asylum."
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Southey's union with his wife had been at the first one
of love, and use and wont had made her a portion of
his very being. Their provinces in the household had
soon defined themselves. He in the library earned their
means of support; all dse might be left to her with
absolute confidence in her wise contrivance and quiet
energy. Beneath the divided work in their respective
provinces their lives ran on in degp and still accord.
.Now he felt for the first time shrunk into the limits of a
solitary wilL All that had grown out of the past was
deranged by a central disturbance; no branch had been
lopped away, but the main trunk was struck, and seared,
and shaken to the roots. " Mine is a strong heart;"
Southey writes, " | will not say that the last week has been
the most trying of my life; but | will say, that the heart
which could bear it can bear anything." Yet when he
once more st himself to work, a common observer, says
his son, would have noticed little change in him, though
to his family the change was great indeed. His mogt
wretched hour was when he woke at dawn from broken
slumbers; but a word of hope was enough to coun-
teract the mischief of a night's unrest. No means were
neglected which might serve to keep him in mental and
bodily health ; he walked in all weathers, he pursued
his task-work diligently, yet not over-diligently; he
collected materials for work of his choice.  When in
the spring of 1835 it was found that the sufferer might
return to wear out the body of this death in her own
home, it was marvellous, declares Cuthbert Southey, how
much of his old elasticity remained, and how though
no longer happy, he could be contented and cheerful, and
take pleasure in the pleasures of others. He still could
contribute something to his wife's comfort. Through the
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weary dream which was now her life she knew him, and
took pleasure in his coming and going.

When Herbert died, Southey had to ask afriend tolend
him money to tide over the short period of want which
followed his weeks of enforced inaction. Happily now
for the first time in his life his income was beforehand
with his expenssss A bequest of some hundreds of
pounds had comein; his Naval Biographies were paying
him well, and during part of Mrs. Southey's illness he
was earning a respectable sum, intended for his son's
education, by his Life of Cowper, a work to which a
painful interest was added by the study of mental aliena-
tion forced upon him in his own household. Sothedays
pased not altogether cheerlesdy, in work if possble
more arduous than ever. "One morning," writes his
son, " shortly after the letters had arrived, he called
me into his study, ' You will be surprised/ he said, ' to
hear that Sir Robert Peel has recommended me to the
King for the distinction of a baronetcy, and will probably
feel some disappointment when | tell you that | shall not
accept it."" Accompanying Sir Robert Peersofficial com-
munication came a private letter asking in the kindest
manner how he could be of use to Southey. " Will
you tell me" he said, " without reserve, whether the
posssson of power puts within my reach the means of
doing anything which can be serviceable or acceptable
to you; and whether you will allow me to find some
compensation for the many sacrifices which office imposes
upon me, in the opportunity of marking my gratitude as a
public man, for the eminent services you have rendered,
not only to literature, but to the higher interests of virtue
and religion f*  Southey's answer stated ssimply what his
circumstances were, showing how unbecoming and unwise
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it would be to accept the proffered honour; it told
the friendly statesman of the provision made for his
family—no inconsiderable one—in the event of his death;
it went on to speak of his recent affliction; how this had
sapped his former confidence in himself; how it had
made him an old man and forced upon him the reflec-
tion that a sudden stroke might deprive him of those
faculties, by which hisfamily had hitherto been supported.
"1 could afford to die, but not to be disabled," he wrotein
his first draft, but fearing that these words would look as
if hewanted to trick out pathetically a plain statement,
he removed them. Finally, if such an increase of his
pension as would relieve him from anxiety on behalf of
his family could form part of a plan for the encouragement
of literature, it would satisfy all hisdesres. " Youngas|
thenwas," Cuthbert Southey writes, " | could not, without
tears, hear him read with his degp and faltering voice, his
wise refusal and touching expression of those fedings and
fears he had never before given utteranceto, to any of
his own family." Two months later Sir Kobert Peel
signed awarrant adding 300/. annually to Southey's exist-
ing penson. He had resolved to recognize literary and
scientific eminence as a national claim; the act was done
upon public grounds, and Southey had the happiness of
knowing that others besde himself would partake of the
benefit

