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whether to call it height or depth, this peculiarity
of his, but it certainly endows tuose parts of Ids
work which we should distinguish as Wordsworthian
with an unexpectedness and impressiveness of
originalitysuch as we feel in the presence of Nature
herself. He seems to have been half conscious of
this, and recited his own poems to all comers with
an enthusiasm of wondering admiration that
would have been profoundly comic but for its
simple sinceritv and for the fact that William
Wordsworth, Esquire, of Rydal Mount, was one
person, and the William Wordsworth wh )m he so
heartily reverenced quite another. We recognize
two voices in him, as Stephano did in Caliban.
There are Jeremiah and his scribe Baruch. If the
prophet cease from dictating, the amanuensis,
rather than be idle, employs his pen in jotting
down some anecdotes of his master, how he one
day went out and saw an old woman, and the
next day did ruH, and so came home and "dictated
some verses on this ominous phenomenon, and
how another day he saw a cow. These marginal
annotations have been carelessly taken up into the
text, have been religiously held by the pious to be
orthodox scripture, and by dexterous exegesis have
been made to yield deeply oracular meanings.
Presently the real prophet takes up the word
again and speaks as one divinely inspired, the
Voice of a higherand invipi" 'e power. Wordsworth's
better utterances have the baie sincerity, the
absolute abstraction from time and place, the
immunity from decay, that belong to the grand
simplicities of the Bible. They seem not more his
own than ours and every man's, the word of the
inalterable Mind. This gift of his was naturally


