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A LETTER ABOUT WORDS\VORTH AND GOETHE, 179

tions; which with your permission T g},
in the belif thyt they will prove interest:

resting to thoge who are of opi-
nion that whethey or not the “hag poetry demand gy severe study ag
mathematies require,” it wil] u¢ least repay it,

Wordsworth was full of that feeling of aye
duees on fresh hearts—g gongo of diy,

fall of man, and the dcstm_ying trace of his hand, brings o discord,
Could it have begp possible for Adam, in the days of hjs y,
plicity and purity, to haye torn a leaf from 4 flower—-to haye violated
by destruetion the harmonioys and unbrokep completeness of the
blooming verdure aroung him ? Nothing but 4 seunse of diseopd within
US—a sense which Jag by use angd perpetual presenee come ¢,
Sense—could reoneily yg to wreaking g Jike discord in the
ture of things, Anq in our purest moments i those times when we
are brought hack most nearly to the original temper of my
the image of the god of nature, the
Whether it hag been breathed into words op no—a
protest against thay Wanton violation of the sanctities of nature, in which
at other times the unrest and discontopt, of our Spirit, hunguring blindly
after it knows pot what, has found g readiest expresgiop.

This feeling, whieh we have all in greater or Jogs degree, and ¢
different timeg experienced, Wordsworth most constantly enjoy
most frcquendy expressed ; cither, directly
Says: “ There ig g Spirit in the wood,”
of his thought; of which the m,
but the bubbling forth, as w,
which, like Niagara beloy ¢}
on the supfyee betrays th

which natupe ever pro-
ine lmrmony, into which t},0 foot-

irginal sim-

0 be no
external ng-

n made ip
re has risen i, our hearts ot leagt—

silent hut 5 stern

ed, and
as in the Passage where he
or, as the assumeq undercurrent
etaphors and figures of pjg Poetry were
€ 8¢ on the surface of Some mighty stream,
he Falls, in js depths is borne onwards, hut

¢ agitation an( rapid underfloyw, only by a
swirling eddy, op quietly evanesoent bubbles, e underflow of ¢e
Poetry of Wordswopg, is “ The spirit that is jn the wood,”  Jy, speaks
i every poem us only one could, who hyq eutered into the inner sune.
tuary of hature, and wyg Commissioned to reveal her spirit, [, the
highest sense of the word there was a deep communion betweep him anq
natuce, I do pog expect every one who pegqs this letter to opgep into
the meaning of the expression, Fop EVery one sees with his own eyes,
and not with ghe eyes of others; and, whila i physical sight, what is
red to onie js yoq to all, what jg 8reen to one is green others, yet in
mental and muyel, more in spirjtyy] things, the €ye sees only what jt has
the power to See, and not all that i before it, « Symbolica]” terms are
not alike expressiye to all, but each one S¢es o much of thejp meaning
as he has a key for in his own breast. A pag who does not partake of