" Our domestic prospects are darkening upon us daily/'
Southey wrote in July, 1835. " | know not whether the
past or the present ssems most likea dream to me, so great
and grange is the difference.  But, yet a little while, and
all will again be at the best." While Mrs. Southey
lived, a daily demand was made upon his sympathies and
solicitude which it was his happiness to fulfil. But
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from all except his wife he ssemed already to be drop-
ping away into a state of passve abstraction. Kate and
Bertha silently ministered to his wants, laid the books he
wanted in his way, replenished his ink-bottle, mended
his pens, stirred the fire, and said nothing. A visit to
the south-west of England in company with his son broke
the long monotony of endurance. It was a happiness to
meet Landor at Bristol, and Mrs. Bray at Tavistock,
and Mrs, Bray's friend, the humble poet, Mary Calling,
whose verses he had reviewed in the Quarterly. Yet to
return to his sorrowful home was bes of all; thereisa
leap up of the old spiritsin a letter to his daughters an-
nouncing his approach. It isamost the last gleam of bright-
nes In the autumn of that year (1837) Edith Southey
wasted away, growing weaker and weaker. The strong
arm on which she had leaned for two and forty years
supported her down stairs each day and bore her up
again at evening. When the morning of November 16th
broke, she passad quietly " from death unto life."

From that day Southey was an altered man. His
spirits fell to a still lower range. For thefirst time he
was conscious of the distance which years had set between
him and his children. Yet his physical strength was
unbroken; nothing but show deterred him from his
walk; he could still circe the lake, or penetrate
into Borrowdale on foot. But Echo, whom he had sum-
moned to reoice, was not roused by any call of his.
Within doors it was only by a certain violence to
himself that he could speak. In the library he read
aloud his proof sheds alone; but for this he might
almost have forgotten the sound of his own voice.  Still
he was not wholly abandoned to grief; he looked back
and saw that life had been good; its hardest moral dia-
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cipline had served to train the heart: much still re
mained that was of worth; Cuthbert was quietly pursuing
his Oxford studies; Bertha was about to be united in
marriage to her cousn Herbert Hill, son of that good
uncle who had done so much to shape Southey's career.
"1 f not hopeful/' he writes, "I am more than con-
tented, and disposed to welcome and entertain any
good that may yet be in sore for me without any
danger of being disappointed if there should be none”
Hope of a sober kind indeed had come to him. For
twenty years he had known Caroline Bowles, they
had long been in constant correspondence; their ac
quaintance had matured into friendship. Shewas now in
her fifty-second year; he, in his sixty-fiftth. It ssemed
to Southey natural that without making any breach with
his pag life, he should accept her companionship in the
nearest way possble, should give to her all he could of
what remained, and save himself from that forlorn feeling
which he feared might render old age miserable and
usdess,

But already the past had subdued Southey, and if any
future lay before him it was a cloud lifeless and grey. In
the autumn of 1838 he started for a short tour on the
Continent with his old friend Senhouse, his son Cuthbert,
John Kenyon, their master of thehorse, Captain Jones, the
chamberlain, and Crabb Robinson, who wasintendant and
paid the bills. On the way from Boulogne they turned
asde to visit Chinon, for Southey wished to stand on the
gpot where hisfirst heroine, Joan of Arc, had recognized the
French king. At Paris he roamed along the quays and
hunted bookstalls. The change and excitement seemed to
have served him; hetalked freely and was cheerful. " Still,"
writes his son, " | could not fail to perceive a consderable
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change in him from thetimewe had last travelled together
—all his movements wer e dower, he was subject to frequent
fits of absence, and there was an indecision in his manner
and an unseadiness in his step which was wholly un-
usual with him." He often lost his way, even in the
hotels; then laughed at his own mistakes, and yet was
painfully conscious of his failing memory. His journal
breaks off abruptly when not more than two-thirds of the
tour had been accomplished. In February, 1839, his
brother, Dr. Southey—ever atrue comrade—describes him
as working slowly and with an abstraction not usual to
him; sometimes to write even a letter ssemed an effort.
In midsummer his marriage to Caroline Bowles took
place, and with her he returned to Keswick in August.
On the way home his friends in London saw that
he was much altered. "The animation and peculiar
cearness of hismind," wrote Henry Taylor, " was quite

gone, except a gleam or two now and then. . . . . The
appearance was that of a placid languor, sometimes ap-
proaching to torpor, but not otherwise than cheerful. He
isthin and shrunk in person, and that extraordinary face
of his has no longer thefireand strength it used to have,
though the singular cast of the features and the habitual
expressons make it still a most remarkable phenomenon."
Still his friends had not ceased to hope that tranquillity
would restore mental tone, and he himself was planning
the completion of great designs. " As soon as we are
settled at Keswick, | shall resolutely begin upon the His-
tory of Portugal, as a duty which | owe to my uncé€s
memory. Half of the labour | consider as done. But |
have long since found the advantage of doing more than
onething at atime, and the History of the Monastic Orders
is the other thing to which | shall st to with hearty
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good will. Both these are works of great pith and
moment."

Alas, the current of these enterprises was already turned
awry. In August it was not without an occasional
uncertainty that he sustained conversation. "He lost
himself for a moment; he was constious of it, and an
expresson pased over his countenance which was very
touching—an expression of pain and also of resignation.
. ¢ . . The charm of his manner isperhaps even enhanced
at present (at least when one knows the circumstances)
by the gentleness and patience which pervade it." Be-
fore long the character of his handwriting, which had
been so exquisite, was changed to something like the
laboured scrawl of a child; then he ceased to write.  Still
he could read, and, even when he could no longer take in
the meaning of what was before him, his eye followed
the lines of the printed page. At last even this was be
yond his power. He would walk slowly round hislibrary,
pleased with the presence of his cherished possessons
taking some volume down mechanically from the shef.
In 1840 Wordsworth went over toGretaHall. " Southey
did not recognize me" he writes, " till he wastold. Then
his eyes flashed for a moment with their former bright-
nes but he sank into the state in which | had found
him, patting with both hands his books affectionately like
a child." In the Life of Cowper he had spoken of the
digress of one who auffers from mental dissase as being
that of a dream, " a dream indeed from which the suf-
ferer can neither wake nor be awakened; but it pierces
no deeper, and there ssemsto be the same dim conscious
ness of its unreality." So was it now with himsdf. Until
near the end he retained considerable bodily strength; his
snow-white hair grew darker; it was the spirit which had
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endured shattering strokes of fate, and which had spent
itself in studying to he quiet.

After a short attack of fever, the end came on the 21st
of March, 1843. Never wasthat " Well done" theguer-
don of the good and faithful servant, pronounced amid a
deeper consent of those who attended and had earsto hear.
On a dark and stormy morning Southey's body was borne
to the beautiful churchyard of Crosthwaite, towardswhich
he had long looked affectionately ashis placeof rest. There
lay his three children and she who was thelife of his life.
Skiddaw gloomed solemnly overhead. A grey-haired,
venerable man who had crossed the hills sood there
leaning on the arm of his son-in-law; these two, Words-
worth and Quillinan, were the only srangers present.
As the words, " ashes to ashes" were uttered, a sudden
gleam of sunshine touched the grave; the wind drop-
ped, the rain was over, and the birds had begun their
ongs of spring.  The mourners turned away thinking
of a good man's life and death with peace—

And calm of mind, all passion spent.



CHAPTER VII.
SOUTHEY'S WORK IN LITERATURE.

SOUTHEY'S career of authorship falls into two chief periods
—a period during which poetry occupied the higher place
and prose the lower, and a period during which this order
was reversed. Histrandationsof romantic fiction—Amadis
of Gaul, Palmerin of England, and The Cid—connect the
work of the earlier with that of the latter period, and serve
to mark the progress of his mind from legend to history
and from the fantastic to thereal. The poet in Southey
died young, or, if he did not die, fell into a numbness and
old age like that of which an earlier singer writes.—

Elde that in my spirit dulleth me,
Hath of endyting all the subtilite
Welnyghe bereft out of my remeinbraunce

After thirty Southey seldom cared to utter himsef in
occasonal verso  The uniformity of his life, the equable
cheerfulness maintained by habits of regular work, his
calm religious faith, his amiable Stoicism left him without
the material for lyrical poetry; and one so honest and
healthy had no care to feign experiences of the heart which
were not his. Still he could apply himsdf to the treat-
ment of large subjects with a calm continuous energy;
but as time went on his hand grew dack, and wrought
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with less ees2  Scarcely had he overcome the narrative
poet's chief difficulty, that of subduing varied materials to
an unity of design, when he put asde verse and found it
more natural to behistorian than poet.

The poetry of sober feeling israreinlyrical verse. This
may be found admirably rendered in some of Southey's
shorter pieces.  Although his temper wasardent and hope-
ful, hispoemsof pensive remembrance, of meditative calm,
are perhaps the most characteristicc.  Among these his
Inscriptions rank high. Some of those in memory of the
dead are remarkable for their fine poise of feeling, all that
is excessve and transitory having been subdued; for the
tranquil depths of sorrow and of hope which lie beneath
their clear, melodious words.

Southey's larger poetical works are fashioned of two ma-
terials, which do not always entirely harmonize. First, ma-
terial brought from his own moral nature; hisadmiration
of something elevated in the character of man or woman
—generosity, gentleness, loyalty, fortitude, faith. And
secondly, material gathered from abroad ; mediaeval pomps
of religion and circumstance of war; Arabian marvels, the
work of the enchanters and the genii; the wild beauties
and adventure of life amid Kew-world tribes; the mon-
srous mythology of the Brahman. With such material
the poet's inventive talent deals freely, rearranges details
or adds to them; still Southey is here rather a finder
than amaker. His diligence in callecting and his skill in
arranging were so great that it was well if the central
theme did not disappear among manifold accessories One
who knows Southey, however, can recognize his ethical
spirit in every poem. Thalaba, as he himself confessed,
is a male Joan of Arc. Destiny or Providence hasmarked
alike the hero and the heroine from mankind; the shesp-
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fold of Domremi, andthe paim-grove by old Moath's tent,
alike nurture virgin purity and lofty aspiration. Thalaba,
like Joan, goes forth a delegated servant of the Highest
to war against the powers of evil; Thalaba, like Joan, is
sustained under the trials of the way by the sole talisman
of faith. We are not left in doubt as to where Southey
found hisideal. Mr. Barbauld thought Joan of Aro was
modelled on the Socinian Christ. He was mistaken;
Southey's ideal was nativeto hissoul. " Early admira-
tion, almost adoration of Leonidaa, early principles of
Stoicism derived from the habitual study of Epictetus,
and the French Eevolution at its height when | was just
eighteen—by these my mind was moulded." And from
these, absorbed into Southey's very being, came Thalaba
and Joan.

The word high-souled takes possession of the mind aswe
think of Southey's heroic personages. Poetry, he held,
ought rather to elevate than to affect—a Stoical doctrine
transferred to art, which meant that his own poetry was
derived more from admiration of great qualities, than from
sympathy with individual men or women. Neither the
quick and passionate tenderness of Burns, nor the stringent
pathos of Wordsworth, can be found in Southey's verse.
No eye probably ever shed atear over the misery of La-
durlad and his persecuted daughter. She, like the lady
in Comus, is set above our pity and perhaps our lova In
Kehama, a work of Southey's mature years, the chivalric
ardour of his earlier heroes is transformed into the sterner
virtues of fortitude and an almost despairing constancy.
The power of evil, asconceived by the poet, has grown
more despotic; little can be achieved by the light-winged
Glendoveer—a more radiant Thalaba—against the Rajah;
only the lidless eye of Seeva can destroy that tyranny of
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lust and pride, Roderick marks a higher stage in the
development of Southey's ethical ideal Boderick too is
a delegated champion of right against force and fraud; he
too endures mighty pains. But he is neither such a com-
batant, pure and intrepid, as goesforth from the Arab
tent, nor such a blameless martyr as Ladurlad. He is
first a sinner enduring just punishment; then a stricken
penitent; and from his shame and remorse heis at last
uplifted by enthusasm on behalf of his God and his people
into awarrior saint, the Gothic Maccabee.

Madoc stands somewhat away from the line of Southey's
other narrative poems. Though, as Scott objected, the
personages in Madoc are too nearly abstract types,
Southey's ethical spirit dominates this poem less than any
of the others. The narrative flows on moresimply. The
New-world portion tells a story full of picturesque inci-
dent, with the same skill and gracethat belong to Southey's
best prose writings. Landor highly esteemed Madoc.
Scott declared that he had read it three times since his
first cursory perusal, and each time with increased admi-
ration of the poetry. Fox was in the habit of reading
aloud after supper to eleven o'dlock, when it was the rule
at St. Ann's Hill toretire; but while Madoc was in his
hand, heread until after midnight. Those, however, who
opened the bulky quarto were few; the tale was out of
relation with the time; it interpreted no need, no aspira-
tion, no passon of the dawn of the present century. And
the mind of the time was not enough disengaged to
concern itself deeply with the supposed adventures of a
Welsh prince of the twelfth century among the natives of
America,

At heart, then, Southey's poems are in the main the
outcome of his moral nature; this we recognize through all
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disguises, Mohammedan, Hindoo, or Catholic. He planned
and partly wrote a poem—Oliver Newman—uwhich should
asodiate his characterigtic ideal with Puritan principles
and waysof life. The foreign material through which his
ethical idea was set forth went far, with each poem, to
determine its reception by the public. Coleridge has
spoken of "the pastoral charm and wild streaming lights
of the Thalaba." Dewy night moon-mellowed, and the
desert-circle girdled by the sky, the mystic palace of
Shedad, the vernal brook, Oneiza's favourite kidling, the
lamp-light shining rosy through the damsd's delicate
fingers, the aged Arab in the tent-door,—these came with
afresh charm into English narrative poetry eighty years
ago. Thelandscape and the manners of Spain, as pic-
tured in Roderick, areof marked grandeur and simplicity.
In Kehama Southey attempted a bolder experiment, and
although the poem became popular, even a well-disposed
reader may be allowed to sympathize with the dismay of
Charles Lamb among the monstrous gods: " | never read
books of travels, at least not farther than Paris or Home.
| can just endure Moors, because of their connexion as
foes with Christians;, but Abyssinians, Ethiops, Esqui-
maux, Dervises, and all that tribe | hate. | believe |
fear them in some manner. A Mohammedan turban on
the stage though enveloping some well-known face,....
does not give me unalloyed pleasure. | am a Christian,
Englishman, Londoner, Templar. God help me when |
cometo put off these snug relations, and to get abroad into
the world to come"

Though his materials are often exotic, in style Southey
aimed at the simplicity and strength of undefiled English.
If to these melody was added, he had attained all he de-
sired. To conversations with William Taylor about Ger-

0
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man poetry—certainly not to Taylor'sexample—heascribea
his faith in the power of plain words to express in poetry
the highest thoughts and strongest fedings, He perceived
in hisown day the rise of the ornate style, which has
since been perfected by Tennyson, and he regarded it asa
vicein art. In early years Akenside had been his instruc-
tor; afterwards he owed more to Landor than to any
other magter of style.  From Madoc and Roderick—both
in blank verse—fragments could be severed, which might
pass for the work of Landor; but Southey's free and facile
manner, fostered by early reading of Ariosto, and by con-
stant study of Spenser, soon reaserts itself; from under
the fragment of monumental marble, white amost as
Landor's, a stream wells out smooth and clear, and lapses
away never dangeroudy swift nor mysteriously deep. On
the whole, judged by the highest standards, Southey's
poetry takes a midmost rank; it neither renders into art
a great body of thought and passion, nor doesit give fault-
less expresson to lyrical moments. But it is the out-put
of a large and vigorous mind, amply stored with know-
ledge; itsbreath of life is the moral ardour of a nature
strong and generous, and therefore it can never ceaseto
be of worth.

Southey is at his best in prose.  And here it must be
borne in mind that, though so voluminous a writer, he
did not achieve his most important work, the History of
Portugal, for which he had gathered vast collections. It
cannot be doubted that this, if completed, would havetaken
a place among our chief histories. The splendour of story
and the heroic personages would have lifted Southey into
his highest mood. We cannot speak with equal confidence
of his projected work of second magnitude, the History of
the Monastic Orders. Learned and sensble it could not
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fail to be, and Southey would have recognized the more
substantial services of the founders and the brotherhoods,
but he would have dealt by methods too simple with the
psychology of religious emotions; the words enthusiasm
and fraud might have risen too often to hislips; and at
the grotesque humours of the devout, which he would have
exhibited with delight, he might have been too prone to
smile.

As it is, Southey's largest works are not his most ad-
mirable. The History of Brazil, indeed, gives evidence
of amazing patience, industry, and skill; but its subject
necessarily excludes it from the first rank. At no time
from the sixteenth to the nineteenth century was Brazil
a leader or a banner-bearer among lands. The life of the
people crept on from point to point, and that isall; there
are few passages in which the chronicle can gather itself
up, and transform itself into a historic drama. Southey
has done all that was possible; his pages are rich in facts,
and are more entertaining than perhaps any other writer
could have madethem. His extraordinary acquaintance
with travel gave him many advantages in narrating the
adventures of early explorers; and his studies in ecde
sadtical history led him to treat with peculiar interest the
history of the Jesuit Reductions.

The History of tlie Peninsular War suffers by com-
parison with the great work of Sir William Napier. That
heroic man had himself been a portion of the strife; his
snses singularly keen were attuned to battle; as hewrote,
the wild bugle-calls, the measured tramp, the peals of
musketry, the dismal clamour sounded in his ears; he
abandoned himself again to the swiftness and " incredible
fury " of the charge. And with hisfalcon eye he could
discern amid the shock or formless disgpersion, wherever
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hidden, the fiery heart of victory. Southey wrought in
his library as a man of letters; consulted sources, turned
oyer manuscripts, corresponded with witnesses, set his
material in order. The passon of justice and an enthu-
dasm on behalf of Spain give unity to hiswork. If he
estimated too highly the disinterestedness and courage of
the people of the Peninsula, the illusion was generous.
And it may be that enduring spiritual forces become
apparent to a distant observer, which are masked by
accidents of the day and hour from one who is in their
midst.

History as written by Southey is narrative rendered
spiritual by moral ardour. There are no new political
truths, he said. If there be laws of a nation's life other
than those connected with dementary principles of mo-
rality, Southey did not discover theses What he has
written may go only a little way towards attaining the
ultimate ends of historical study, but so far as it goes it
keeps the direct line. It is not led astray by will-0'-the-
wisp, vague-shining theories that beguile night wanderers.
Its method is an honest method as wholesome as sweset;
and simple narrative if ripe and sound at first is none the
lessso at the end of acentury.

In biography, at least, one may be well pleased with
clear and charming narrative. Here Southey has not been
surpassed, and even in this single province he is versatile;
he haswritten the life of a warrior, of a poet, and of a
saint. His industry was that of a German; his lucidity
and perfect exposition were such as we rarely find outsde
a French memoir. There is no style fitter for continuous
narrative than the pedestrian style of Southey. It does
not beat upon the ear with hard metallic vibration. The
sentences are not cagt by the thousand in one mould of
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cheap rhetoric, nor made brilliant with one cheap colour.
Never dithyrambic, he is never dull; he affects neither
the trick of stateliness nor that of cardess ease; he does
not seek out cariosities of refinement, nor caress delicate
affectation*  Because his style is natural it is inimitable,
and the only way to write like Southey is to write well

" The favourite of my library, among many favourites;"
so Coleridge speaks of the Life of Wedey, " the book |
can read for the twentieth time, when | can read nothing
dseat all." And yet the schodl-boy's favourite, the Life
of Nelson, is of happier inspiration. The simple and
chivalric hero, his splendid achievements, his pride in
duty, his patriotism, roused in Southey all that was most
strong and high; but his enthusiasm does not escape in
lyrical speech. " The best eulogy of Nelson,” he says,
" is the faithful history of his actions;, the best history
that which shall relate them most perspicuoudy." Only
when all is over, and the captain of Trafalgar lies dead,
his passon and pride find utterance :—" If the chariot and
the horses of fire had been vouchsafed for Nelson's trans-
lation, he could scarcely have departed in a brighter blase
of glory." From Nelson on the quarter-deck of the
Victory, to Cowper caresing his tame hares, the interval
iswide; but Southey, the man of letters, lover of the fire-
side, and patron of cats, found it natural to sympathize with
his brother poet. His sketches of literary history in the
Life of Cowper are characteristic. The writer's range is
wide, hisjudgment sound, his enjoyment of aimost every-
thing literary islively; ascritic heiskindly yet equitable.
But the highest criticism isnot his. Southey'svision was
not sufficiently penetrative; he culls beauties, but he
cannot pluck out the heart of a mystery.

His trandations of romantic fiction, while faithful to
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their sources, aim less at literal exactitude than at giving
the English reader the same pleasure which the Spaniard
receives from the originals. From the destruction of Don
Quixote'slibrary Master Nicholas and the curate spared
Amadis of Gaul and Palmerin of England. Second to
Malory's grouping of the Arthur cycle Amadis may well
take its place. Its chivalric spirit, itswildness, its tender-
ness and beauty are carefully preserved by the trandator.
But Southey*8 chief gift in this kind to English readersis
The Cid. The poem he supposad, indeed, to be a metrical
chronicle instead of a metrical romance—no fatal error;
weaving together the best of the poem, the ballads and the
chronicle, he produced more than a mere compilation. " |
know no work of the kind in our language** wrote Cole-
ridge, " none which, uniting the charms of romance and
history, keeps the imagination so constantly on the wing,
and yet leaves so much for after reflection**

Of Southey's political writings something has been said
in a former chapter. Among works which can be brought
under no general head, one that pleased the public was
JEspriella's Letters, sketches of English landscape, life, and
manners, by a supposed Spanish traveller. The letters,
giving as they do a lively view of England at the begin-
ning of the present century, still possessan interest. Apart
from Southey's other works stands The Doctor; nowhere
dse can onefind so much of hisvaried erudition, his genial
spirits, his meditative wisdom. It asks for a leisurely
reader content to ramble everywhere and no whither, and
still pleased to take another turn because his companion
has not yet come to an end of learning, mirth, or medita-
tion. That the author of a book so characteristic was not
instantly recognized is strange. " The wit and humour
of The Doctor" says Edgar Poe, a keen critic, " have sal-
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dom been equalled. We cannot think Southey wroteit."
Gra’tudeis dueto Doctor Daniel Dove from innumerable
" good little women and men,” who have been delighted
with his story of The Three Bears. To know that he had
added a dassic to the nursery would have been the pride
of Southey's heart. Wide eyes entranced and pedls of
young laughter still make a triumph for one whose spirit,
grave with a man's wisdom, was pure as the spirit of a
little child*
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Quarterly Review, 146, 151,
158; Poet - Laureate, 159 ;
Odes, 160; Funeral Song for
the Princess Charlotte, 161 ;
journey to Belgium, 161 ; death
of his son Herbert, 165-166 ;
birth of ason, 169 ; Wat Tyler
piratically ublished, 169;
Letter to William Smith, 171 ;
quarre with Byrm, 172-174;
Vison of Judgment, 174 ;
LL.D. of Oxford, 175; vidts
Bilderdijk, 176; eected M.P.
for Downton, 176 ; death of his
daughter Isabd, 177; The
Doctor, 179 ; illness and death
of his wife, 180-181, 184 ;
offored a baronetcy, 182 ; his
penson, 183 ; tour on the Con-
tinent, 185 ; marriage to Caro-
line Bowles, 186 ; failing health,
185-187 ; death, 188

His devation to literature, 1,
54, 71, 97 ; industry, 1, 19, 54,
64-65, 72, 78, 81 ; personal ap-
pearance, 17, 49, 172, 186;
friendships, 21-22, 30,133-136 ;
temperament and character, 26-
29, 49, 51, 89-91, 98, 99, 108,
111, 132-133, 142, 143, 147,
political opinions, 32, 146-148,
151-153, 157-158; rdigious
opinions, 34, 42, 155-156;
qualities of his poetry, 61-62,
189-194 ; nervous susceptibility,
62, 111-112 ; habits and way of
life, 81-82, 86-87,100, 114-113,
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118, 124, 181 ; love of animals,
96-97, 120; income,-98, 101,
182-188; generosity, 101-102,
127-128 ; book-collecting, 102-
107 ; methods of work, 108,
110, 116, 118-119; favourite
authors, 108-109 ; social quali-
ties, 131-133 ; love of home
and children, 142, 164-169,
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Triad, The (Wordsworth's), 94

Tyler, Miss 5-7, 11, 13, 15, 16,
17, 25, 33, 37, 38, 108

Tyler, William, 15-16

Verbeyst (of Brusss), 104

Vincent, i)r., Headmagter of West-
mingter Schoal, 24

Vision of Judgment (Byron's), 174

177-178; views on Napoleon, i Vision of Judgment (Southey's), 174

148,150 ; sympathy with Spain,

149 ; views on education, 153- | Wales, 39, 75, 79
154 ; on Catholic emancipation, ! Wal Tyler, 41, 169-170
156-157; on poetry, 173-174; ! Waterloo, 161

his prose style, 194-199
Spain, 42, 45-48, 149, 151
Senser, Edmund, 14-15, 194

Taleof Paraguay* 95

Tas, Sou they \s early acquaint-
ance with, 14

Taylor, Henry, 104, 132,134,135,
176, 186

Taylor, William, 53, 54. 5S, 59, 60,
fo, 79, 111, 135, 136,193

Thalabiu 22, 41, 65, 70, 71. 72,
121, 139, 146, 172, 190-191,
198

ThreeHears, The, 199

Ticknor, 110-111

Time%s, The, offer to Southey from,
1

TomJones(Fielding's), 52

IfV2v, Life of 2, 197

Westall, 87

Westbury, Southey's home at, 60,
61, 62

Westmingter Schod, 2, 18, 19-25,

26, 121
White, H. Kirke, 126-127
Wilberforce, 170
Williams, William, Southey's
school mader, 12

Wilson, Mrs., 90, 164

Wordsworth, 22, 30, 31, 74, 84,
88, 93, 94, 120, 132, 134, 130,
144, 148, 149, 157, 158, 171,
174, 187, 188. 191

Wyim, C,, 21, 24, 30, 55, 74, 75
98; 135, 170

Zophiel (MariaBrookss), 129

THE END.
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